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So wenig er auch bestiimnt sejm mag, andere zu belehren, so 
wiinscht er doch sich denen mitzutheilen, die er sich gleichgesiimt 
weiss, Oder hofiPt, deren Anzahl aber in der Breite der Welt zer- 
streut ist: er wunscht sein Verhaltniss zu den altesten Freunden 
dadurch wieder anzukniipf en, mit neuen es fortzusetzen, und in der 
letzen generation sich wieder andere fiir seine iibrige Lebenszeit 
zu gewinnen. Er wiinscht der Jugend die Umwege zu ersparen, 
auf denen er sich selbst verirrte. 

GrOETHE. 

Teanslation. — Little call as be may have to instruct others, 
he wishes nevertheless to open out his heart to such as he either 
knows or hopes to be of like mind with himself, but who are 
widely scattered in the world: he wishes to knit anew his con- 
nections with his oldest friends, to continue those recently 
formed, and to win other friends among the rising generation 
for the remaining course of his life. He wishes to spare the 
young those circuitous paths on which he himself had lost his way. 
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CHAPTER I 

rite motives of the present work— Reception of the Anther’s first publication— The discip- 
line of bis taste at school— The effect of contemporary writers on yonthM minds — 
Bowles’s Sonnets — Comparison between the poo’s tk>fore and since Pope. 

J T has been my lot to have had my name introduced, both in con- 
versation and in print, more fr^uently than I find it easy to 
explain, whether I consider the fe\raess, unimportance, and limited 
circulation of my writings, or the retirement and distance in which 
I have lived, both from the literary and political world. Most 
often it has been connected with some charge which I could not 
acknowledge, or some principle which I had never entertained. 
Nevertheless, had I had no other motive or incitement, the reader 
would not have been troubled with this exculpation. What my 
additional purposes were will be seen in the following pages. It 
will be found that the least of what I have written concerns my- 
self personally. I have used the narration chiefly for the purpose 
of giving a continuity to the work, in part for the sake of the mis- 
cellaneous reflections suggested to me by particular events ; but 
still more as introductory to the statement of my principles in 
Politics, Religion and Philosophy, and the application of the iides, 
deduced from philosophical principles, to poetry and criticism. 
But of the objects which I proposed to myself, it was not the least 
important to effect, as far as possible, a settlement of the long- 
continued controversy concerning the true nature of poetic diction, 
and at the same time to define with the utmost impartiality the 
real poetic character of the poet, by whose writings this contro- 
versy was first kindled, and has been since fuelled and fanned. 

In 1794, when I had barely passed the verge of manhood, I pub- 
lished a small volume of juvenile poems.* They were received 
with a degree of favour which, young as I was, I well knew was 

• This is evidently a slip of the memory ; Jesus College, Cambridge. London. Printed 
Coleridge’s first volume, a small 12mo. was for Q. G. and J. Robinsons, and J. CottSa 
published in 1798. The title is " Poems on Bookselier, BristoL 1796.” 
vailoua subjects, by & T. Coleridge, late of 
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bestowed on them not so nmcb for any positive merit, as because 
they were considered buds of hope and promises of better works 
to come. The critics of that day, the most flattering equally with 
the severest, concurred in objecting to them obscurity, a general 
turgidness of diction, and a profusion of new-coined double epi- 
thets.* The flrst is the fault which a writer is the least able to 
detect in his own compositions ; and my mind was not then suffi- 
ciently disciplined to receive the authority of others as a substitute 
for my own conviction. Satisfied that the thoughts, such as they 
were, could not have been expressed otherwise, or at least more 
perspicuously, I forgot to inquire whether the thoughts them- 
selves did not demand a degree of attention unsuitable to the 
nature and objects of poetry. This remark, however, applies 
chiefly, though not exclusively, to the “ Religious Musings.” The 
remainder of the charge I admitted to its full extent, and not with- 
out sincere acknowledgments to both my private and public censors 
for their friendly admonitions. In tie after editions I pruned 
the double epithets with no sparing hand, and used my best efforts 
to tame the swell and glitter both of thought and diction; though, 
in truth, these parasite plants of youthful poetry had insinuated 
themselves into my longer poems with such intricacy of union, 
that I was often obliged to omit disentangling the we^, from the 
fear of snapping the flower. From that period to the date of the 
present work I have published nothing with my name which could 
by any possibility have come before the board of anonymous 
criticism. Even the three or four poems, printed with the works 
of a friend, as far as they were censured at all, were charged with 
the same or similar defects, though I am persuaded, not with equal 
justice ; with an excess of ornament, in addition to strained and 
elaborate diction.f May I be permitted to add, that, even at the 



* The authority of Milton and Shakespeare 
may be usefully pointed out to young 
anthoni. In the Oomns. and earlier poems 
of Milton there is a superfluity of double 
epithets ; while in the Paradise laist we find 
very few, In the Paradise Regained scarce 
any. The same remark holds aluxist equally 
true, of the Love's Labour's Lost, Romeo and 
Joliet, Venus and Adonis, and Lucrece, com- 
pared with the Lear, Macbeth, Othello, and 
Hamlet of our great Dramatist. The rule 
for the admission of double epithets seems to 
be this: either that they should be already 
denizens of our language, such as Mootii- 
ttiined, terror-stricken, self-applauding; or 
when a new epithet, or one found in books 
only, is hazarded, that it, at least, be one 
word, not two words made one by mere 
yirtue of the printer's hyphen. A language 
which, like the English, Is almost without 



cases, is indeed in its very genius unfitted for 
compounds. If a writer, every time a com- 
pounded word suggests itself to him, would 
seek for some other mode of expressing the 
same sense, the chances are always greatly 
in favour of his finding a better word. 
" Tanquam scapulum sic vitss insolens ver- 
bum," Is the wise advice of Cecsar to the 
Roman Orators, and the precept applies with 
double force to the writers in our own lan- 
guiigc. But it must not be forgotten, that 
the same Ciesar wrote a granunatical treatise 
for the purpose of reforming the ordinary 
language by bringing it to a greater accor- 
dance with the principles of It^c or univer- 
sal grammar. 

t 'Vide the criticlams on the Ancient 
Mariner in the Monthly and Critical Keviewi 
of the first volume of the Lyrical Ballads. 
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early period of my juvenile poems, I saw and admitted the supe« 
riority of an austerer and more natural style, with an insight not 
less clear than I at present possess. My judgment was stronger 
than were my powers of realizing its dictates, and the faults of 
my language, though indeed partly owing to a wrong choice of 
subjects, and the desire of giving a poetic colouring to abstract 
and metaphysical truths, in which a new world then seemed to 
open upon me, did yet, in part likewise, originate in unfeigned 
diffidence of my own comparative talent. During several years ' 
of my youth and early manhood, I reverenced those who haid re- 
introduced the manly simplicity of the Grecian, and of our own 
elder poets, with such enthusiasm, as made the hope seem pi'e- ' 
sumptuous of widting successfully in the same style. Perhaps a 
similar process has happened to others; but my earliest poems 
were marked by an ease and simplicity, which I have studied, 
perhaps with inferior success, to impress on my later compositions. 

■"^t school I enjoyed the inestimable advantage of a very sensible, " 

. though at the same time, a very severe master.* He early moulded 
my taste to the preference of Demosthenes to Cicero, of Homer 
and Theocritus to Virgil, and again of Virgil to Ovid. He habi- 
tuated me to compare Lucretius (in such extracts as I then read), 
Terence, and, above all, the chaster poems of Catullus, not only 
with the Roman poets of the so-called silver and brazen ages, but 
with even those of the Augustan era; and, on grounds of plain 
sense and universal logic, to see and assert the superiority of the 
former, in the truth and nativeness both of their thoughts and 
diction. At the same time that we were studying the Greek Tragic 
Poets, he made us read Shakespeare and Milton as lessons ; and 
they were the lessons, too, which required most time and trouble 
to bring wp, so as to escape his censure. I learnt from him that 
poetry, even that of the loftiest, and, seemingly, that of the wildest 
odes, had a logic of its own as severe as that of science, and more 
difficult, because more subtle, more complex, and dependent on 
more and more fugitive causes. In the truly great poets, he 
would say, there is a reason assignable, not oidy for every word, 
but for the position of every word ; and I well remember that, avail- 
ing himself of the synonymes to the Homer of Didymus, he made 
us attempt to show, with regard to each, why it would not have 
answered the same purpose, and wherein consisted the peculiar fit- 
ness of the word in the original text. 

In our own English compositions (at least for the last three 
years of our school education) he showed no mercy to phrase, 

• The Rev. James Bowyer, many years Head Master of Christ’s Hospital. — ' 
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raetapbor, or image, unsupported by a sound sense, or where tbe 
same sense might have been conveyed with equal force and dignity 
in plainer words. Lute, harp, and lyre, muse, muses, and inspi- 
rations, Pegasus, Parnassus, and Hippocrene, were all an abomi- 
nation to him. In fancy I can almost hear him now, exclaiming. 

Harp ? Harp ? Lyre ? Fen and ink, boy, you mean ! Muse, boy, 
muse ? Your Nurse’s daughter you mean I Pierian spring 1 Oh, aye ! 
the cloister-pfwnvp, I suppose !” Nay, certain introductions, similes, 
and examples were placed by name on a list of interdiction. 
Among the similes there was, I remember, that of the manchineel 
fruit, as suiting equally well with too many subjects, in which, 
however, it yielded the palm at once to the example of Alexander 
and Cl3du8, which was equally good and apt whatever might be 
the theme. Was it ambition ? Alexander and Clytus ! Flattery ? 
Alexander and Clytus! Anger? Drunkenness? Pride? Friendship? 
Ingratitude ? Late repentance ? Stdl, still Alexander and Clytus ! 
At length the praises of agriculture having been exemplified in the 
sagacious observation, that, had Alexander been holding the 
plough, he would not have run his friend Clytus through with a 
spear ; this tried and serviceable old friend was banished by public 
edict in sa-cula sceculorum. I have sometimes ventured to think that 
a list of this kind, or an index expurgatorius of certain well known 
and ever returning phrases, both introductory and transitional, 
including the large assortment of modest egotisms and flattering 
illeisms, &c., &c„ might be hung up in our law coiirts and both 
Houses of Parliament, with great advantage to the public as an 
important saving of national time, an incalculable relief to his 
Majesty’s ministers; but, above all, as insiu*ing the thanks of 
covmtry attorneys and their clients, who have private bills to carry 
through the House. 

Be this as it may, there was one custom of our master’s, which 
I cannot pass over in silence, because I think it imitable and 
worthy of imitation. He would often permit our theme exercises, 
under some pretext of want of time, to accumulate, till each lad 
had four or five to be looked over. Then placing the whole num- 
ber cd»-east on his desk, he would ask the writer why this or that 
sentence might not have foxmd as appropriate a place under tliis 
or that other thesis ; and if no satisfying answer could be returned, 
and two faults of the same kind were found in one exercise, 
the iiTevocable verdict followed, the exercise was tom up, and 
another on the same subject to be produced, in addition to the 
tasks of the day. The reader will, I tmst, excuse this tribute 
of recollection to a man, whose severities, even now, not seldom 
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furnish the dreams by which the blind fancy would fain intei’pret 
to the mind the painful sensations of distempered sleep ; but 
neither lessen nor dim the deep sense of my moral and intellectual 
obligations. He sent us to the University excellent Latin and 
Greek scholars, and tolerable Hebraists. Yet our classical know- 
ledge was the least of the good gifts which we derived from his 
zealous and conscientious tutorage. He is now gone to his final 
reward, full of years and full of honours, even of those honours 
which were dearest to his heart, as gratefully bestowed by that 
school, and still binding him to the interests of that school in 
which he had been himself educated, and to which during his 
whole life he was a dedicated thing. 

From causes which this is not the place to investigate, no 
models of past times, however perfect, can have the same vivid 
t effect on the youthful mind, as the productions of contemporary 
I genius. The discipline my mind had imdergone *‘Ne falleretur 
roiundo sono et versuum cursu, cindnnis etflonbua; sed ut inspiceret 
quidnam mbesset, qvxB sedes, qwd firmamentum, quis fundus verbis; 
anfigurcB essent mera omatura et orationis fucus : vel sanguinis e 
matericB ipsius corde effl/uentis rubor quidam nativus et incalescentia 
genuina removed all obstacles to the appreciation of excellence 
in style without diminishing my delight. That I was thus pre- 
pared for the perusal of Mr. Bowles’s sonnets and earlier poems, 
at once increased their influence and my enthusiasm. The great \ 
works of past ages seem to a young man things of another race, , 
in respect to which his faculties must remain passive and submiss. i 
even as to the stars and moimtains. But the writings of a con- 
temporary, perhaps not many years older than himself, sur- 
roimded by the same circumstances, and disciplined by the same \ 
manners, possess a reality for him, and.inspire an actual friend- 
ship as of a man for a man. His very admiration is the wind 
which fans and feeds his hope. The poems themselves assume 
the properties of flesh and blood. To recite, to extol, to contend \ 
for them is but the payment of a debt due to one, who exists to \ 
receive it. 

There are indeed modes of teaching which have produced, and 
are producing, youths of a very different stamp ; modes of teach- 
ing, in comparison with which we have been called on to despise 
our great public schools, and universities, 

** In whose halls are hong 
Armoury of the inyincible knights of old'*~ 

modes, by which children are to be metamorphosed into prodigies. 
And prodigSes with a vengeance have 1 known thus produced 
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Prodi^es of self -conceit, shallowness, arrogance, and infidelitj! 
Instead of storing the memory during the period when the memory 
is the predominant faculty, with facts for the after exercise of the 
judgment; and instead of awakening by the noblest models the fond 
and unmixed love and admiration which is the natural and grace- 
ful temper of early youth, these nurslings of improved pedagogy 
arc taught to dispute and decide ; to suspect all, but their own and 
their lecturer’s wisdom; and to hold nothing sacred from their 
contempt but their own contemptible arrogance: boy-graduates 
in all the technicals, and in all the dirty passions and impudence, 
of anonymous criticism. To such dispositions alone can the ad- 
monition of Pliny be requisite, " Neque enim debet operibus ejtut 
obesse, quod vivit. An si inter eos, gvos nunquam vidimus, Jloruisset, 
non solum libi'os ejus, verum etiam imagines conquireremus, ejusdem 
nunc honor prossentis, et gratia quasi satietate languescet ] At hoc 
pravum, malignumque est, non oAtnirari hominem admiratione 
dignissimum, quia videre, complecti, nec laudare tantum, verum 
etiam amare contingit.” Plin. Epist. Lib. I. 

‘ I had just entered on my seventeenth year, when the sonnets of 
Mr. Bowles, twenty in number, and just then published in a 
quarto pamphlet, were first made known and presented to me by 
a schoolfellow, who had quitted us for the University, and who, 
during the whole time that he was in our first form (or in our 
school language a Grecian), had been my patron and protector. 
I refer to Dr. Middleton, the truly learned, and every way excel- 
lent Bishop of Calcutta : 

“ laudibut amplit 

Ingertium cdebrart mmm, calamumque tdlebat, 

Calcar agtni animo validum. Xon omnia terra 
Obruta rivit amor, vivil dolor ! Ora negatur 
Oulcia compictre ; at flert tt meminiue* relictum ett." 

Petr. Lib. L Ep. L 

It was a double pleasure to me, and still remains a tender 
recollection, that I should have received from a friend so revered 
I the first knowledge of a poet, by whose works, year after year, I 
was so enthusiastically delighted and inspired. My earliest 
acquaintances will not have forgotten the undisciplined eagerness 
and impetuous zeal with which I laboured to make proselytes, not 
only of my companions, but of all vrith whom I conversed, of 
whatever rank, and in whatever place. As my school finances did 

* I am most happy to have the necessity be live ; for I dare prophecy, that with his 
of Inforiiiinf; the rea>ler, that since this pas- life only wili his exertions for the temporal 
sage was written, the report of l>r. Middle- and spiritual welfare of bis fellow men bs 
ton s death on bis voyage to India has been limited. [I817.J 
proved erroneous. He lives and long may 
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not permit me to pnrcliaBe copies, I made, within less than a year 
and a half, more than forty transcriptions, as the best presents 1 
could offer to those who had in any way won my regard. And 
with almost equal delight did I receive the three or four following 
publications of the same author. 

Though 1 have seen and known enough of mankind to be well 
aware that I shall perhaps stand alone in my creed, and that it 
will be well if I subject myself to no worse charge than that of 
singularity; I am not, therefore, deterred from avowing that I 
regard, and ever have regarded the obligations of intellect among 
the most sacred of the claims of gratitude. A valuable thought, 
or a particular train of thoughts, gives me additional pleasure 
when I can safely refer and attribute it to the conversation or 
correspondence of another. My obligations to Mr. Bowles were 
indeed important, and for radical good. At a very premature 
age, even before my fifteenth year, I had bewilder^ myself in 
metaphysics, and in theological controversy. Nothing else 
pleased me. History, and particular facts, lost all Interest in my 
mind. Poetry (though for a schoolboy of that age I was above 
par in English versification, and had already produced two or 
three compositions which, I may venture to say, without reference 
to my age, were somewhat above mediocrity, and which had 
gained me more credit than the sound good sense of my old 
master was at all pleased with) poetry itself, yea novels and 
romances, became insipid to me. In my friendless wanderings 
on our leave-days* (for I was an orphan, and had scarce any con- 
nections in London), highly was I delighted if any passenger, 
especially if he were dressed in black, woiild enter into conver- 
sation with me. For I soon foimd the means of directing it to 
my favourite subjects 

** Of providence, fore-knowledge, will, and &te, 

Fixed bte, nee will, fore-knowledge absolute. 

And found no end in wandering nuues lost." 

This preposterous pursuit was, beyond doubt, injurious, both to 
my natural powers, and to the progress of my education. It 
would, perhaps, have been destructive had it been continued ; but 
from this I was auspiciously withdrawn, partly, indeed, by an 
I accidental introduction to an amiable family, chiefly, however, by 
the genial influence of a style of poetry, so tender and yet so 
manly, so natural and real, and yet 'so dignified and harmonious, 
[ as the sonnets, &c., of Mr. Bowles ! Well were it for me, perhaps, 

* The Christ’s Hospital phrase, not for bnli- boys are permitted to go beyond the pra- 
digra altogether but for those on which the cincts of the school. 
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had I never relapsed into the same mental disease ; if I had coBp 
tinned to pluck the flower and reap the haiwest from the culti- 
vated surface, instead of delving in the imwholesome quicksilver 
mines of metaphysic depths. But if in after time I have sought 
a refuge from bodily pain and mismanaged sensibility in abstruse 
researches, which exercised the strength and subtlety of the 
understanding without awakening the feelings of the heart, still 
there was a long and blessed interval, during which my natural 
faculties were allowed to expand, and my original tendencies to 
develop themselves; my fancy, and the love of nature, and the 
sense of beauty in forms and sounds. 

The second advantage, which I owe to my early perusal and ad- 
miration of these poems (to which, let me add, though known to 
me at a somewhat later period, the Lewesdon Hill of Mr. Crowe), 
bears more immediately on my present subject. Among those 
with whom I conversed, there were, of course, very many who had 
\ formed their taste and their notions of poetry from the writings 
of Pope and his followers ; or, to speak more generally, in that 
school of French poetry, condensed and invigorated by English 
understanding, which had predominated from the last century. I 
was not blind to the meHts of this school ; yet, as from inexperi- 
ence of the world, and consequent want of sympathy with the 
general subjects of these poems, they gave me little pleasure, I 
doubtless undervalued the kind, and, with the presumption of 
youth, withheld from its masters the legitimate name of poets. 
I saw that the excellence of this kind consisted in just and acute 
observations on men and manners in an artiflcial state of society, 
as its matter and substance ; and, in the logic of wit, conveyed in 
smooth and strong epigranunatic couplets as its form. Even when 
the subject was addressed to the fancy or the intellect, as in the 
Rape of the Lock, or the Essay on Man ; nay, when it was a 
consecutive narration, as in that astonishing product of match- 
less talent and ingenuity. Pope’s Translation of the Hiad ; still 
a pi)int was looked for at the end of each second line, and the 
whole was as it were a sorites, or, if I may exchange a logical for 
a gi'ammatical metaphor, a conjunction disjunctive of epigrams. 
Meantime the matter and diction seemed to me characterized not 
so much by poetic thoughts, as by thoughts translated into the 
language of poetry. On this last point I had occasion to render my 
owu thoughts gradually more and more plain to myself by frequent 
amicable disputes concerning Darwin’s Botanic Garden, which 
for some years was greatly extolled, not only by the reading public 
in general, but even by those whose genius and natural robustness 
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of understanding enabled them afterwards to act foremost in dis- 
sipating these “painted mists” that occasionally rise from the 
marshes at the foot of Pamassxis. During my first Cambridge 
vacation I assisted a friend in a contribution for a literary society 
in Devonshire, and in this I remember to have compared Darwin’s 
work to the Russian palace of ice, glittering, cold, and transitory. 
In the same essay, too, I assigned sundry reasons, chiefly drawn 
from a comparison of passages in the Latin poets with the original 
Greek from which they were borrowed, for the preference of 
GoUins’s odes to those of Gray, and of the simile in Shakespeare : 

“ How like a younker or a prxxiigal. 

The scarfed bark puts from her native bay 
Hugg’d and embraced by the strumpet wind 1 
How like the prodigal doth she return. 

With over-weather’d ribs and ragged sails. 

Lean, rent and beggar’d by the strumpet wind I" 

to the imitation in the bard : 

" Fair laughs the mom, and soft the zephyr blows 
AVhile proudly riding o’er the azure realm 
In gallant trim the gilded vessel goes. 

Youth at the prow aiKl Pi.rasukk at the helm. 

Regardless of the sweeping whirlwind's sway, 

That hush'd in grim repose, expects its evening prey.” 

(In which, by-the-by, the words “realm” and “sway” are rhymes 
dearly purchased.) I preferred the original on the groimd that, in 
the imitation, it depended wholly in the compositor’s putting, or 
not putting, a small capital both in this and in many other pas- 
sages of the same poet, whether the words should be personifica- 
tions or mere abstracts. I mention this because, in referring 
various lines in Gray to their original in Shakespeare and Milton 
— and in the clear perception how completely all the propriety waa 
lost in the transfer — I was, at that early period, led to a conjecture 
which, many years afterwards, was recalled to me from the same 
thought having been started in conversation, but far more ably, 
and developed more fully, by Mr. Wordsworth, namely, that this 
style of poetry, which I have characterised above as translations 
of prose thoughts into poetic language, had been kept up by, if it 
did not wholly arise from, the custom of writing Latin verses, and 
the great importance attached to these exercises in our public 
schools. Whatever might have been the case in the fifteenth cen- 
tury, when the use of the Latin tongue was so general among 
learned men, that Erasmus is said to have forgotten his native 
language ; yet in the present day it is not to be supposed that a 
youth can think in Latin, or that he can hare any other reliance 
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on the force or fitness of his phra;ses but the authority of the 
author from whence he has adopted them. Consequently he m\ist 
first prepare hie thoughts, and then pick out from Virgil, Horace, 
Ovid, or perhaps more compendiously, from his “Gradus,”* halves 
and quarters of lines in which to embody them. 

I never object to a certain degree of disputatiousness in a 
young man from the age of seventeen to that of four or five and 
twenty, provided 1 find him always arguing on one side of the 
question. The controversies, occasioned by my unfeigned zeal 
for the honour of a favourite contemporary, then known to me 
only by hie works, were of great advantage in the formation and 
establishment of my taste and critical opinions. In my defence 
of the lines running into each other, instead of closing at each 
couplet; and of natural language, neither bookish nor vulgar, 
neither redolent of the lamp or of the kennel, such as I vnU 
remember tlvee ; instead of the same thought tricked up in the rag- 
fair finery of 

“ Tby Image on her wing 

Before my fancy's eye shall memory bring," 

I had continually to adduce the metre and diction of the Greek 
poets from Homer to Theocritus inclusive ; and stiU more of our 
elder English poets from Chaucer to Milton. Nor was this all. 
But as it was my constant reply to authorities brought against 
me from later poets of great name, that no authority could avail 
in opposition to truth, nature, logic, and the laws of universal 
grammar ; actuated too by my former passion for metaphysical 
investigations, I laboured at a solid foundation, on which per- 
manently to ground my opinions, in the component faculties of 
the htiman mind itself, and their comparative dignity and im- 
portance. According to the faculty or source from which the 
pleasure given by any poem or passage was derived, I estimated the 
merit of such poem or passage. As the result of all my reading 
and meditation, I abstracted two critical aphorisms, deeming 
them to comprise the conditions and criteria of poetic style ; first, 
that not the poem which we have read, but that to which we 
return, with the greatest pleasure, possesses the genuine power 
and claims the name of essential poetry. Second, that whatever 

* In tbeyntrlcU of FoUtlon there occnre this line: — 

Pura coloratos interstrepit undo lapiUoi." 

Casting my eye on a University prize-poem, I met this line:— 

" LacUa purpureot inUntrtpit undo lapiUot.” 

Now look out in the “Gradus" for punts, and you find as the first synonyme, lacleut ; for 
eoloratut, and the first synonyme is ptitpwreu*. I mention this by way of elucidating oue <4 
ttie most ordinary processes in the ftrruminatum of these centos. 
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lines can be translated into other words of the same languafi^e« 
without diminution of their significance, either in sense or asso- 
ciation, or in any worthy feeling, are so far vicious in their 
diction. Be it, however, observed, that I excluded from the list 
of worthy feelings the pleasure derived from mere novelty in the 
reader, and the desire of exciting wonderment at his powers in the 
author. Oftentimes since then, in perusing French tragedies, I 
have fancied two marks of admiration at the end of each line, as 
hieroglyphics of the author’s own admiration at his own clever- 
ness. Our genuine admiration of a great poet is a continuous 
under-current of feeling ; it is everywhere present, but seldom 
anywhere as a separate excitement. I was wont boldly to affirm 
that it would be scarcely more difficult to push a stone out from 
the pyramids with the bare hand, than to alter a word, or the 
position of a word, in Milton or Shakespeare (in their most im- 
portant works at least) without making the author say something 
else, or something worse, than he does say. One great distinction 
I appeared to myself to see plainly, between even the character- 
istic faults of our elder poets and the false beauties of the modems. 
In the former, from Donne to Cowley, we find the most fantastic 
out-of-the-way thoughts, but in the most pure and genuine mother 
English; in the latter, the most obvious thoughts, in language 
the most fantastic and arbitrary. Our faulty elder poets sacrificed 
the passion, and passionate flow of poetry, to the subtleties of 
intellect and to the starts of wit ; the modems to the glare and 
glitter of a perpetual yet broken and heterogeneous imagery, or 
rather to an amphibious something, made up, half of image and 
half of abstract* meaning. The one sacrificed the heart to the 
head, the other both heart and head to point and drapery. 

The reader must make himself acquainted with the general 
style of composition that was at that time deemed poetry, in 
order to understand and account for the effect produced on me 
by the Sonnets, the Monody at Matlock, and the Hope, of Mr. 
Bowles ; for it is peculiar to original genius to become less and 
less striking, in proportion to its success in improving the taste 
and judgment of its contemporaries. The poems of West, indeed, 
had the merit of chaste and manly diction, but they were cold, 
and, if I may so express it, only dead-coloured ; while in the best 
of Warton’s there is a stiffaess, which too often gives them the 
appearance of imitations from the Greek. Whatever relation, 

* 1 remeotber a Indicrons instance In the poem of a yonng traiesmaa : 

•• No more will I endure love's pleasing pain. 

Or round my Aearf* let/UebU galling chain.” 
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therefore, of cause or impulse Percy’s collection of Ballads may 
bear to the most popular poems of the present day, yet in the 
more sustained and elevated style of the then living poets Bowles 
and Cowi>er* were, to the best of my knowledge, the first who 
combined natural thoughts with natural diction; the first who 
reconciled the heart with the head, ' 

It is true, as I have before mentioned, that from diffidence in 
my own powers, I for a short time adopted a laborious and florid 
diction, which I myself deemed, if not absolutely vicious, yet of 
very inferior worth. Gradually, however, my practice conformed 
to my better judgment, and the compositions of my twenty -fourth 
and twenty-Mth years (for example, the shorter blank verse poems, 
the lines which are now adopted in the introductory part of the 
Vision in the present collection in Mr. Southey’s Joan of Arc, 
2nd book, 1st edition, and the Tragedy of Remorse) are not more 
below my present ideal in respect of the general tissue of the 
style than those of the latest date. Their faults were at least a 
remnant of the former leaven, and among the many who have 
done me the honour of putting my poems in the same class with 
those of my betters, the one or two who have pretended to bring 
examples of affected simplicity from my volume, have been able 
to adduce but one instance, and that out of a copy of verses half 
ludicrous, half splenetic, which I intended, and had myself cha- 
racterised, as sermoni propriora. 

Eveiy reform, however necessary, will by weak minds be carried 
to an excess, that itself will need reforming. The reader will 
excuse me for noticing that I myself was the first to expose rmi 
honesto the three sins of poetry, one or the other of which is the 
most likely to beset a young writer. So long ago as the pub- 
lication of the second number of the Monthly Magazine, under 
the name of Nehemiah Higginbottom I contributed three sonnets, 
the first of which had for its object to excite a good-natured 
laugh at the spirit of doleful egotism, and at the recurrence of 
favourite phrases, with the double defect of being at once trite and 
licentious. The second on low, creeping language and thoughts, 
under the pretence of simplicity. And the third, the phrases «)f 
which were boiTowed entirely from my own poems, on the iu- 



• Cowper’s Task was published «ome time 
before the Sonnets of Mr. Howies; but 1 was 
not familiar with it till many years after- 
wards. The vein of satire w hich runs through 
that excellent poem, together with the sombre 
hue of its rell^ous opinions, would probably, 
at that time, have prevented its laying any 
strong hold on my affections. 'ITie love of 
nature seems to ^ve led Thomson to a cheer- 



ful religion ; and a gloomy religion to have 
led Cowper to a love of nature. The one 
would carry his fellow-men along with him 
into nature : the other flies to nature from bit 
fellow-men. in cha-stity of diction however, 
and the harmony of blank verse. Cow per leaves 
Thomson unmeasurably below him ; yet still 
1 feel the latter to have been the burn pud 
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discriminate use of elaborate and swelling language and imagery. 
The reader will find them in the note* below., and will I trust 
regard them as reprinted for biographical purposes, and not for 
their poetic merits. So general at that time, and so decided was 
the opinion concerning the characteristic vices of my style, that 
a celebrated physician (now, alas ! no more), speaking of me in 
other respects with his usual kindness to a gentleman who was 
about to meet me at a dinner party, could not, however, resist 
giving him a hint not to mention the “ House that Jack built ” in 
my presence, for “ that I was as sore as a boil about that sonnet,” 
he not knowing that 1 was myself the author of it. 



• SONXET I. 

Pensive at eve, on the hard world 1 mused. 
And my poor heart was sad ; so at the moon 
1 gazed and sighed, and sighed : for ah how 
soon 

Eve saddens into night ! mine eyes perused 
With tearful vacancy the dampy grass 
That wept and glittered in the paly ray : 

And 1 did pause me, on my lonely way 
And mused me, on the wretched ones that pass 
O'er the bleak heath of sorrow. But alas I 
Most of myself 1 thought ! a ben it befel. 
That the soothe spirit of the breezy wood 
Breathed in mine ear ; “All this is very well, 
But much of one thing Is for no thing good.” 
Oh my poor heart’s inexplicable swell ! 

Sonnet II. 

Or I do love thee, meek Simplicity I 
For of thy lays the lulling simpleness 
Goes to my heart and soothes each small dis- 
tress. 

Distress though small, yet haply great to me. 
Tis true on Lady Fortune's gentlest pad 
I amble on ; and yet 1 know nut why 
So sad 1 am ! but should a IHend and 1 
Frown, pout and part, then 1 am very sad. 
And thra with sonnets and with sympathy 
My dreamy bosom's mystic woes 1 pall ; 

Now of my false friend plaining plaintively. 
Now raving at mankind in general ; 

But whether sad or fierce, 'tis simple all. 

All very simple, meek Simplicity 1 

Sonnet in. 

Axn this reft house is that, the which he 
built. 

Lamented Jack I and here his malt be piled. 
Cautious in vain I these rats that stiueok so 
wild. 

Squeak not unconscious of their father’s guilt 



Did he not see her gleaming through the 
glade ! 

Belike 'twas she, the maiden all forlorn. 
What though she milked no cow with crum- 
pled horn. 

Yet, aye she haunts the dale where erst she 
strayed : 

And aye, beside her stalks her amorous 
knight 1 

Still on bis thighs their wonted brogues are 
worn. 

And through those brogues, still tattered and 
betorn. 

His hindward charms gleam an unearthly 
white. 

Ah ! thus through broken clouds at night’s 
high noon 

Peeps in fair fragments forth the full-orb'd 
harvest-moon ! 

The following anecdote will not be wholly 
out of place here, and may perhaps amuse the 
reader. An amateur )ierlormer In verse ex- 
pressed to a con.inon friend, a strong desire 
to be introduced to me, but hesitated in ac- 
cepting my friend's immediate offer, on the 
score that “ be was, he must acknowl^ge, the 
author of a confounded severe epigram on my 
Ancient Mariner, which bad given me great 
pain.” I assured my Irienti that If the epigram 
was a good one, it would only increase my 
desire to become acquainted with the author, 
and begged to hear It recited: when, to my 
no less surprise than amusement, it proved to 
be one which 1 had my-elf some time before 
written and inserted in the Moming Pntt . — 

To the author of the Ancient Mariner 
Your poem must eternal be, 

Dear sir ! it cannot fail. 

For 'Ui incomprehensible 
And without head or taiL 
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CHAPTER II. 

Bappoaed irritability of men of genius — Brought to the test of facts — Causes and otcasioM 
of the charge — Its iqjustice. 

I HAVE often thought, that it would be neither uninstructive 
nor unamusing to analyze, and bring forward into distinct 
consciousness, that complex feeling, with which readers in general 
take part against the author, in favour of the critic; and the 
readiness with which they apply to all poets the old sarcasm of 
Horace upon the scribblers of his time : “ Genua irritabile vatum.” 
A debility and dimness of the imaginative power, and a conse- 
quent necessity of reliance on the immediate impressions of the 
senses, do, we well know, render the mind liable to superstition 
and fanaticism. Having a deficient portion of internal and 
proper warmth, minds of this class seek in the crowd circvm fana 
for a warmth in common, which they do not possess singly. Cold 
and phlegmatic in their own nature, like damp hay, they heat and 
infiame by co-acervation ; or like bees they become restless and 
irritable through the increased temperature of collected multi- 
tudes. Hence the German word for fanaticism (such at least was 
its original import) is derived from the swarming of bees, namely, 
schwarmen, schwarmerey. The passion being in an inverse pro- 
portion to the insight, that the more vivid, as this the less dis- 
tinct; anger is the inevitable consequence. The absence of all 
foundation within their own minds for that which they yet 
believe both true and indispensable for their safety and happiness, 
cannot but produce an imeasy state of feeling, an involuntary 
sense of fear from which nature has no means of rescuing herself 
but by anger. Experience informs us that the first defence of 
weak minds is to recriminate. 

•' There's no philosopher but sees. 

That rage and fear are one disease, 

Though that may bum, and this may freeze. 

They're both alike the ague.” 

M.vn Ox. 

But where the ideas are vivid, and there exists an endless power 
of combining and modifying them, the feelings and affections 
blend more easily and intimately with these ideal creations than 
with the objects of the senses ; the mind is affected by thoughts 
rather than by things ; and only then feels the requisite interest 
even for the most important events, and accidents, when by means 
of meditation they have passed into thoughts. The sanity of the 
mind is between superstition with fanaticism on the one hand 
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and enthusiasm with indifference and a diseased slowness to action 
on the other. For the conceptions of the mind may be so vivid 
and adequate, as to preclude that impulse to the realizing of them, 
which is strongest and most restless in those who possess more 
than mere talent (or the faculty of appropriating and applying 
the knowledge of others) yet still want something of the creative, 
and self-sufficing power of absolute genius. For this reason, 
therefore, they ai’e men of coir&fttanctmg genius. While the former 
rest content between thought and reality, as it were in an inter- 
mundivm of which their own living spirit supplies the substance, 
and their imagination the ever- varying form; the latter must 
impress their preconceptions on the world without, in order to 
present them back to their own view with the satisfying degree of 
clearness, distinctness, and individuality. These in tranquil times 
are formed to exhibit a perfect poem in palace or temple or land- 
scape-garden ; or a tale of romance in canals that join sea with 
sea, or in walls of rock, which shouldering back the billows, 
imitate the power, and supply the benevolence of nature to shel- 
tered navies ; or in aqueducts that, arching the wide vale from 
mountain to moimtain, give a Palmyra to the desert. But alas I 
in times of tumult they are the men destined to come forth as the 
shaping spirit of Ruin, to destroy the wisdom of ages in order to 
substitute the fancies of a day, and to change kings and king- 
doms, as the wind shifts and shapes the clouds.* The records of 
biography seem to confirm this theory. The men of the greatest 
genius, as far as we can judge from their own works or from the 
accounts of their contemporaries, appear to have been of calm 
and tranquil temper, in all that related to themselves. In the 
inward assurance of permanent fame, they seem to have been 
either indifferent or resigned, with regard to immediate reputa- 
tion. Through all the works of Chaucer there reigns a cheerful- 
ness, a manly hilarity, which makes it almost impossible to doubt 
a correspondent habit of feeling in the author himself. Shake- 
speare’s evenness and sweetness of temper were almost proverbial 
in his own age. That this did not arise from ignorance of his 
own comparative greatness, we have abundant proof in his Son- 
nets, which could scarcely have been known to Pope,f when he 



• “ Of old things all are over old. 

Of good things none are good enough : — 
WeMl show that we can help to frame 
A w orld ot other staff. 

I too will have my kings, that take 
From me the sign of life and death : 
Kingdoms shall shift abcnt, like clouds. 
Obedient to my breath." 

WvnUwortk‘» “ Rob Ro]/." 



t Pope was nnder the common error of 
bis age. an error, far {Tom being sufficiently 
exploded even at the present day. It con- 
slste (as 1 explained at large, and proved in 
detail, in my public lectures) in mistaking for 
the essentials of the Greek stage certain rules, 
which the wise poets impost upon them- 
selves, in order to render all the remaining 
ports of the drama oonaisteiA with those that 
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asserted, that our great bard “ grew immortal in his own despite," 
Speaking of one whom he had celebrated, and contrasting the 
duration of his works with that of his personal existence, Shake- 
speare adds : — 

" Your name flrom hence immortal life shall hare^ 

Though 1, once gone, to all the world must die ; 

The earth can yield me but a common grave. 

When you entombed in men's eyes shall lie. 

Your monument shall be my gentle verse, 

Which eyes not yet created shall o’er-reod ; 

And tongues to be your being shall rehearse. 

When all the breathers of this world are dead ; 

Yon still shall live, such virtue bath my pen. 

Where breath most breathes, e'en in the months of men.” 

. Sonhet 81si. 

I have taken the first that occurred ; but Shakespeare’s readiness 
to praise his rivals, ore plena, and the confidence of his own 
equality with those whom he deemed most worthy of his praise, 
are alike manifested in the 86th Sonnet. 

“ Was it the proud full sail of bis great verse 
Bound for the prize of all-too>precions yon. 

That did my ripe thoughts in my brain inhearse. 

Halting their tomb, the womb wherein they grew i 
Was it his spirit, by spirits taught to write 
Above a mortal pitch, that struck me dead ? 

No, neither he, nor his compeers by night 
Giving him aid, my verse astonished. 

He, nor that affable familiar ghost. 

Which nightly gulls him with intelligence. 

As victors of my silence caimot boost ; 

1 was not sick of any fear from thence I 
But when your countenance filled up bis line. 

Then lacked 1 matter; that enfeebled mine.” 

In Spenser, indeed, we trace a mind constitutionally tender, 
delicate, and, in comparison with his three great compeers, I had 
almost said, efiFeminate; and this additionally saddened by the 
unjust persecution of Burleigh, and the severe calamities, which 



bad been forced upon them by circumstances 
independent of their will ; out of which cir- 
cumstances the drama itself arose. The cir- 
cumstances in the time of Shakespeare, which 
it was equally out of his power to alter, were 
different, and such as, in my opinion, allowed 
a far wider sphere, and a deeper and more 
human interest Critics are too apt to forget 
that rules ore but means to an end ; conse- 
suently where the ends are different, the rules 
must be likewise so. We must have ascer- 
tained what the end is, before we can deter- 
mine what the rules ought to be. Judging 
under this impression, I did not hesitate to 
declare my full conviction, that the consum- 



mate Judgment of Shakespeare, not only in 
the general construction, but in all the detail 
of his dramas, impress^ me with greater 
wonder, than even the might of his genius, or 
the depth of his philosophy. The substance 
of these lectures 1 hope soon to publish ; and 
it is but a debt of justice to myself and my 
friends to notice, that the first course oi 
lectures, which differed from the following 
courses only by occasionally varying the 
illustrations of the same thoughts, was ad- 
dressed to very numerous, and 1 need not add, 
respectable audiences at the Royal institution 
before Mr. Scblegel gave his lectures on the 
same suttJects at Vienna. 
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overwhelmed his latter days. These causes have diffused over all 
his compositions “a melancholy grace,” and have drawn forth 
occasional strains, the more pathetic from their gentleness. But 
no where do we find the least trace of irritability, and still less of 
quarrelsome or affected contempt of his censurers. 

The same calmness, and even greater self-possession, may be 
aflirmed of Milton, as far as his poems and poetic character are 
concerned. He reserved his anger for the enemies of religion, 
freedom, and his country. My mind is not capable of forming a 
more august conception than arises from the contemplation of 
this great man in his latter days : — poor, sick, old, blind, slandered, 
persecuted : 

“ Darkness before, and danger’s voice behind,” 

in an age in which he was as little understood by the party for 
whom, as by that against whom, he had contended, and among 
men before whom he strode so far as to dwarf himseH by the 
distance ; yet still listening to the music of his own thoughts ; or, 
if additionally cheered, yet cheered only by the prophetic faith of 
two or three solitary individuals, he did nevertheless 

“ argue not 

Against Heaven's hand or will, nor bate a Jot 
Of heart or hope ; but still bore up and steer’d 
Bight onward.” 

From others only do we derive our knowledge that Milton, in his 
latter day, had his scomers and detractors ; and even in his day of 
youth and hope, that he had enemies would have been unknown to 
us, had they not been likewise the enemies of his country. 

I am well aware that in advanced stages of literature, when there 
exist many and excellent models, a high degree of talent, combined 
with taste and judgment, and employed in works of imagination, 
will acquire for a man the name of a great genius ; though even 
that analogon ot genius which, in certain states of society, may even 
render his writings more popular than the absolute reality could 
have done, would be sought for in vain in the mind and temper of 
the author himself. Yet even in instances of this kind, a close ex- 
amination will often detect that the irritability which has been 
attributed to the author’s genius as its cause, did really originate 
in an iU conformation of body, obtuse pain, or constitutional de- 
fect of pleasurable sensation. What is charged to the author be- 
longs to the man, who would probably have been still more im- 
patient but for the humanizing influences of the very pursuit which 
yet bears the blame of his irritability. 

How then are we to explain the easy credence generally given to 

O 
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this charge, if the charge itself be not, as we have endeavoured U 
show, supported by experience? This seems to me of no vei^ 
difficult solution. In whatever country literatxire is widely dif* 
fused, there will be many who mistake an intense desire to possess 
the reputation of poetic genius for the actual powers and original 
tendencies which constitute it. But men, whose dearest wishes 
are fixed on objects wholly out of their own power, become in all 
cases more or less impatient and prone to anger. Besides, though 
it may be paradoxical to assert, that a man can know one thing 
and believe the opposite ; yet, assuredly, a vain person may have 
so habitually indulged the wish, and persevered in the attempt to 
appear what he is not, as to become himself one of his own prose- 
lytes. Still, as this counterfeit and artificial persuasion must differ 
even in the person’s own feelings, from a real sense of inward power, 
what can be more natural than that this difference should betray 
itseK in suspicious and jealous irritability ? Even as the flowery 
sod which covers a hoUow may be often detected by its shaking 
and trembling. 

But alas ! the multitude of books, and the general diffusion of 
literature, have produced other and more lamentable effects in the 
the world of letters, and such as are abundant to explain, though 
by no means to justify, the contempt with which the best-groimded 
complaints of injured genius are rejected as frivolous, or enter- 
tained as matter of merriment. In the days of Chaucer and 
Gower, our language might (with due allowance for the imperfec- 
tions of a simile) be compared to a wdldemess of vocal reeds, 
from which the favourites only of Pan or Apollo could con- 
struct even the rude Syrinx ; and from this the constructors alone 
could elicit strains of music. But now, partly by the labours of 
successive poets, and in part by the more artificial state of society 
and social intercourse, language, mechanized as it were into a 
barrel-organ, supplies at once both instrument and tune. Thus, 
even the deaf may play so as to delight the many. Sometimes 
(for it is with similes, as it is with jests at a wine-table, one is sure 
to suggest another) I have attempted to illustrate the present state 
of our language, in its relation to literature, by a press-room of 
larger and smaller stereotype pieces, which, in the present Anglo- 
GalLLcan fashion of unconnected epigrammatic periods, it requires 
but an ordinary portion of ingenuity to vary indefinitely, and yet 
still produce something, which, if 7iot sense, will be so like it, as to 
do as well. Perhaps better ; for it spares the reader the trouble 
ot' thinking ; prevents vacancy, while it indulges indolence ; and 
seem-es the memory from all danger of an intellectual plethora. 
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Hence, of all Imdes, literature at present demands the least talent 
or information ; and, of all modes of literature, the manufacturing 
of poems. The difference indeed between these and the works of 
genius is not less than between an egg and an egg-shell ; yet, at a 
distance, they both look alike. Now, it is no less remarkable than 
true, with how little examination works of polite literature are com- 
monly perused, not only by the mass of readers, but by men of first- 
rate ability, tiL some accident or chance* discussion have roused 



• In the course of my lectures, I had occa- 
sion to point out the almost faultless position 
and choice of words, in Pope’s original com- 
positions, particularly in his satires atid mural 
essays, fur the pur{)Ose of comparing them 
with his translation of Hi'mcr, which, 1 do 
not stand alone in regarding as the main 
source of our pseudo-poetic diction. And 
this, by-the-hy, is an additional confirma- 
tion of a remark made, 1 believe, by Sir 
Joshua Reynolds, that next to the man who 
formeil and elevated the taste of the public, 
he that corrupted it, is commonly the great- 
est genius Among other passages, 1 ana- 
lyscil simtence by sentence, and almost word 
by word, the popular lines, 

“ As when the moon, resplendent lamp of 
night,” &c. 

much in the same way as has been since 
done, in an exccilent article on Chalmers’s 
British Poets in the •‘Qturterly Review. ” The 
impression on the audience in general was 
sudden and evident; and a number of en- 
lightened and highly cducaP d individuals, 
who at different times afterwards addressed 
me on the subject, expressed tht-ir wonder 
that truth so obvious should not have struck 
them before ; but at the same time acknow- 
ledged (so much had they been accustomed. 
In reading ptietry, to receive pleasure from 
the separate image.s and phrases successively, 
without asking themselves w hether the col- 
lective meaning was sense or nonsense) that 
they might in ali probability have read the 
same passage again twenty times with un- 
dimlnished admiration, and without once 
reflecting, that ” aarpa 

^aierr’ afunptn^a ” (i.e, the stars around, or 
near the full moon, shine pre-eminently 
bright) conveys a Just and happy image of a 
moonlight sky : while it is difficult to deter- 
mine whether in the lines, 

“ Around her throne the vivid planets roH, 

And stars unnumber'd gild the glouHng 
pole," 

the sense, or the diction, be the more absurd. 
My answer was; that though I h.ad derivid 
peculiar advantages from my school discip- 
line. and though my general theory of poetry 
was the same then as now, 1 liad yet ex- 
perienced the same sensations myself, and 
felt almost as if i bad been newly couched. 



when by Mr. Wordsworth’s conversation, 1 
had been Induced to re-examine with im- 
partial strictness Gray’s celebrated Elegy. I 
bad long before detected the defects in the 
Bard ; but the Elegy 1 bad considered as 
proof against ail lair attacks ; ami to this 
day 1 cannot read either without delight and 
a portion of enthusiasm. At all events, 
whatever pleasure 1 may have lost by the 
clearer perception of the faults in certain 
passages, has been more than repaid to me, 
by the additional delight with which 1 read 
the remainder. 

Another instance occurs to me as I am 
correcting this sheet, with the Faiihfiil 
Shepherdess open before me. Mr. Seward 
first traces Fletcher’s lines ; 

" More foul diseases than e’er yet the hot 
Sun bred thro’ his burnings, while the dog 
Pursues the raging lion, throwing the fog 
And deadly vapour from his angry breath, 
Filling the lower world with plague and 
death,” — 

to Spenser's Shepherd’s Calendar, 

“ The rampant lion hunts he fast 
With dogs ot noisome bre.ith ; 

Whose baleful barking brings, in haste, 
Pyne, plagues, and dreary death !’’ 

He then takes occasion to introduce Homer’s 
simile of the eight of Achilles' shield to 
Priam compared with the Dog-star, literally 
thus— 

" For this Indeed Is most splendid, but It 
was made an evil sign, and brings many a 
consuming disease to wretched mortals.” 
Nothing can be more simple as a description, 
or more accurate as a simile; which (says Mr. 
8.) is thus finely translated by Pope : 
“’rerrific Glory ! for his hunilng breath 
'Taints the rrd air with fevers, plagues, 
and death I” 

Now here (not to mention the tremendous 
bombast) the Dog Star, so called, is turned 
into a real dog. a very odd dog, a fire, fever, 
plague, and death-breathing, red-air-tidntlng 
dog : and the whole visual likeness is lost, 
while the likeness in tlie effects is rendered 
absurd by the exaggeration. In S]ienser an'l 
Hetcher the thoiigbt Is justifiable; for the 
Imag' s are at least coiisl.stent, and It was the 
Intention of tlie writers lo mark the seasons 
by this allegory of visualized Puna. 
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their attention, and pnt them on their guard. And hence indivi* 
duals below mediocrity, not less in natural power than in acquired 
knowledge ; nay, bunglers that have failed in the lowest mechanical 
crafts, and whose presumption is in due proportion to their want 
of sense and sensibility; men who, being first scribblers from 
idleness and ignorance, next become libellers from envy and male- 
volence, have been able to drive a successful trade in the employ- 
ment of the booksellers ; nay, have raised themselves into tempo- 
rary name and reputation with the public at large by that most 
powerful of all adulation, the appeal to the bad and malignant 
passions of mankind.* But as it is the nature of scorn, envy, and 
all malignant propensities, to require a quick change of objects, 
such writers are sure, sooner or later, to awake from their dream 
of vanity to disappointment and neglect with embittered and en- 
venomed feelings. Even during their short-lived success, sensible 
in spite of themselves on what a shifting fovmdation it rested, they 
resent the mere refusal of praise as a robbery, and at the justest 
censures, kindle at once into violent and undisciplined abuse ; till 
the acute disease, changing into chronical, the more deadly as the 
less violent, they become the fit instruments of literaiy detraction 
and moral slander. They are then no longer to be questioned 
without exposing the complainant to ridicule, because, forsooth, 
they are anonymous critics, and authorised as “synodical indi- 
viduals”t to speak of themselves as plurali majestatico ! As if 
literature formed a caste, like that of the paras in Hindostan, who, 
however maltreated, must not dare to deem themselves wronged ! 
As if that which, in all other cases, adds a deeper dye to slander, 
the circumstance of its being anonymous, here acted only to make 



• Kspoclally " in this age of personality, 
tills age of literary and political gossipping, 
when the meanest insects are worsbip(i^ 
with a sort of Egyptian superetitton, if only 
the brainless bead be atoned for by the sting 
ol personal malignity in the tail ! When 
the most vapid satires have become the 
objects of a keen public interest, purely from 
the number of contemporary characters 
named in tlie patchwork notes (which pos- 
sess, how ever, the comparative merit of being 
more poetical than the text) and because, to 
Increase the stimulus, the author has saga- 
ciously left his own name for whispers and 
conjectures ! In an age, when even sermons 
are published with a double appendix stuffed 
with names— in a generation so transformed 
from the characteristic reserve of Britons, 
that from the ephemeral sheet of a London 
newspaper, to the everlasting Scotch I’rofes- 
sorial (jiiario, almost every publication exhi- 
bits or flatters the epidemic distemper ; that 



the very •• last year^ rebuses ” In the laidles 
Diary, are answered in a serious elegy “ on 
my fotber's death" with the name and habi- 
tat of the elegiac (Edipus subscribed ; and 
"other Ingenious solutions were likewise 
given ’’ to the said rebuses— not as heieto- 
fore by Crito, Philander, A. B. Y, Ac. but by 
flny or sixty plain English slrnames at full 
length with their several places of abode ! 
In an age, when a bashful Fhilalelhet, or 
FhiUleutherm is as rare on the title-pages, 
and among the signatures of our magaxlnes, 
as a real name used to be in the days of 
our shy and notice-shunning grandfathers I 
When (more exquisite than all) 1 see an 
Epic Poem (spirits of .Maro and Mteonides 
make ready to welcome your new compeer !) 
advertised with the specisl recommen&tion, 
that the said Epic Poem contains more than 
an hundred names of living persona” 

Thk Kbiend No. 10, [Oct. 19, 1899.' 
f A phrase of Andrew Marvell'a 
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the slanderei* .n violable ! Thus, in part, from the accidental tempers 
of individuals (men of undoubted talent, but not men of genius), 
tempers rendered yet more irritable by their desire to appear men 
of genius ; but still more effectively by the excesses of the mere 
counterfeits both of talent and genius; the number, too, being so in- 
comparably greater of those who are thought to be, than those who 
really are, men of real genius ; and in part from the natural, but not 
therefore the less partial and unjust distinction, made by the public 
itself between literary and all other property, I believe the pre- 
judice to have arisen, which considers an unusual irascibility con- 
cerning the reception of its products as characteristic of genius. 
It might correct the moral feelings of a numerous class of readers 
to suppose a review set on foot, the object of which was to criticise 
all the chief works presented to the public by our ribbon-weavers, 
calico-printers, cabinet-makers, and china-manufacturers ; a review 
conducted in the same spirit, and which should take the same 
freedom with personal character, as our literary journals. They 
would scarcely, I think, deny their belief, not only that the “ gemts 
irrvtabile” would be found to include many other species brides 
that of bards ; but that the irritability of trade would soon reduce 
the resentments of poets into mere shadow-fights in the com- 
parison. Or is wealth the only rational object of human interest .° 
Or, even if this were admitted, has the poet no property in his 
works P Or is it a rare or culpable case, that he who serves at the 
altar of the Muses should be compelled to derive his maintenance 
from the altar, when, too, he has perhaps deliberately abandoned 
the fairest prospects of rank and opulence in order to devote himself, 
an entire and undistracted man, to the instruction or refinement 
of his fellow-citizens ? Or, should we pass by all higher objects 
and motives, all disinterested benevolence, and even that ambition 
of lasting praise which is at once the crutch and ornament, which 
at once supports and betrays the infirmity of human virtue ; is 
the character and property of the individual who labours for our 
intellectual pleasures less entitled to a share of our fellow-feeling 
tbn.Ti that of the wine-merchant or milliner ? Sensibility, indeed, 
both quick and deep, is not only a characteristic feature, but may 
be deemed a component part, of genius. But it is no less an 
essential mark of true genius, that its sensibility is excited by any 
other cause more powerfully than by its own personal interests ; 
for this plain reason, that the man of genius lives most in the 
ideal world, in which the present is still constituted by the future 
or the past ; and because his feelings have been habitually as- 
sociated with thoughts and images, to the number, clearness, and 
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vivacity of which, the sensation of self is always in aji inverse pro* 
port’on. And yet, should he perchance have occasion to repel 
some false charge, or to rectify some erroneous censure, nothin^f 
is more common than for the many to mistake the general liveli- 
ness of his manner and language, whatever is the subject, for 
the effects of peculiar irritation from its accidental relation to 
himseK.* 

For myself, if from my own feelings, or from the less suspicions 
test of the observations of others, I had been made aware of any 
literary testiness or jealousy; I trust that I should have been< 
however, neither silly or arrogant enough to have burthened the 
imperfection on genius. But an experience (and I should not 
need documents in abundance to prove my words if I added) a 
tried experience of twenty years has taught me that the original 
sin of my character consists in a careless indifference to public 
opinion, and to the attacks of those who influence it ; that praise 
and admiration have become yearly less and less desirable, except 
as marks of sympathy ; nay, that it is difficult and distressing to 
me to think with any interest, even about the sale and profit of 
my works, important, as in my present circumstances, such con- 
siderations must needs be. Yet it never occurred to me to 
believe or fancy, that the quantum of intellectual power bestowed 
on me by nature or education was in any way connected with this 
habit of my feelings, or that it needed any other parents or 
fosterers th^ constitutional indolence, aggravated into languor 
by ill-health; the accumulating embarrassments of procrastina- 
tion ; the mental cowardice, which is the inseparable companion 
of procrastination, and which makes us anxious to think and con- 
verse on anything rather than on what concerns ourselves: in 
fine, all those close vexations, whether chargeable on my faults or 
my fortimes, which leave me but little grief to spare for evils 
comparatively distant and alien. 

Indignation at literary wi’ongs I leave to men bom under 
happier stars. I cannot afford it. But so far from condemning 



• This Is one instance, among many, of de- 
ception by the telling the half of a fact, and 
omitting the other half, when it Is from their 
mutual counteraction and neutralization that 
the whole truth arises, as a tertium aliquid 
diflerent from either. Thus in Dryilen’s 
famous line “Great wit ” (which here means 
geniu.s) “ to madness sure is near allie<l.’’ 
Now as far as the profound sensibility, which 
is doubtless one of the conip<jnenis of genius, 
were alone oonsidcretl, single and unbalanced, 
it might be fairly described as exposing the 
Individual to a greater chanoe of mental de- 



rangement; but then a more than usual 
rapidity of association, a more than usual 
power of passing from thought to thought, 
and image to image, is a component equallj 
essential; and in the due modification of 
each by the other the genius itself consists ; 
so that It would be just as fair to describe 
the earth as in imminent danger of exorbita- 
titig, or of falling into the sun, according as 
the aasertur of the absurdity confined hie 
attention either to the projectile or to the 
attractive force exclusively. 
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tlioae who can, I deem it a writer’s duty, and think it creditable 
tx> his heart, to feel and express a resentment proportioned to the 
grossness of the provocation, and the importance of the object. 
There is no profession on earth which requires an attention so 
early, so long, or so unintermitting, as that of poetry ; and, 
indeed, as that of literary composition in general, if it be such as 
at all satisfies the demands both of taste and of sound logic. How 
difficult and delicate a task even the mere mechanism of verse is, 
may be conjectured from the failure of those who have attempted 
poetry late in life. Where, then, a man has, from his earliest 
youth, devoted his whole being to an object, which by the admis- 
sion of all civilized nations, in all ages, is honourable as a pursuit 
and glorious as an attainment ; what of all that relates to himself 
and his family, if only we except his moral character, can have 
fairer claims to his protection, or more authorise acts of self- 
defence, than the elaborate products of his intellect, and intel- 
lectual industry ? Prudence itself would command us to show, 
even if defect or diversion of natimal sensibility had prevented us 
from feeling, a due interest and qualified anxiety for the offspring 
and representatives of our nobler being. I know it, alas! by 
woeful experience ! I have laid too many eggs in the hot sands 
of this wilderness, the world, with ostrich carelessness and ostrich 
oblivion. The greater part, indeed, have been trod under foot, 
and are forgotten ; but yet no small number have crept forth into 
life, some to furnish feathers for the caps of others, and still 
more to plume the shafts in the quivers of my enemies, of them 
that xmprovoked have lain in wait against my soul. 

“ Sic V08, non vohia mellijicatis, apes 1” 



CHAPTER III. 

The author’s obligations to critics, and the probable occasion — Principles of modem criticism 
— Mr. Southey's works and character. 

rpO anonymous critics in reviews, magazines, and news-journals 
-L of various name and rank, and to satirists with or without a 
name, in verse or prose, or in verse- text aided by prose-comment, 
I do seriously believe and profess, that I owe full two-thirds of 
whatever reputation and publicity I happen to possess. For when 
the name of an individual has occurred so frequently, in so many 
works, for so great a length of time, the readers of these works 
(which with a shelf or two of Beauties, Elegant Extracts, and Anas, 
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form nine-tenths of the reading of the reading public*) cannot 
but be familiar with the name, without distinctly remembering 
whether it was introduced for eulogy or for censure. And this 
becomes the more likely, if (as I believe) the habit of perusing 
periodical works may be properly added to Averroes’f catalogue of 
Anti-mnemonics, or weakeners of the memory. But where this 
has not been the case, yet the reader will be apt to suspect that 
there must be something more than usually strong and extensive 
in a reputation, that could either require or stand so merciless 
and long continued a cannonading. Without any feeling of 
anger therefore (for which, indeed, on my own account, I have no 
pretext) I may yet be allowed to express some degree of surprise, 
th.at after having run the critical gauntlet for a certain class of 
faults which I had, nothing having come before the judgment- 
seat in the interim, I should, year after year, quarter after quarter, 
month after month (not to mention sundry i>etty periodicals of 
still quicker revolution, “ or weekly or diurnal ”) have been for at 
least seventeen years consecutively, dragged forth by them into 
the foremost ra^s of the proscribed, and forced to abide the 
brunt of abuse, for faults directly opposite, and which I certainly 
had not. How shall I explain this P 

Whatever may have been the case with others, I certainly cannot 
attribute this persecution to personal dislike, or to envy, or to 
feelings of vindictive animosity. Not to the former, for, with the 
exception of a very few who are my intimate friends, and were so 



• For as to the devotees of the circulating 
libraries, I dare not compliment their pass- 
time, or rather kill-time, with the name of 
reading. Cull It rather a sort of beggarly 
duyKlr' amlng, during which the mind ol the 
dreamer furnishes for Itself nothing but lazi- 
ness and a little ma»kish sensibility; while 
the whole materiel and Imagery of the doze 
Is supplied ab extra by a sort of mental 
camera obscura manufactured at the pririt- 
iiig office, which pro tempore fixes, reflects 
and transmits the moving phantasms of one 
man's delirium, so as to people the barren- 
ness of an hundred other brains aflliclid wbb 
the same trance or suspension of all common 
sense and all definite purpose. We should 
therefore transfer this species of amusement, 
(if indeed those can be said to retire a mtuii, 
who were never in their company, or relaxa- 
tion be attributable to those, who.se bows are 
never bent) from the genus, reading, to that 
comprehensive class characterized by the 
power of reconciling the two contrary yet 
co-existing propenslih’s of human nature, 
namely ; indulgence of sloth, and hatred of 
vacancy. In addition to novels and tales of 
tbivaliy iu prose or rtyme, (by which lust 1 



mean neither rhythm nor metre) this genus 
comprises as its species, gsming, swinging, or 
swaying on a cliair or gate ; spitting over a 
bridge ; smoking ; sniiff'-taking ; tfr^te-a-tSte 
quarrels after dinner between husband and 
wife ; conning word by word all the adver- 
tisements of the I >ally Advertlzer in a public 
bouse on a rainy doy, kc, 4c. 4c. 

t Ex. p. Fediculoe e capiUii excerptoe m 
arevam jarere ivcontuiot ; eating of unripe 
fruit ; gazing on the clouds, and (in genere) 
on moveable things smspemied in the air; 
riding among a multitude of camels; fre- 
quent laughter; listening to a series of Jests 
and humourous anecdotes, as when (so to 
modernize the learned Saracen's meaning) 
one man’s droll story of an Irishman inevit- 
ably occasions another’s droll story of a 
Scotchman, which again by the same sort of 
coryunctlon dlfOunctlve leads to some etour- 
derie of a Welshman, and that again to some 
aly hit of a Yorkshlreman ; the habit of read- 
tomb-siones in church-yards, 4o. By-tbe* 
by, this catalogue strange as It may appear. 
Is not insusceptible of a sound psychologioal 
commentary. 
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before they were known as authors, I have had little other 
acquaintance with literary characters, than what may be implied 
in an accidental introduction, or casual meeting in a mixed com- 
pany. And, as far as words and looks can be trusted, I must 
believe that, even in these instances, I had excited no unfriendly 
disposition.* Neither by letter, or in conversation, have I ever 
had dispute or controversy beyond the common social interchange 
of opinions. Nay, where I had reason to suppose my convictions 
fundamentally different, it has been my habit, and 1 may add, the 
impulse of my nature, to assign the grounds of my belief, rather 



than the belief itself ; and not to 



* Some years afro, a gentleman, tbe chief 
writer and conductor of a celebrated review, 
distingnisbed by its hostility to Mr. Southey, 
spent a day or t ' o at Keswick. That be 
was, without diminution on this account, 
treated with every hospitable attention by 
Mr. Southey and myself. X trust I need not 
say. But one thing 1 may venture to notice ; 
that at no period of my life do i rememl>er to 
Iiave received so many, and such high co- 
loured compliments in so short a space of 
time. He was likewise drcumstantiuily in- 
formed by what scries of accidents It had 
happened, that Mr. Wordsworth, Mr. Southey, 
and I, had become neiglibours; and how ut- 
terly unfounded was the supposition that 
we considered ourselves us belonging to any 
common schooL but tliat of good sense con- 
firmed by the longestablislied models i>f the 
best times of Greece, Home, Italy, and Kng- 
land; and still more groumliess the notion, 
that Mr. Southey (lor as to myself 1 have 
published so little, and that littie of so little 
imporlance, as to make it almost ludicrous 
to mention my name at all) could have b eti 
concerned in the formation of a poetic sect 
with Mr. Wordswortli, when so many of his 
works had been putdished not only pre- 
viously to any acqiiaintancc between them ; 
but before Mr. Wordsworth himself liad 
written any thing but in a diction ornate, and 
uniformly sustained ; when too tbe slightest 
examination will make it evident, that be- 
tween those and the after writings of Mr. 
Southey there exists no other difference than 
that of a progressive degree of excellcncs 
from progressive development of power, and 
progressive facility from habit and Increase 
of experience. Yet among tbe first articles 
which this man wrote after his return from 
Keswick, we were characterized as “ the 
School of whining and hym>cbondriacal 
nocts that haunt the Lakes. ’ In reply to a 
letter from the same gentleman, in which he 
had a.<ked me, whether 1 was in earnest in 
preferring the style of Hooker to tliat of Dr. 
Johnson ; and Jeremy Taylor to Burke ; 1 
Btaud, somewhat at large, tbe comparative 



express dissent till I could esta- 



excellences and defects which characterized 
our best prose writers, from the Reformation, 
to tbe first half of Charles 2nd ; and that of 
those who had flourished during Gie present 
reign and the preceding one. About twelve 
months afterwards a review appeared on the 
same subject, in tbe concluding paragraph of 
which the reviewer asserts, that hla chief 
motive for entering into tbe discussion was 
to separate a rational and qualified admira- 
tion of cur elder writers, from the Indiscri- 
minate enthusiasm of a recent school, who 
praised whal they did not understand, and 
caricatured what they were unable to imi- 
tate. And, that no doubt might te left con- 
cerning the persons alluded to, the writer 
annexe.) the names of Miss Baillie, Southey, 
Wordsworth and Coleridge. For that which 
follows, 1 have only hearsay evidence; but 
yet such as demands my l>elief ; viz. that on 
being questioned concerning this apparently 
wanton attack, more especially with refe- 
rence to Miss Baillie, the wriu r had stated as 
his motives, that this lady when at Ixiln- 
burgh hod declined a proposal of introducing 
him to her; that Mr ^uthey bad written 
against him ; and .M r. Wordsworth had talked 
contemptuously of bim ; but that as to Cole- 
ridge he bad noticed bim merely because 
the names of Soutbey and Wordsworth and 
Coleridge always went together. But if it 
were worth while to mix together, as ingre- 
dients, half the anecdotes which I either 
myself know to be true, or which I have 
receiveil from men incapable of intentional 
falsehood, concerning tbe characters, qualift 
cations, and motives of our anonymous critic^ 
whose decisions are oracles for our reading 
public; I might safely borrow the words of 
tbe apocryphal Daniel ; •• Give me leave, 0 
SovRKK.iGN Public, and I ehcM t/av this 
dragon without sword or staf." For the 
compound would be as tbe Fitch, arul fat, 
and hair, which Daniel look, and did seethe 
them together, and made lumps thereof, and 
pul into the dragon's mouth, and so the drSF 
gon burst in sunder : and Danid said M> ; 
mass xKB TUX Qom tb wobship.’' 
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blish some points of complete sympathy, some grounds common 
t3 both sides, from which to commence its explanation. 

Still less can I place these attacks to the charge of envy. The 
few pages which I have published are of too distant a date, and 
the extent of their sale a proof too conclusive against their having 
been popular at any time, to render probable, I had almost said 
possible, the excitement of envy on their account ; and the 
man who should envy me on any other, verily he must be envy-mad ! 

Lastly, with as little semblance of reason, could I suspect any 
animosity towards me from vindictive feelings as the cause. I 
have before said, that my acquaintance with literary men has been 
limited and distant, and that I have had neither dispute nor con- 
troversy. From my first entrance into life, I have, with few and 
short inteiwals, lived either abroad or in retirement. My different 
essays on subjects of national interest, published at different 
times, first in the Morning Post and then in the Courier, with my 
courses of lectures on the principles of criticism as applied to 
Shakespeare and Milton, constitute my whole publicity ; the only 
occasions on which I could offend any member of the republic of 
letters. With one solitary exception, in which my words were first 
misstated, and then wantonly applied to an individual, I could 
never learn that I had excited the displeasure of any among my 
literary contemporaries. Having announced my intention to give 
a course of lectures on the characteristic merits and defects of 
English poetry in its different eras ; first, from Chaucer to 
MUton ; second, from Diyden inclusive to Thomson ; and third, 
from Cowper to the present day ; I changed my plan, and con- 
fined my disquisition to the two former eras, that I might furnish 
no possible pretext for the imthinking to misconstrue, or the 
malignant to misapply my words, and having stamped their own 
meaning on them, to pass them as current coin in the marts of 
garrulity or detraction. 

Praises of the unworthy are felt by ardent minds as robberies 
of the deserving ; and it is too true, and too frequent, that Bacon, 
Harrington, Machiavel, and Spinoza are not read, because Hume, 
Condillac, and Voltaire arc. But in promiscuous company no 
prudent man will oppugn the merits of a contemporary in his own 
Supposed department ; contenting himself with praising in his 
turn those whom he deem excellent. If I should ever deem it my 
duty at all to oppose the pretensions of individuals, I would 
oppose them in books which could be weighed and answered, in 
which I could evolve the whole of my reasons and feelings, with 
their requisite limits and modifications ; not in irrecoverable con* 
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Tersation, where, however strong the reasons might he, the feel* 
ings that prompted them would assuredly be attributed by some 
one or other to envj' and discontent. Besides, I well know, and I 
trust have acted on that knowledge, that it must be the ignorant 
and injudicious who extol the unworthy; and the eulogies of 
critics without taste or judgment are the natural reward of 
authors without feeling or genius. Sint unicuique sua proemia. 

How then, dismissing, as I do, these three causes, am I to 
account for attacks, the long continuance and inveteracy of which 
it would require all three to explain. The solution may seem to 
have been given, or at least suggested, in a note to a preceding 
page. I was in habits of intimacy with Mr. Wordsworth and Mr. 
Southey ! This, however, transfers rather than removes the 
difficulty. Be it, that by an unconscionable extension of the old 
adage, noscitur a socio, my literary friends are never under the 
water-f aU of criticism, but I must be wet through with the spray ; 
yet how came the toiTent to descend upon them ? 

First, then, with regard to Mr. Soiithey. I well remember the 
general reception of his earlier publications ; viz., the poems pub- 
lished with Mr. Lovell mider the names of Moschus and Bion 
(1795), the two volumes of poems under his own name (1797), and 
the Joan of Arc (1796). The censures of the critics by profession 
are extant, and may be easily referred to : — caa'eless lines, in- 
equality in the merit of the different poems, and (in the lighter 
works) a predilection for the strange and whimsical; in short, 
such faults as might have been anticipated in a young and rapid 
writer, were indeed sufficiently enforced. Nor was there at that 
time wanting a party spirit to aggravate the defects of a poet, 
who, with all the courage of uncoirupted youth, had avowed his 
zeal for a cause which he deemed tha t of lib erty, and his abhor- 
rence of oppression by whatever name consecrated. But it was 
as Kttle objected by others, as dreamt of by the poet himself, that 
he prefeiTed careless and prosaic lines on rule and of forethought. 
Of mdeed that he pretended to any other art or theory of poetic 
diction, besides that which we may all learn from Horace, Quin- 
tilian, the admirable dialogue He Catisis Corruptee Eloquentioe, or 
Strada’s Prolusions ; if indeed natviral good sense and the early 
study of the best models in his own language had not infused the 
same maxims more securely, and, if I may venture the expression, 
more vitally. All that could have been fairly deduced was, that 
in his taste and estimation of writers Mr. Southey agreed far 
more with Warton than with Johnson. Nor do I mean to deny, 
that at all times Mr. Southey was of the same mind with Sir 
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Philip Sidney in preferring an excellent ballad in the hmnblesi 
style of poetry to twenty indifferent poems that strutted in the 
highest. And by what have his works, published since then, been 
characterized, each more strikingly than the preceding, but by 
greater splendour, a deeper pathos, profounder reflections, and a 
more sustained dignity of language and of metre P Distant may 
the period be, hut whenever the time shall come, when all hia 
works shall be collected by some editor worthy to be his biogra- 
pher, I tnist that an excerpta of all the passages in which his 
writings, name, and character have been attacked, from the 
pamphlets and periodical works of the last twenty years, may be 
an accompaniment. Yet that it would prove me^cinal in after 
times I dare not hope ; for as long as there are readers to he de- 
lighted with calumny, there will be found reviewers to calumniate. 
And such readers will become in all probability more numerous, 
in proportion as a still greater diffusion of literature shall produce 
an increase of sciolists ; and sciolism bring with it petulance and 
presumption. In times of old, books were as religious oracles ; as 
literature advanced, they next became venerable preceptors ; they 
then descended to the rank of instructive friends ; and as their 
numbers increased, they sank stiU lower to that of entertaining 
companions ; and at present they seem degraded into culprits to 
hold up their hands at the bar of every self-elected, yet not the 
less peremptory, judge, who chooses to write from humour or 
interest, from enmity or arrogance, and to abide the decision (m 
the words of Jeremy Taylor) “ of him that reads in malice, or him 
that reads after dinner.” 

The same gradual retrograde movement may be traced in the 
relation which the authors themselves have assumed towards their 
readers. From the lofty address of Bacon : “ These are the me- 
ditations of Francis of Verulam, which, that posterity should he 
possessed of, he deemed their interest;” or from dedication to 
Monarch or Pontiff, in which the honour given was asserted in 
equipoise to the patronage acknowledged from Pindar’s 
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Poets and Philosophers, rendered diffident by their very number, 
addressed themselves to “ learned readers then, aimed to con- 
ciliate the graces of “the candid reader till, the critic still rising 
as the author sank, the amateurs of literature collectively were 
erected into a municipality of judges, and addressed as the Town! 
And now finally, all men being supposed able to read, and all 
readers able to judge, the multitudinous public, shaped into per- 
sonal unity by the magic of abstraction, sits nominal despot on 
the throne of criticism. But, alas! as in other despotisms, it 
but echoes the decisions of its invisible ministers, whose intellec- 
tual claims to the guardianship of the Muses seem, for the greater 
part, analogous to the physical qualifications which adapt their 
oriental brethren for the superintendence of the Harem. Thus it is 
said that St. Nepomuc was installed the guardian of bridges, be- 
cause he had fallen over one, and sunk out of sight. Thus, too, St. 
Cecilia is said to have been first propitiated by musicians, because, 
having failed in her own attempts, she had taken a dislike to the art 
and all its successful professors. But I shall probably have occasion 
hereafter to deliver my convictions more at large concerning this 
state of things, and its influences on taste, genius, and morality. 

In the Thalaba, the Madoc, and still more evidently, in the 
unique* Cid, the Xehama, and as last, so best, the Don Roderick, 
Southey has given abundant proof : “ 8e eogitdsse qvdm ait magnum 
dare aliquid in manua hominum : nec perauadere eibi posse, non scepe 
tractandum qnad placere et semper et omnibus cupiat.” — Plin. Ep. 
Lib. 7, Ep. 17. But, on the other hand, I guess that Mr. Southey 
was quite tinable to comprehend wherein could consist the crime 
or mischief of printing half a dozen or more playful poems ; or, to 
speak more generally, compositions which would be enjoyed or 
passed over, according as the taste and humour of the reader 
might chance to be, provided they contained nothing immoral. 
In the present age “ periturce parcere chartce” is emphatically an 
iinreasonable demand. The merest trifle he ever sent abroad had 
tenfold better claims to its ink and paj)er, than all the silly criti- 
cisms which prove no more than that the critic was not one of 
those for whom the trifle was written, and than all the grave ex- 
hortations to a greater reverence for the public. As if the passive 
page of a book, by having an epigram or doggrel tale impressed 



* 1 have ventured to call it “ unique ; " not 
only because 1 ki ow no work of the kind in 
our language (if we except a lew chapters of 
the old iranslaiion of Kroiaeart) none, which 
uniting the charms of romance and history, 
keeps the imagination eo constantly oc the 
wtii^ and yet leaves to much for after ndeo- 



tlon; but likewise, and chiefly, because it is a 
compilation, which in the various excellen- 
cies of translation, selection, 'and arrange- 
ment. required and proves greater genius in 
tbe compiler, as living in the present stata 
of society, than in tbe original composars. 
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<m it, instantly' assumed at once locomotive power and a sort of 
ubiquity, so as to flutter and buz in tbe ear of the public, to the 
sore annoyance of tbe said mysterious personage. But what gives 
an additional and more ludicrous absurdity to these lamentations 
is the curious fact, that if, in a volume of poetry, the critic should 
find poem or passage which he deems more especially worthless, 
he is sure to select and reprint it in the review ; by which, on his 
own grounds, he wastes as much more paper than the author, as 
the copies of a fashionable review are more numerous than those 
of the original book ; in some, and those the most prominent in- 
stances, as ten thousand to five hundred. I know nothing that 
surpasses the vileness of deciding on the merits of a poet or 
painter — not by characteristic defects, for where there is genius, 
these always point to his characteristic beauties — but by accidental 
failures or faulty passages ; except the imprudence of defending 
it, as the proper duty and most instructive part of criticism. 
Omit, or pass slightly over, the expression, grace, and grouping of 
RafTael’s figures ; hut ridicule in detail the knitting-needles and 
broom-twigs that are to represent trees in his back grounds, and 
never let him hear the last of his gallipots! Admit that the 
Allegro and Penseroso of Milton are not without merit ; but repay 
yourself for this concession byreprinting at length the two poems 
on the University Carrier! As afair specimen of Ids Sonnets, quote: 

“ A Book was writ of late called Tetrachordon 

and as characteristic of his rhythm and metre, cite his literal trans- 
lation of the first and second Psalm ! In order to justify yourself, 
you need only assert that, had you dwelt chiefly on the beauties 
and excellencies of the poet, the admiration of these might seduce 
the attention of future writers from the objects of their love and 
■wonder, to an imitation of the few poems and passages in which 
the poet was most unlike himself. 

But till reviews are conducted on far other principles, and with 
far other motives; till in the place of arbitrary dictation and 
petulant sneers, the reviewers support their decisions by reference 
to fixed canons of criticism, previously established and deduced 
from the nature of man ; reflecting minds will pronounce it arro- 
gance in them thus to announce themselves to men of letters as 
the guides of their taste and judgment. To the prirchaser and 
mere reader it is, at all events, an injustice. He who tells me that 
there are defects in a new work, tells me nothing which I should 
not have taken for granted without his information. But he who 
points out and elucidates the beauties of an original work, does 
indeed give me interesting information, such as experience would 
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not have authorized me in anticipating. And as to compositions 
which the authors themselves announce with “ Hcbc ipsi novimua 
esse nihil,” why should we judge by a different rule two printed 
works, only because the one author is alive and the other in his 
grave ? What literary man has not regretted the prudery of 
Spratt in refusing to let his friend Cowley appear in his slippers 
and dressing-gown ? I am not perhaps the only one who has de- 
rived an innocent amusement from the riddles, conundrums, tri- 
syllable Unes, &c., &c., of Swift and his correspondents, in hours 
of languor, when to have read his more finished works would have 
been useless to myself, and, in some sort, an act of injustice to the 
author. But I am at a lose to conceive by what perversity of 
judgment these relaxations of his genius could be employed to 
diminish his fame as the writer of Gulliver’s Travels and the 
Tale of a Tub. Had Mr. Southey written twice as many poems of 
inferior merit or partial interest as have enlivened the journals of 
the day, they woizld have added to his honour with good and wise 
men, not merely or principally as proving the vei satUity of his 
talents, but as evidences of the purity of that mind, which even 
in its levities never wrote a line which it need regret on any moral 
account. 

I have in imagination transferred to the future biographer the 
duty of contrasting Southey’s fixed and well-earned fame, with 
the abuse and indefatigable hostility of his anonymous critics 
from his early youth to his ripest manhood. But I cannot think 
so ill of human nature as not to believe, that these critics have 
already taken shame to themselves, whether they consider the 
object of their abuse in his moral or his literary character. For 
reflect but on the variety and extent of his acquirements! He 
stands second to no man, either as an historian or as a biblio- 
grapher ; and when I regard him as a popular essayist, (for the 
articles of his compositions in the reviews are for the greater part 
essays on subjects of deep or curious interest rather than criti- 
cisms on particular works*) — I look in vain for any writer, who 
has conveyed so much information, from so many and such recon- 
dite sources, with so many just and original reflections, in a style 
so lively and poignant, yet so uniformly classical and perspicuous ; 
no one in short who has combined so much wisdom with so 
much wit; so much truth and knowledge with so much life 
and fancy. His prose is always intelligible and always enter- 
taining. In poetry he has attempted almost every species of 

* See the uiiclee on Metbodiqm, in the " Qaarterlj;’ Kpvicw " ; the small volume on the New 

System of Education, kc. 
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composition known before, and be has added new ones ; and if w« 
except the highest lyric, (in which how few, how very few even of 
the greatest minds have been fortunate) he has attempted every 
species saccessfuUy : from the political song of the day, thrown 
off in the playful overflow of honest joy and patriotic exultation, 
to the wild ballad ;* from epistolary ease and graceful narrative, 
to the austere and impetuous moral declamation ; from the pastoral 
claims and wild streaming lights of the Thalaba, in which senti> 
ment and imagery have given permanence even to the excitement 
of curiosity ; and from the full blaze of the Kehama (a gallery of 
finished pictures in one splendid fancy piece, in which, notwith* 
standing, the moral grandeur rises gradually above the biillinnce 
of the colouring and the boldness and novelty of the machinery) 
to the more sober beauties of the Madoc; and lastly, from the 
Madoc to his Roderick, in which, retaining all his former excel- 
lencies of a poet eminently inventive and picturesque, he has sur- 
passed himself in language and metre, in the construction of the 
whole, and in the splendour of particular passages. 

Here then shall I conclude P No ! The characters of the de- 
ceased, like the encomia on tombstones, as they are described 
with religious tenderness, so are they read, with allowing sym- 
pathy indeed, but yet with rational deduction. There are men 
who deserve a higher record ; men with whose characters it is the 
interest of their contemporaries, no less tlian that of posterity, to 
be made acquainted ; while it is yet possible for impartial censure, 
and even for quick-sighted envy, to cross-examine the tale without 
offence to the courtesies of humanity ; and while the eulogist de- 
tected in exaggeration or falsehood must pay the full penalty of 
his baseness in the contempt which brands the convicted flattOTer. 
Publicly has Mr. Southey been reviled by men, who (I would fain 
hope for the honour of human nature) hurled fire-brands against 
a figure of their own imagination, publicly have his talents been 
depreciated, his principles denounced ; as publicly do I therefore, 
who have known him intimately, deem it my duty to leave re- 
corded, that it is Southey’s almost unexampled felicity to possess 
the best gifts of talent and genius free from all their characteristic 
defects. To those who remember the state of our public schools 
and miiversities some twenty yeaa-a past, it will appear no ordinary 
praise in any man to have passed fi-om innocence into virtue, not 
only free from all vicious habit, but unstained by one act of intem- 
perance, or the degradations akin to intemperance. That scheme 
of head, heart, and habitual demeanour, which in his early man* 
* See the incomparable Return to Mokow, and the Old Woman of Berkel^. 
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hood, and first controversial writings, Milton, claiming the 
privilege of seK-defence, assei'ts of himself, and challenges his 
calumniators to disprove; this will his school-mates, his fellow- 
collegians, and his maturer friends, with a confidence proportioned 
to the intimacy of their knowledge, bear witness to, as again 
realized in the life of Robert Southey. But still more striking to 
those, who by biography or by their own experience are familiar 
with the general habits of genius, will appear the poet’s matchless 
industry and perseverance in his pursuits; the worthiness and 
dignity of those piarsuits; his generous submission to tasks of 
transitory interest, or such as his genius alone could make other- 
wise; and that having thus more than satisfied the claims of 
affection or prudence, he should yet have made for himself time 
and power, to achieve more, and in more various departments, 
than almost any other writer has done, though employed wholly 
on subjects of his own choice and ambition. But as Southey 
possesses, and is not possessed by, his genius, even so is he the 
master even of his virtues. The regular and methodical tenor of 
hie daily labours, which would be deemed rare in the most me- 
chanical pursuits, and might be envied by the mere man of busi- 
ness, loses all semblance of formality in the dignified simplicity 
of his manners, in the spring and healthful cheerfulness of his 
spirits. Always employed, his friends find him always at leisure. 
No less punctual in trifles, than stedfast in the performance of 
highest duties, he inflicts none of those small pains and discom- 
forts which irregular men scatter about them, and which in the 
aggregate so often become formidable obstacles both to happiness 
and utility ; while on the contrary he bestows all the pleasures, 
and inspires all that e^e of mind on those around him or con- 
nected with him, which perfect consistency, and (if such a word 
might be framed) absolute reliability, equally in small as in great 
concerns, cannot but inspire and bestow : when this too is softened 
without being weakened by kindness and gentleness. I know few 
men who so well deserve the character which an ancient attributes 
to Marcus Cato, namely, that he was likest virtue, inasmuch as 
he seemed to act aright, not in obedience to any law or outward 
motive, but by the necessity of a happy nature which could not 
act otherwise. As son, brother, husband, father, master, friend, 
he moves with firm yet light steps, alike unostentatious, and 
alike exemplary. As a writer, he has TJiiformly made his talents 
subservient to the best interests of humanity, of public virtue, 
and domestic piety ; his cause has ever been the cause of pure 
religion and of liberty, of na< ional independence and of national 
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iUnmination. Wlieii future critics shall weigh out his guerdon 
of praise and censure, it will he Southey the poet only, that wU] 
supply them with the scanty materials for the latter. They will 
likewise not fail to record, that as no man was ever a more con- 
stant friend, never had poet more friends and honourers among 
the good of all parties ; and that quacks in education, quacks in 
politics, and quacks in criticism were his only enemies.* 



CHAPTER IV. 



Toe Lyrical Ballada with the preface — Mr. Wbrdaworth’s earlier poems— On fancy and imagi. 
nation— The investigation of the distinction important to the fine arts. 



I HA VE wandered far from the object in view, but as I fancied 
to myself readers who would respect the feelings that had 
tempted me from the main road ; so I dare calculate on not a few, 
who will warmly sympathize with them. At present it will be 
sufficient for my purpose, if I have proved that Mr. Southey’s 
writings no more than my own, furnished the original occasion to 
this fiction of a new school of poetry, and of clamours against its 
supposed founders and proselytes. 

As little do I believe that Mr. Wordsworth’s Lyrical Ballads 



* It is not easy to estimate the effects which 
the example of a young man as highly dis- 
tinguished for strict piinty of disposition and 
conduct, as for intellectual power and literary 
acquirements, may produce on those of the 
same age with hiinself, especially on those of 
similar pursuits and congenial minds. For 
many years my opportunities of intercourse 
with Mr. Southey have been rare, and at long 
intervals; but 1 dwell with unabated pleasure 
on the strong and sudden, yet 1 trust not 
fleeting influence, which my moral being un- 
derwent on my acquaintance with him at 
Oxford, whither I had gone at the commence- 
ment of our Cambridge vacation, on a visit to 
an old school-lellow. Not indeed on my 
moral or religious principles, fur they had 
never been contaminated; but in awakening 
the sense of the duty and dignity of making 
my actions accord with those principles, both 
in word and deed. The irregularities only 
not universal among the young men of my 
standing, which 1 always knew to be wrong, 
I then learnt to feel as degrading ; learnt to 
know that an opposite conduct, which was at 
that time considered by us us the easy virtue 
of cold and selfish prudence, might originate 
in the noblest emotions, in views the most 
disinterested and imaginative. It is not liow- 
ever from grateful recollections only, that I 
have been Impelled thus to leave these, ny 



deliberate sentiments on record ; but in some 
sense as a debt of Justice to the man whose 
name has been so often connected with mine, 
for evil to which he is a strange. As a spe- 
cimen I subjoin part of a note from " The 
Beauties of the .Anti-Jacobln,” in which hav 
ing previously Informed the public that I had 
been dishonoured at Cambridge for preaching 
Deism, at a time when fur my youthful 
ardour in defence of Christianity, I was de- 
cried as a bigot by the proselytes of French 
Phi- (or to speak more truly, Psl-) losophy, 
the writer concludes with these words : “ sines 
this time be has left his native country, com- 
menced citizen of the world, Irft kit poor 
children /atheilas, and hii u-ife deititute. 
Kx kit ditce, hitfriendt Lamb and SoCTHEV." 
With severest truth it may be asserted, tlut 
It would not be easy to select two men more 
exemplary in their domestic affections than 
those whose names were thus printed at full 
length as in the same rank of morals with a 
denounced Infidel and fugitive, who had left 
his children faMerleti and hit w\fe datitute! 
Is it surprising that many good men remaiiied 
longer than perhaps they otherwise would 
have done, adverse to a party, which en- 
couraged and openly rewarded the authors of 
such atrocious calumnies ? Quoits et, netcioi 
ted per qualtt agit, tcio et dolto. 
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were in themselyes the cause. I speak exclusively of the two 
volumes so entitled. A careful and repeated examination of these 
confirms me in the belief, that the omission of less than a 
hundred lines would have precluded nine-tenths of the criticism 
on this work. I hazard this declaration, however, on the supposi- 
tion, that the reader had taken it up, as he would have done any 
other collection of poems purporting to derive their subjects or 
interests from the incidents of domestic or ordinary life, inter- 
mingled with higher strains of meditation which the poet utters 
in his own person and character; with the proviso, that they 
were perused without knowledge of, or reference to, the author’s 
pecxdiar opinions, and that the reader had not had his attention 
previously directed to those peculiarities. In these, as was 
actually the case with Mr. Southey’s earlier works, the lines and 
passages which might have offended the general taste, would have 
been considered as mere inequalities, and attributed to inattention, 
not to perversity of judgment. The men of business who had 
passed their lives chiefly in cities, and who might therefore be 
expected to derive the highest pleasure from acute notices of men 
and manners conveyed in easy, yet correct and pointed language ; 
and all those who, reading hut little poetry, are most stimulated 
with that species of it which seems most distant from prose, 
would probably have passed by the volumes altogether. Others 
more catholic in their taste, and yet habituated to he most pleased 
when most excited, would have contented themselves with deciding, 
that the author had been successful in proportion to the elevation 
of his style and subject. Not a few, perhaps, might by their 
admiration of the Lines written near T^tem Abbey, those Left 
upon a Seat under a Yew-tree, the Old Cumberland Beggar, and 
Ruth, have been gradually led to peruse with kindred feeling. The 
Brothers, the Hart-leap Well, and whatever other poems in that 
collection may he described as holding a middle place between 
those written in the highest and those in the humblest style ; as 
for instance between the Tintem Abbey and The Thom, or the 
Simon Lee. Should their taste submit to no further change, and 
still remain unreconciled to the colloquial phrases, or the imita* 
tions of them, that are, more or less, scattered through the class 
last mentioned; yet even from the small number of the latter, 
they would have deemed them but an inconsiderable subtraction 
from the merit of the whole work; or, what is sometimes not 
nnpleasing in the publication of a new writer, as serving to ascer- 
tain the natural tendency, and consequently the proper direction 
of the author’s genius. 
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In tht critical remarks, therefore, prefixed and annexed to the 
Lyrical Ballads, I believe, that we may safely rest, as the true 
origin of the unexampled opposition which Mr. Wordsworth’s, 
writings have been since doomed to encounter. The humbler 
passages in the poems themselves were dwelt on and cited to, 
justify the rejection of the theory. What in and for themselves 
would have been either forgotten or forgiven as imperfections, or 
at least comparative failures, provoked direct hostility when 
announced as intentional, as the result of choice after full delibe- 
ration. Thus the poems, admitted by all as excellent, joined with 
those which had pleased the far greater number, though they 
formed two-thirds of the whole work, instead of being deemed (as 
in all right they should have been, even if we take for granted 
that the reader judged aright) an atonement for the few excep- 
tions, gave wind and fuel to the animosity against both the poems 
and the poet. In all perplexity there is a portion of fear, which 
predisposes the mind to anger. Not able to deny that the author, 
possessed both genius and a powerful intellect, they felt very 
positive, but were not quite certain, that he might not be in the 
right, and they themsdves in the wrong; an unquiet state of 
mind, which seeks alleviation by quarrelling with the occasion of 
it, and by wondering at the perverseness of the man, who had 
written a long and argumentative essay to persuade them that — 

" Fair Is foul, and foul is fair 

in other words, that they had been all their lives admiring without 
judgment, and were now about to censure without reason.* 



• In opinions of long continuance, and in 
which we bad never before been molested by 
a single doubt, to he suddenly convinced of 
an error, is almost like being convicted of a 
fault. There is a state of mind which is the 
direct antithesis of that, which takes place 
when we make a bull. The bull namely con- 
slits in the bringing together two incompa- 
tible thoughts, with the si nsatlon, but with- 
I ut the sense, of their connection. The psy- 
chological condition, or that which constitutes 
.he possibility of this state, being such dispro- 
portionate vividness of two distant thoughts, 
as extinguishes or obscures the consciousness 
of the intermediate images or conceptions, or 
wholly abstracts the attention from them. 
Thus in the well-known bull. “ I vas a fine 
cMld, blit tfieii changed me;" the first concep- 
uon expresseil in the word “ I," is that of per- 
sonal identity Kgo contemplans: the second 
expressed in the word “me,” is the visual 
image or object by which the mind represents 
to itself Its past condition, or rather, its per- 
sonal identity under the form in which It 
knagiiied itsolf previously to have existed, — 



Ego contemplatnt. Now the change of one 
visual image for another involves in itself no 
absurdity, and becomes absurd only by its im- 
mediate Juxta-position with the first thought, 
which is rendered possible by tlie whole at- 
tention being successively absorbed in each 
singly, so as not to notice the interjacent 
notion, “ changed." which by its incongruity 
with Uie first thought, “ constitutes tlie 
bull. Add only, that this process Is facili- 
tated by the circumstance of the words 
and “me," being sometimes equivalent, and 
sometimes having a distinct meaning ; some- 
times, namely, signifying the act of self-con- 
sciousness, sometimes the external image in 
and by w hich the mind represents that act to 
itself, the result and symbol of its individu- 
ality. Now suppose the direct contrary state, 
and you will have a distinct sense of the 
connection between two conceptions, without 
that sensation of such connection which is 
supplied by habit. The man feels as if he were 
standing on bis head, though he cannot but 
see that he is truly standing on his feet. This, 
as a painful sensation, will of coarse have ■ 
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That this conjecture is not wide from the mark, I am induced 
to believe from the noticeable fact, which I can state on my own 
knowledge, that the same general censxire should have been 
grounded almost by each different person on some different poem. 
Among those whose candour and judgment I estimate highly, I 
distinctly remember six who expressed their objections to the 
Lyrical Ballads almost in the same words, and altogether to the 
same purport, at the same time admitting that several of the 
poems had given them great pleasure ; and, strange as it might 
seem, the composition which one had cited as execrable, another 
had quoted as his favourite. I am indeed convinced in my own 
mind, that could the same experiment have been tried with these 
volumes, as was made in the well-known story of the picture, the 
result would have been the same; the parts which had been 
covered by the number of the black spots on the one day, would 
be found equally albo lapida notatce on the succeeding. 

However this may he, it is assuredly hard and unjust to fix the 
attention on a few separate and insulated poems with as much 
aversion as if they had been so many plague-spots on the whole 
work, instead of passing them over in silence, as so much blank 
paper, or leaves of a bookseller’s catalogue ; especially, as no one 
pretends to have found immorality or indelicacy ; and the poems, 
therefore, at the worst, covdd only be regarded as so many light 
or inferior coins in a rouleau of gold, not as so much alloy in a 
weight of bullion. A friend whose talents I hold in the highest 
respect, but whose judgment and strong sound sense I have had 
almost continued occasion to revere, making the usual com- 
plaints to me concerning both the style and subjects of Mr. 
Wordsworth’s minor poems; I admitted that there were some few 
of the tales and incidents, in which I could not myself find a siififi- 
cient cause for their having been recorded in metre. I mentioned 
the Alice Fell as an instance. “ Nay,” replied my friend, with 
more than usual quickness of manner, “ I cannot agree with you 
there! that I own does seem to me a remarkably pleasing poem.” 
In the Lyrical Ballads (for my experience does not enable me to 
extend the remark equally unqualified to the two subsequent 
volumes) I have heard at different times, and from different indi- 
viduals, every single poem extolled and reprobated, with the 
exception of those of loftier kind, which as was before observed, 



tendency to esBociate itself with the person ment, are known to feel an involuntary dia< 
who occasions it ; even as persons, who have like towards their pbysldan. 
heeo by painful means restored from derange- 
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seem to hare won universal praise. This fact of itself would have 
made me diffident in my censures, had not a still stronger grotmd 
been famished by the strange contrast of the heat and long con- 
tinuance of the opposition, with the nature of the faults stated as 
justifying it. The seductive faults, the duleia vUia of Cowley, 
Marini, or Darwin, might reasonably be thought capable of cor- 
rupting the public judgment for half a century, and require a 
twenty years’ war, campaign after campaign, in order to dethrone 
the usmrper and re-establish the legitimate taste. But that a 
downright simpleness, under the affectation of simplicity, prosaic 
words in feeble metre, silly thoughts in childish phrases, and a 
preference of mean, degra^g, or at beet trivial associations and 
characters, should succeed in forming a school of imitators, a 
company of almost religious admirers, and this too among young 
men of ardent minds, liberal education, and not 

■with academic laarela tmbestowed 

and that this bare and bald counterfeit of poetry, which is charac- 
terised as below criticism, should for nearly twenty years have 
well-nigh engrossed criticism, as the main, if not the only butt of 
review, magazine, pamphlet, poem, and paragraph ; this is indeed 
matter of wonder ! Of yet greater is it, that the contest should 
still continue as undecided* as that between Bacchus and the frogs 
in Aristophanes, when the former descended to the realms of the 
departed to bring back the spirit of old and genuine poesy ; 

X. Pp€KfKfKt^, KOa^, Kod^ ! 

A. dXX’ f^oKoia^’ dvra Kon^. 
ovBfv yap far &Xk t} Kod$, 
olpct^fr ’ : oil ydp poi /uXct. 



• Wlthont however the apprehensions at- 
tributed to the Pagan reformer of the poetic 
republic. If we may Judge from the preface 
to the recent coilection of bis poems, Mr. 
W. would have answered with Xanthias — 

So 2* ova t^furar rhv }fi6^v tuiv pTuidnif, 
Kol rdc diretAdc; S AN, ou fia ovo e<^pdv- 

ruro. 

And here let me dare hint to the authors of 
the numerous parodies, and pretended imi- 
tations of Mr. Wordsworth’s styie, that at 
once to conceal and convey wit and wisdom 
In the semblance of folly and dullness, as is 
done in the clowns and fools, nay even in the 
Dogberry, of our Shakespeare, is doubtless a 
proof of genins, or at all events, of satiric talent; 
but that t^ attempt to ridicule a sUly and 



childish poem, by writing anotner still sillier 
and still more childish, can only prove (If it 
prove any thing at all) that the parodist is 
a still greater blockhead than the original 
writer, and what is far worse, a malignant 
coxcomb to boot The talent for mimicry 
seems strongest where the human race are 
most degraded. The poor, naked, half human 
savages of New Hollaind were found excellent 
mimics: and in civilized society, minds of 
the very lowest stump alone satiric by copy- 
ing. At least the dliferenre, which must 
blend with and balance the likeness, in order 
to constitute a just imitation, existing here 
merely in caricature, detracts from the libel- 
ler's heart, without adding an iota to Um 
credit of his understanding. 
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X. aXXa nhv K€Kpa^6fua’dd 

y’o7r6<rov fj ^dpvy^ dv rfpStp 
\avbdvri bi rjpepas, 

$p(KtK€Kt^, Kod^, KOa^I 

A. TOVTtp yap ov WK^o-ere. 

X. ovbf piv f)ptds oi ndvTOis. 

• OVO< flTfV yt Off fJk 

ovbfiroTf' KfKpa^opac yap 
Kav pt bit) bi fiptpas, 

- fas av vpav firiKparriaa rov Kod( ! 

X. l3p(KfK(Kf$, KOAS, KOASl 

During the last year of my residence at Cambridge, I became 
acquainted with Mr. Wordsworth’s first pubbcation, entitled, De- 
scriptive Sketches ; and seldom, if ever, was the emergence of an 
original poetic genius above the literary horizon more evidently 
announced. In the form, style, and manner of the whole poem, 
and in the structure of the particular lines and periods, there is a 
harshness and acerbity connected and combined with words and 
images all a^glow,which might recall those products of the vegetable 
world, where gorgeous blossoms lise out of the hard and thorny 
rind and shell, within which the rich fruit was elaborating. The 
language was not only peculiar and strong, but at times knotty 
and contorted, as by its own impatient strength ; while the novelty 
and struggling crowd of images acting in conjunction with the 
difficulties of the style, demanded always a greater closeness of 
attention than poetry (at all events than descriptive poetry) has a 
right to claim. It not seldom, therefore, justified the complaint 
of obscurity. In the following extract I have sometimes fancied 
that I saw an emblem of the poem itself and of the author’s genius 
as it was then displayed : 

** ’TU storm; and hid in mist from hoar to hoar, 

All dav the floods a deepening murmar poar ; 

The sky is veiled, and every cheerful sight: 

Dark Is the region as with coming night ; 

And yet what freqnent bursts of overpowering light! 

Triumphant on the bosom of the storm. 

Glances the fire-clad eagle’s wheeling form; 

Kastward, In long perspective glittering, shine 
The wood-crowned cliffs that o’er the lake recline ; 

Wide o’er the Alps a hundred streams unfold, 

At once to pillars turn’d that flume with gold ; 

Behind bis sail the peasant strives to shun 
The West, that bums like one dilated sun. 

Where in a mighty crucible expire 

The moantains, glowing hot, like coals of Are.” 

The poetic Psyche, m its process to full development, undergoes 
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as many changes as its Greek namesake, the Butterfly.* And it ia 
remarkable how soon genius clears and purifies itself from the 
faults and errors of its earliest products ; faults which, in its 
earliest compositions, are the more obtrusive and confluent, be- 
cause, as heterogeneous elements which had only a temporary use, 
they constitute the very ferment by which themselves are carried 
off. Or we may compare them to some diseases, which must work 
on the humours, and be thrown out on the surface, in older to 
secure the patient from their future recurrence. I was in my 
twenty-fourth year when I had the happiness of knowing Mr. 
Wordsworth personally; and, while memory lasts, I shall hardly 
forget the sudden effect produced on my mind by his recitation of 
a manuscript poem which still remains unpublished, but of which 
the stanza and tone of style were the same as those of The Female 
Vagrant, as originally printed in the first volume of the Lyrical 
Ballads. There was here no mark of strained thought or forced 
diction, no crowd or turbulence of imagery ; and, as the poet hath 
himseK well described in his Lines on re-visiting the Wye, manly 
reflection and human associations had given both variety and an 
additional interest to natural objects, which in the passion and 
appetite of the first love they had seemed to him neither to need or 
permit. The occasional obscurities which had risen from an im- 
perfect control over the resources of his native language had 
almost wholly disappeared, together with that worse defect of 
arbitrary and illogical phrases, at once hackneyed and fantastic, 
which hold so distinguished a place in the technique of ordinary 
poetry, and will, more or less, alloy the earlier poems of the truest 
genius, unless the attention has been specifically directed to their 
worthlessness and incongruity.f I did not perceive anything par- 



• The fact, that in Greek Psyche is the 
common name for the sonl and the butterfly, 
is thus ailuded to in the foliowing stanza from 
an unpublished poem of the author;— 

“ The butterfly the ancient Grecians made 
The soul's fair emblem, and its only 
name - 

But of the soul, esciped the slavish trade 
Of mortal life 1 For in this earthiy frame 
Our’s is the reptile's lot, much toil, much 
blame. 

Manifold motions making little speed. 

And to deform and kill the things whereon 
we feed.” 

8. T. C. 

■' Mr. Wordsworth, even in bis two ear- 
liest, The Kvening Walk and the Descriptive 
Sketches, is more free from this latter defect 
than moat of the young poets, his contem- 



poraries. It may however be excmplifled, to- 
gether with the harsh and obscure construc- 
tion, In which be more often offended, in the 
following lines; — 

“ ’ Mid stormy vapoum ever driving by. 
Where ospreys, cormorants, and herons cry ; 
Where hardly given the hopeless waste to 
cheer. 

Denied the bread of life the foodful ear. 
Dwindles the pear on autumn's latest spray. 
And appU lick-ent pale in summer's ray ; 
JCv'n here content hat fixed her tmilin^ 
reign 

With independence^ child of high disdain." 

I hope, I need not say, that I have quoted 
these lines for no other purpose than to make 
my meaning fully understood. It is to be 
regretted that Mr. Wordsworth has not 
published these two poems entire. 
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ticular in the mere style of the poem alluded to during its recita* 
tion, except indeed such difference as was not separable from the 
thought and manner ; and the Spenserian stanza, which always, 
more or less, recalls to the reader’s mind Spenser’s own style, 
would doubtless have authorized, in my then opinion, a more fre- 
quent descent to the phrases of ordinary hfe, than could, without 
an ill effect, have been hazarded in the heroic couplet. It was 
not, however, the freedom from false taste, whether as to com- 
mon defects or to those more properly his own, which made so 
unusual an impression on my feelings immediately, and subse- 
quently on my judgment. It was the union of deep feeling with 
profoimd thought ; the fine balance of truth iu observing, with the 
imaginative faculty in modifying, the objects observed ; and, above 
all, the original gift of spreading the tone, the atmosphere, and 
with it the depth and height of the ideal world, around forms, 
incidents, and situations of which, for the common view, custom 
had bedimmed all the lustre, had dried up the sparkle and the 
dew-drops. “ To find no contradiction in the union of old and 
new; to contemplate the Ancient of Days and all His works with 
feelings as fresh as if all had then sprang forth at the first crea- 
tive fiat ; characterizes the min d that feels the riddle of the world, 
and may help to unravel it. To carry on the feelings of child- 
hood into the powers of manhood ; to combine the child’s sense of 
wonder and novelty with the appearances which every day for 
perhaps forty years had rendered familiar : 

*' With son and moon and stara tbronghont the year, 

And man and woman ;* 

this is the character and privilege of genius, and one of the marks 
which distinguish genius from talents. And, therefore, it is the 
prime merit of genius, and its most unequivocal mode of manifes- 
tation, so to represent familiar objects, as to awaken in the minds 
of others a kindred feeling concerning them, and that freshness of 
sensation which is the constant accomj^lmiment of mental, no less 
than of bodily, convalescence. Who has not a thousand times 
seen snow fall on water? Who has not watched it with a new 
feeling from the time that he has read Bums’ comparison of 
sensual pleasure : 

" To mow that falls npon a river 
A moment white — then gone for ever !'* 

In poems, equally as in philosophic disquisitions, genius pro- 
duces the strongest impressions of novelty, whilst it rescues tne 
most admitted truths from the impotence caused by the very cir- 
cumstance of theii' universal admission. Truths of all others the 



Digitized by Google 




43 



Hiograjihia LUeraria. 



most awful and mysterious, yet being at the same time of uni- 
Tersal interest, are too often considered as so true, that they lose 
all the life and efficiency of truth, and lie bed-ridden in the dormi- 
tory of the soul side by side with the most despised and exploded 
errors.”* 

This excellence, which in all Mr. Wordsworth’s writings is more 
or less predominant, and which constitutes the character of his 
mind, I no sooner felt, than I sought to understand.^Jlepeated 
meditations led me first to suspect (and a more intimate analysis 
of the human faculties, their appropriate marks, functions, and 
effects, matured my conjecture into full conviction), that fancy 
and imagination were two distinct and widely different faculties, 
instead of being, according to the general belief, either two names 
with one meaning, or, at furthest, the lower and higher degree of 
one and the same power. It is not, I own, easy to conceive a more 
opposite translation of the Greek <f>avTaa-ia than the Latin imagi- 
natio ; but it is equally true that in all societies there exists an 
instinct of growth, a certain collective unconscious good sense, 
working progressively to desynonymizef those words originally of 
the same meaning, which the conflux of dialects had supplied to 
the more homogeneous languages, as the Greek and German, and 
which the same cause, joined with accidents of translation from 
original works of different countries, occasion in mixed languages 
like our own. The first and most important point to be proved is, 
that two conceptions perfectly distinct are confused under one and 
the same word, and (this done) to appropriate that word exclusively 
to one meaning, and the synonyme, should there be one, to the 
other. But if (as will be often the case in the arts and sciences) 



• The Friend, page 76, Ko. 5. As The 
Friend was prints on stamped sheets, and 
sent only by the post to a ve^ limited nnm- 
ber of subscribers, the author has felt less 
ohjection to quote from It, though a work of 
his own. To the public at large indeed It is 
the same as a volume in manuscript. 

t This is effected either by giving to the 
one word a general, and to the other an ex- 
clusive use; as, “to pat on the hs< k” and 
N-eto indorse;” or "by an actual distinction of 
meanings as “naturalist,” and “physician 
or by difference oTfSaHoiTas "I,” and "^Mej” 
(each of which the rustics of Our differeet 
provinces still use in all the cases singular of 
the first personal pronoun). Even the mere 
llfference, or corruption. In the pronunciation 
of tte same word, if it have become generai, 
will produce a new word with a distinct sig- 
nification ; thus “ property ” and " propriety,” 
tte latter of whicl^ even to the time of 
Obarles 11. was the written word for all the 
senses of both. Thus too “mister” and 



“ master ” both hasty pronunciations of the 
same word “magister,” “mistress.” and 
“ miss,” “ if," and " give,” kc. kc. There is 
a sort of minim immortal among the ani- 
viakula infmoria which has not naturally 
either birth, or death, absolute beginning, or 
altsolute end ; for at a certain period a smalt 
point appears on its back, which deepens and 
lengthens till the creature divides in two, and 
the same process recommences in each of the 
halves now ts-come integral. This may be 
a fanciful, but it is by no means a bad emblem 
of the formation of worxls, and may facilitate 
the conception, how immense a nomenclature 
may be organized from a few simple scunda 
by rational beings in a social state. Fur each 
new application, or excitement of tlie same 
sound, will call forth a different sensation, 
wbi.h cannot but affect the pronunciation. 
The after recollection of the sound, without 
the same vivid sensation will modify it still 
further ; till at length all trace of the original 
likmiess is worn away. 
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no synonyme exists, we must either invent or borrow a word. In 
the present instance the appropriation had already begun, and 
been legitimated in the derivative adjective ; Milton had a highly 
imaginative, Cowley a very fancifvl, mind. If, therefore, I should 
succeed in establishing the actual existences of two faculties gene- 
rally different, the nomenclature would be at once determined. To 
the faculty by which I had characterized Milton, we should confine 
the term imagination ; while the other would be contra-distinguished 
as fancy. Now were it once fully ascertained, that this division is 
no less groimded in nature than that of delirium from mania, or 
Otwa^’£: _ 

■ “ Lutes, laurels, seas of milk, and ships of amber,'* 

from Shakegie^’s ; 

** What ! have his daughters brought him to this pass f* 

or from the preceding apostrophe to the elements, the theory of 
the fine arts, and of poetry in particular, could not, I thought, 
but derive some additional and important light. It would, in its 
immediate effects, furnish a torch of guidance to the philosophical 
critic, and ultimately to the poet himself. In energetic minds 
truth soon changes by domestication into power ; and, from direct- 
ing in the discrimination and appraisal of the product, becomes 
influencive in the production. To admire on principle is the only 
way to imitate without loss of o^inality.'N^ 

It has been already hinted that metajiiiysics and psychology 
have long been my hobby-horse. But to have a hobby-horse, and 
to be vain of it, are so commonly found together, that they pass 
almost for the same. I trust, therefore, that there will be more 
good humour than contempt in the smile with which the reader 
chastises my self-complacency, if I confess myself uncertain whe- 
ther the satisfaction for the perception of a truth new to myself 
may not have been rendered more poignant by the conceit that it 
would be equally so to the public. There was a time, certainly, in 
which I took some little credit to myseK in the belief that I had 
been the first of my countrymen who had pointed out the diverse 
meaning of which the two terms were capable, and analyzed the 
ftv'ulties to which they should be appropriated. Mr. W. Taylor’s 
recent volume of synonymes I have not yet seen;* but his speci- 




* 1 ought to have added, with the excep- 
tion of a single sheet which I accideniaUv 
met with at the printer's. Even with tills 
scanty specimen, 1 found it impossible to 
doubt the talent, or not to admire the inge- 
nuity of the author. That his distincUuiis 
were for the greater part unsatisfactory to 



my mind, proves nothing against their ao 
curacy; but it may possibly be serviceable 
to him in case of asecond edition, if I take this 
opportunity of suggesting the query ; w hether 
he may not have been occasionally misled 
by having assumed, as to me be apieared to 
have done, the non-existence of any abse luta 
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fication of the terms in question has been clearly shown to be both 
insufficient and erroneous by Mr. Wordsworth, in the preface 
added to the late collection of his Lyrical Ballads, and other 
poems. The explanation which Mr. Wordsworth has himself 
given will be found to differ from miue chiefly, perhaps, as our 
objects are different. It could scarcely indeed happen otherwise, 
from the advantage I have enjoyed of frequent conversation with 
him, on a subject to which a poem of his own first directed my 
attention, and my conclusions concerning which he had made 
more lucid to myself by many happy iustances drawn from the 
operation of nakural objects on the mind. But it was Mr. Words- 
worth’s purpose to consider the influences of fancy and imagina- 
tion as they are manifested in poetry, and from the different effects 
to conclude their diversity in kind; while it is my object to inves- 
tigate the seminal principle, and then from the kind to deduce the 
degree. My friend has drawn a masterly sketch of the branches, 
with then* poetic fruitage. I wish to add the trunk, and even the 
roots, as faa* as they lift themselves above ground, and are visible 
to the naked eye of our common consciousness. 

Yet even in this attempt I am aware that I shall be obliged to 
draw more largely on the reader’s attention than so unmethodical 
a miscellany can authorize, when in such a work [the Ecclesiaatical 
Polity) of such a mind as Hooker’s the judicious author, though 
no less admirable for the perspicuity than for the port and dignity 
of his language ; and though he wrote for men of learning in a 
learned age; saw nevertheless occasion to anticipate and guard 
against “ complaints of obscurity,” as often as he was to trace his 



synonTmes in onr language i Now I cannot 
but ihink, that there are many which remain 
for our posterity to distinguish and appro- 
priate, and which 1 regard as so much rever- 
aionary wealth in our mother-tongue. When 
two distinct meanings are confounded under 
one or more words, (and such must be the 
case, as sure as our knowledge is progressive 
and of course imperf-ct) erron-ous conse- 
quences will be drawn, and what is true in 
me sense of the word, will be affirmed as 
Vue in toto. Men of research, startled by the 
(unsequences, seek in tlie tilings themselves 
(whether in or out of the mind) for a know- 
ledge of the fact, and having discovered the 
difference, remove tlic equivocation cither by 
the sulistliution of a new word, or by the 
appropriation of one of the two or more words 
that had before been useii piomisciiously. 
Wlicn this distinction has l«en so naturalize 
and of such general currency, that tlic lan- 
guage Itself does os it were thinit fur us (like 
UM shdlng rule which Is the mechanic's safe 



substitute for arithmetical knowledge) we 
then say, that it is evident to common tente. 
Common sense, therefore, differs in different 
ages. What was bom and christened in the 
schools jtasses by degrees into the world at 
large, and becomes the property of the market 
and the tea-table. At least 1 can discover no 
other meaning of the term, common rente, if 
it is to convey any spcclttc difference from 
sense and Jnd^ent in genere, and where it 
is not UK(^ scholastically for the unirerral 
reason. Thus in the reign of Ciiarles II. the 
philosophic world was called to arms by the' 
moral sophisms of Hobbes, and tlie ablest 
writers exerted themselves in the detection 
of an error, which a school-boy would now 
be able to confute by the mere recollection, 
that compiiUOm and ohligalion conveyed two 
Ideas perfectly disparate, and that what ap- 
pertained to the one, bad beim liilsely trans- 
ferred to the other by a mere otinfasioii of 
terms. 
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•ubject “ to the highest well-spring and fountain.” Which (o>m- 
tinues he), “ because men are not accustomed to, the pains we take 
are more needful a great deal than acceptable ; and the matters 
we handle seem by reason of newness (till the mind grow better 
acquainted with them) dark and intricate.” I would gladly there- 
fore spare both myself and others, this labour, if I knew how 
without it to present an intelligible statement of my poetic creed ; 
not as my opinions, which weigh for nothing, but as deductions 
from established premises conveyed in such a form, as is calculated 
either to effect a fimdamental conviction, or to receive a funda- 
mental confutation. If I may dare once more adopt the words of 
Hooker, “ they, unto whom we shall seem tedious, are in no wise 
injured by us, because it is in their own hands to spare that 
labour, which they are not willing to endure.” Those at least, 
let me be permitted to add, who have taken so much pains to 
render me ridiculous for a perversion of taste, and have supported 
the charge by attributing strange notions to me on no other 
authority than their own conjectures, owe it to themselves as well 
as to me not to refuse their attention to my own statement of the 
theory, which I do acknowledge; or shrink from the trouble of 
examining the grounds on which I rest it, or the arguments which 
I offer in its justification. 



CHAPTER V. 

On the law of association — Its history traced fh)m Aristotle to Hartley. 

T here have been men in all ages who have been impelled, as 
by an instinct, to propose their own nature as a problem, and 
who devote their attempts to its solution. The first step was to 
construct a table of distinctions, which they seem to have formed 
on the principle of the absence or presence of the Will. Our 
various sensations, perceptions, and movements were classed as 
active or passive, or as media partaking of both. A still finer 
distinction was soon established between the voluntary and the 
spontaneous. In our perceptions we seem to ourselves merely 
passive to an external power, whether as a mirror reflecting the 
landscape, or as a blank canvas on which some unknown hand 
paints it. For it is worthy of notice, that the latter, or the system 
of idealism may be traced to sources equally remote with the 
former, or materialism; and Berkeley can boast an ancestry at 
least as venerable as Gassendi or Hobbes. These coujectnree^ 
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however, concerning the mode in which our perceptions origin* 
ated, could not alter the natural difference of things and thoughts. 
In tha former, the cause appeared wholly external, while in the 
latter, sometimes our will interfered as the producing or deter- 
mining cause, and sometimes our nature seemed to act by a 
mechanism of its own, without any conscious effort of the will, or 
even against it. Our inward experiences were thus arranged in 
three separate classes, the passive sense, or what the school-men 
call the merely receptive quality of the mind ; the voluntary, and 
the spontaneous, which holds the middle place between both. 
But it is not in human nature to meditate on any mode of action 
without inquiring after the law that governs it ; and in the ex- 
planation of the spontaneous movements of our being, the meta- 
physician took the lead of the anatomist and natural philosopher. 
In Egypt, Palestine, Greece, and India the analysis of the mind 
had reached its noon and manhood, while experimental research 
was still in its dawn and infancy. For many, very many centuries, 
it has been difficult to advance a new truth, or even a new error, 
in the philosophy of the intellect or morals. With regard, how- 
ever, to the laws that direct the spontaneous movements of thought 
and the principle of their intellectual mechanism there exists, it 
has been asserted, an important exception most honoiirable to the 
modems, and in the merit of which our own country claims the 
largest share. Sir James Mackintosh (who amid the variety of 
his talents and attainments is not of less repute for the depth and 
accuracy of his philosophical inquiries, than for the eloquence 
with which he is said to render their most difficult results per- 
spicuous, and the driest attractive), affirmed in the lectures, de- 
livered by him at Lincoln’s Inn Hall, that the law of association 
as established in the contemporaneity of the original impressions, 
formed the basis of all tme psychology ; and any ontological or 
metaphysical science not contained in such (i. e. empirical) psy- 
chology was but a web of abstractions and generalizations. Of 
this prolific truth, of this great fundamental law, he declared 
Hobbes to have been the original discoverer, while its full applica- 
tion to the whole intellectual system we owe to David Hartley; 
who stood in the same relation to Hobbes as Newton to Kepler; 
the law of association being that to the mind, which gravitation 
is to matter. 

Of the former clause in this assertion, as it respects the com- 
parative merits of the ancient metaphysicians, including their 
commentators, the school-men, and of the modem French and 
British philosophers from Hobbes to Himie, Hartley and Condil- 
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lac, this is not the place to speak. So wide indeed is the chasnt 
between this gentleman’s philosophical creed and mine, that so 
far from being able to join hands, we could scarce make our voices 
intelligible to each other: and to bridge it over would require 
more time, skill and power than I believe myself to possess. But 
the latter clause involves for the greater part a mere question of 
fact and history, and the accuracy of the statement is to be tried 
by documents rather than reasoning. 

First, then, I deny Hobbes’s claim in toto: for he had been 
anticipated by Des Cartes, whose work He Methodo preceded 
Hobbes’s He Naiwra Humana by more than a year. But what is 
of much more importance, Hobbes builds nothing on the principle 
which he had announced. He does not even annovince it, as 
differing in any respect from the general laws of material motion 
and impact : nor was it, indeed, possible for him so to do, com* 
patibly with his system, which was exclusively material and me- 
chanical. Far otherwise is it with Hes Cartes ; greatly as he t«x> 
in his after writings (and still more egregiously his followers. He 
la Forge, and others) obscured the truth by their attempts to ex- 
plain it on the theory of nervous fluids, and material configura- 
tions. But in his interesting work He Methodo, Des Cartes 
relates the circumstance which first led him to meditate on this 
subject, and which since then has been often noticed and employed 
as an instance and illustration of the law. A child who with its 
eyes bandaged had lost several of his fingers by amputation, con- 
tinued to complain for many days successively of pains, now in 
this joint and now in that of the very fingers which had been cut 
off. Des Cartes was led by this incident to reflect on the uncer- 
tainty with which we attribute any particular place to any inward 
pain or uneasiness, and proceeded after long consideration to 
establish it as a general law, that contemporaneous impressions, 
whether images or sensations, recall each other mechanically. On 
this principle, as a ground work, he built up the whole system of 
human language, as one continued process of association. He 
showed, in what sense not only general terms, but generic images 
(under the name of abstract ideas) actually existed, and in what 
consists their nature and power. As one word may become the 
general exponent of many, so by association a simple image may 
represent a whole class. But in truth Hobbes himself makes no 
claims to any discovery, and introduces this law of association, or 
(in his own language) discwrsus menialis, as an admitted fact, in 
^e solution alone of which, this by causes purely physiological, 
he arrogates any originality. His system is briefly this ; when- 
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ever the senees are impinged on by external objects, whether by 
the rays of light reflected from them, or by effluxes of their finer 
particles, there results a correspondent motion of the innermost 
and subtlest organs. This motion constitutes a representation, 
and there remains an impression of the same, or a cei’tain dis- 
position to repeat the same motion. Whenever we feel several 
objects at the same time, the impressions that are left (or in the 
language of Mr. Hume, the ideas) are linked together. Whenever 
therefore any one of the movements, which constitute a complex 
impression, is renewed through the senses, the others succeed 
mechanically. It follows of necessity therefore that Hobbes, as 
well as Hartley and all others who derive association from the 
connection and interdependepce of the supposed matter, the 
movements of which constitute our thoughts, must have reduced 
all its forms to the one law of time. But even the merit of 
annoimcing this law with philosophic precision cannot be fairly 
conceded to him. For the objects of any two ideas* need not 
have co-existed in the same sensation in order to become mutually 
associable. The same result will follow when one only of the two 
ideas has been represented by the senses, and the other by the 
memory. 

Long however before either Hobbes or Des Cartes the law of 
association had been defined, and its important functions set forth 



• 1 here use the word “ Idea ” in Mr. Hume’s 
sense on account of it* general currency 
among the English metaphysicians; though 
against my own Judgment, for 1 believe that 
the vague use of this word has been the cause 
of much error and much confusion. The 
word, 14(0, in its original sense as used by 
Pindar, Aristophanes, and in the Gospel of 
Matthew, represented the visual abstraction 
of a distant object, when we see the whole 
without distinguishing its parts. Plato adop- 
ted it as a tedmical term, and as the anti- 
thesis to iiSaXov, or sensuous images ; the 
transient and perishable emblems, or mental 
words of ideas. 'I'he ideas themselves he 
considered as mysterious powers, living, se- 
minal, lormative, and exempt from time. In 
this sense the word became the property of 
the Platonic s"hool ; and it seldom occurs in 
Aristotle, without some such phrase annexed 
to it, as according to Plato, or as Plato saya 
Our English writers to the end of Charles 
IPs reign, or somewhat later, employed it 
either in the original sense, or platonically, 
or in a sense nearly correspondent to onr 
present use of the substantive. Ideal, always 
however opposing it, more or less, to image, 
whether of present or absent objects, 'i'he 
reader will not be displeased with the follow- 
ing interesting exemplification from Bisbt^ 



Jeremy Taylor. "St Lewis the King sent 
I VO Bishop of Chartres on an embassy, and be 
told, that he met a grave and stately matron 
on the way with a a-nscr of fire in one hand, 
and a vessel of waterin the other ; and observ- 
ing her to have a melancholy, religious, and 
phantastic deportment and look, he asked her 
what those symbols meant and what she 
meant to do with her fire and water; she 
answered, my purpose is with the fire to bum 
paradise, and with ray water to quench the 
flames of hell, that men may serve Gi>d 
purely for the love of God. But we rarely 
meet with such spirits which love virtue so 
metai'ltysicallj’ as f« ab^tiart her frrm all 
tentible compositions, and tore the puriii/ of 
the idea." Des Cartes having Introduced 
Into his philosophy the fanciful hypothesis of 
material idea, or certain configurations of 
the hra'n, w hich were as so many moulds 
to the influxes of the external world; Mr 
Locke adopted the term, but extended its 
signification to whatever is the immediate 
object of the mind's at tention or consciousnesss 
Mr. Hume distinguishing those representa- 
tions which arc accompanied with a sense of 
a present oldect, from those reproduced by 
the mind itself, designated the former by ins- 
pressions, and confined the word idea to (hi 
latter. 
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by Melancthon, Ammerbach, and Ludovicus Vives; more eepe* 
cially by the last. Phantasia, it is to be noticed, is employed by 
Vires to express the mental power of comprehension, or the active 
function of the mind; and imaginatio for the receptivity (ms 
receptiva) of impressions, or for the passive perception. The power 
of combination he appropriates to the former: “quae singula et 
simplidter acceperat imaginatio, ea conjungit et disjungit phantasia” 
And the law by which the thoughts are spontaneously presentee 
follows thus ; “ quae simul sunt a phantasia comprehensa si atteru- 
trum ocemrat, solet secum alterum representare.” To time therefore 
he subordinates all the other exciting causes of association. The 
soul proceeds “ a causa ad effectum, ah hoc ad instrumentum, a parte 
ad totum thence to the place, from place to person, and from 
this to whatever preceded or followed, all as being parts of a total 
impression, each of which may recall the other. The apparent 
springs “ saltus vel transitus etiam longissimos,” he explains by the 
same thought having been a component part of two or more total 
impressions. Thus “ex Scipione venio in cogitationem potentiae 
Twreicce, proper victorias ejus in ea parte Asioe, in qua regnabat An- 
tiochus.” 

But from Vives I pass at once to the source of his doctrines, 
and (as far as we can judge from the remains yet extant of Greek 
philosophy) as to the first, so to the fullest and most perfect 
enunciation of the associative principle, viz. to the writings of 
Aristotle; and of these principally to the books Be Anima, Be 
Memoria, and that which is entitled in the old translations Parva 
Naturalia. Inasmuch as later writers have either deviated from. 
Or added to his doctrines, they appear to me to have introduced 
either error or groundless supposition. 

In the first place it is to be observed, that Aristotle’s positions 
on this subject are unmixed with fiction. The wise Stagyrite 
speaks of no successive particles propagating motion like billiard 
balls (as Hobbes) ; nor of nervous or animal spirits, where inani- 
mate and irrational iolids are thawed down, and distilled, or 
filtrated by ascension, into living and intelligent fluids, that etch 
and re-etch engravings on the brain (as the followers of Des 
Cartes, and the humoral pathologists in general); nor of an 
oscillating ether which was to effect the same service for the 
nerves of the brain considered as solid fibres, as the animal spirits 
perform for them under the notion of hollow tubes (as Hartley 
teaches) — nor finally, (with yet more recent dreamers’) of chemical 
compositions by elective afiinity, or of an electric light at once the 
immediate obj^ and the ultimate organ of inward vision, which 

B 
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rises to the brain like an Aurora Borealis, and there disporting, 
in various shapes (as the balance of plus and minus, or negative 
and positive, is destroyed or re-established) images out both past 
and present. Aristotle delivers a just theory without pretending 
to an hypothesis ; or in other words a comprehensive survey of 
the different facts, and of their relations to each other without 
supposition, i. e. a fact placed under a number of facts, as their 
common support and explanation; though in the nn^ority of 
instances these hypotheses or suppositions better deserve the name 
of viroirotrjatU, or eufictions. He uses indeed the word Kivr)(T€is, to 
express what we call representations or ideas, but he carefully 
distinguishes them from material motion, designating the latt^ 
always by annexing the words tv rojrq), or Kara ronov. On the 
contrary in his treatise De Anima, he excludes place and motion 
from all the operations of thought, whether representations or 
volitions, as attributes utterly and absurdly heterogeneous. 

The general law of association, or more accurately, the common 
condition under which all exciting causes act, and in which they 
may be generalized, according to Aristotle is this. Ideas by 
having be^ together acquire a power of recalling each other ; or 
every partial representation awakes the total represtmtation of 
which it had been a part. In the practical determination of this 
common principle to particular recollections, he admits five agents 
or occasioning causes : 1st, connection in time, whether simulta- 
neous, preceding or successive ; 2nd, vicinity or connection in space ; 
3rd, interdependence or necessary connection, as cause and effect ; 
4th, likeness ; and 5th, contrast. As an additional solution of the 
occasional seeming chasms in the continuity of reproduction he 
proves, that movements or ideas possessing one or the other of 
these five characters had passed through the mind as intermediate 
links, sufficiently clear to recall other parts of the same total im- 
pressions with which they had co-existed, though not vivid enough 
to excite that degree of attention which is requisite for distinct 
recollection, or as we may aptly express it, after-consciousness. 
In association then consists the whole mechanism of the repro- 
duction of impressions, in the Aristotelian Psychology. It is the 
universal law of the passive fancy and mechanical memory ; that 
which supplies to all other faculties their objects, to all thought 
the elements of its materials. 

In consulting the excellent commentary of St. Thomas Aquinas 
on the Parva Naturalia of Aristotle, I was struck at once with its 
close resemblance to Hume’s Essay on Association. The Tnain 
thoughts were the same in both, the order of the thoughts wau 
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ihe same, and even the illastrations differed only by Hume’s 
occasional substitution of more modem examples. I mentioned 
the circumstance to several of my literary acquaintances, who 
admitted the closeness of the resemblance, and that it seemed too 
great to be explained by mere coincidence ; but they thought it 
improbable that Hume should have held the pages of the Angelic 
Doctor worth turning over. But some time after Mr. Payne, of 
the King’s mews, showed Sir James Mackintosh some odd volumes 
of St. Thomas Aquinas, partly perhaps from having heard that 
Sir James (then Mr.) Mackintosh had in his lectures passed a 
high encomium on this canonized philosopher, but chiefly from 
the fact that the volumes had belonged to Mr. Hume, and had 
here and there marginal marks and notes of reference in his own 
handwriting. Among these volumes was that which contains the 
Parva Naturalia, in the old Latin version, swathed and swaddled 
in the commentary afore mentioned ! 

It remains then for me, first to state wherein Hartley differs 
from Aristotle; then, to exhibit the grounds of my conviction, 
that he differed only to err; and next, as the result, to show by 
what influences of the choice and judgment the associative power 
becomes either memory or fancy; and, in conclusion, to appro- 
priate the remaining offices of the mind to the reason, and the 
imagination. With my best efforts to be as perspicuous as the 
nature of language will permit on such a subject, I earnestly 
solicit the good wishes and friendly patience of my readers, while 
1 thus go “ sounding on my dim and perilous way.” 



CHAPTER VI. 

That Hartley’s system, as fiir os it differs from that of Aristotls, Is neither tenable in 
theory, nor founded in facts, 

O F Hartley’s hypothetical vibrations in his hyi>othetical oscil- 
lating ether of the nerves, which is the first and most obvious 
distinction between his system and that of Aristotle, I shall say 
little. This, with all other similar attempts to render that an 
object of the sight which has no relation to sight, has been already 
sufficiently exposed by the younger Reimarus, Maasz, &c. as out- 
raging the very axioms of mechanics in a scheme, the merit of 
which consists in its being mechanical. Whether any other 
philosophy be possible, but the mechanical ; and again, whether 
the mech^cal sj stem can have any claim to be called philosophy; 
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arc questions for another place. It is, however, certain, that as 
long as we deny the former, and affirm the latter, we must be- 
wilder ourselves, whenever we would pierce into the adyta of 
causation ; and aU that laborious conjecture can do, is to fill up 
the gaps of fancy. Under that despotism of the eye (the emanci- 
pation from which Pythagoras by his numeral, and Plato by his 
musical, symbols, and both by geometric discipline, aimed at, as 
the first itponaihtvTiKov of the mind) — under this strong sensuoTis 
influence, we are restless because invisible things are not the 
objects of vision ; and metaphysical systems, for the most part, 
become popular, not for their truth, hut in proportion as they 
attribute to causes a susceptibility of being seen, if only our visu^ 
organs were sufficiently powerful. 

From a hundred possible confutations let one suffice. According 
to this system the idea or vibration a from the external object A 
becomes associable with the idea or vibration m from the external 
object M, because the oscillation a propagated itself so as to re- 
produce the oscillation to. — B ut the original impression from M 
was essentially different from the impression A ; unless therefore 
different causes may produce the same effect, the vibration a 
could never produce the vibration to : and this therefore could 
never be the means by which a and to are associated. To under- 
stand this, the attentive reader need only be reminded, that the 
ideas are themselves, in Hartley’s system, nothing more than their 
appropriate configurative vibrations. It is a mere delusion of the 
fancy to conceive the pre-existence of the ideas, in any chain of 
association, as so many differently coloured billiard-balls in contact, 
so that when an object, the billiard-stick, strikes the first or white 
ball, the same motion propagates itself through the red, green, 
blue, black, &c., and sets the whole in motion. No ! we must sup- 
pose the very same force, which constitutes the white ball, to con- 
stUwte the red or black : or the idea of a circle to constitute the idea 
of a triangle; which is impossible. 

But it may be said, that, by the sensations from the objects A 
and M, the nerves have acquired a disposition to the vibrations a 
and TO, and therefore a need only be repeated in order to re-pro- 
duce TO. Now we will grant, for a moment, the possibility of such 
a disposition in a material nei*ve, which yet seems scarcely less 
absurd than to say, that a weather-cock has acquired a habit of 
turning to the east, from the wind having been so long in that 
quarter; for if it be replied, that we must take in the circumstance 
of life, what then becomes of the mechanical philosophy ? And 
what is the nerve, but the flint which the wag placed in the pot as 
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the first ingredient of his stone-broth, requiring only salt, turnips, 
and mutton, for the remainder ! But if we waive this, and pre- 
suppose the aotual existence of such a disposition, two cases are 
possible. Either, every idea has its own nerve and correspondent 
oscillation, or this is not the case. If the latter be the tiuth, we 
should gain nothing by these dispositions ; for then, every nerve 
having several dispositions, when the motion of any other nerve 
is propagated into it, there will be no ground or cause present 
why exactly the oscillation m should arise, rather than any other 
to which it was equally pre-disposed. But if we take the former, 
and let every idea have a nerve of its own, then every nerve must 
be capable of propagating its motion into many other nerves; and 
again, there is no reason assignable why the vibration m should 
arise, rather than any other ad libitwm. 

It is fashionable to smile at Hartley’s vibrations and vibrati- 
tmcles ; and his work has been re-edited by Priestley, with the 
omission of the material hypothesis. But HaiHey was too gi'eat a 
man, too coherent a thinker, for this to have been done either 
consistently or to any wise purpose. For all other parts of his 
system, as far as they are peculiar to that system, once removed 
from their mechanical basis, not only lose their main support, but 
the very motive which led to their adoption. Thus the principle 
of contemporaneity, which Aristotle had made the common con- 
dition of all the laws of association. Hartley was constrained to 
represent as being itself the sole law. For to what law can the 
action of material atoms be subject, but that of proximity in 
place? And to what law can their motions be subjected, but 
that of time P Again, from this results inevitably, that the will, 
the reason, the judgment, and the understanding, instead of 
being the determining causes of association, must needs be repre* 
sented as its creatures, and among its mechanical effects. Con- 
ceive, for instance, a broad stream, winding through a moun- 
tainous country with an indefinite number of currents, varjring 
and running into each other according as the gusts chance to 
blow from the opening of the mountains. The temporary union 
of several currents in one, so as to form the main current of the 
moment, would present an accurate image of Hartley’s theory of 
the will. 

Had this been really the case, the consequence would have been, 
that our whole life would be divided between the despotism of 
outward impressions, and that of senseless and passive memory. 
Take his law in its highest abstraction and most philosophical 
form, viz. that every partial representation recalls the total repre- 
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sentation of which it was a part ; and the law b^omes nagatoryi 
were it only from its universality. In practice it would indeed bo 
mere lawlessness. Consider, how immense must be the sphere of 
a total impression from the top of St. Paul’s chxirch; and how 
rapid and continuous the series of such total impressions. If 
therefore we suppose the absence of all interference of the will, 
reason, and judgment, one or other of two consequences must 
result. Either the ideas (or reliques of such impression) will ex- 
actly imitate the order of the impression itself, which would be 
absolute delirivm ; or any one part of that impression might recall 
any other part, and (as from the law of continuity, there must 
exist in every total impression some one or more parts which are 
components of some other following total impression, and so on 
ad infinitum) any part of any impression might recall any part of 
any other, without a cause present to determine what it should he. 
For to bring in the will, or reason, as causes of their own cause, 
that is, as at once causes and effects, can satisfy those only who 
in their pretended evidences of a God having firat demanded or- 
ganization, as the sole cause and ground of intellect, will then 
coolly demand the pre-existence of intellect, as the cause and 
ground-work of organization. There is in truth but one state to 
which this theory applies at aU, namely, that of complete light- 
headedness ; and even to this it applies but partially, because the 
will and reason are perhaps never wholly suspended. 

A case of this kind occurred in a Catholic town in Germany, a 
year or two before my arrival at Gottingen, and had not ihen 
ceased to be a frequent subject of conversation. A young woman 
of four or five and twenty, who could neither read nor write, was 
seized with a nervous fever ; during which, according to the as- 
severations of aU the priests and monks of the neighbourhoo<l, 
she became possessed, and, as it appeared, by a very learned devil. 
She continued incessantly talking Latin, Greek, and Hebrew, in 
very pompous tones and with most distinct enunciation. This 
possession was rendered more probable by the known fact, that 
she was or had been a heretic. Voltaire humorously advises 
the devil to decline all acquaintance with medical men ; and it 
would have heen more to his reputation, if he had taken this 
advice in the present instance. The case had attracted the par- 
ticular attention of a young physician, and by his statement many 
eminent physiologists and psychologists visited the town, and 
cross-examined the case on the spot. Sheets full of her raAfingB 
were taken down from her own mouth, and were found to consist 
of sentences, coherent and intelligible each for itself, but with 
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little or no connection with each other. Of the Hebrew, a small 
portion onlj could be traced to the Bible ; the remainder seemed 
to be in the Rabbinical dialect. All trick or conspiracy was out 
of the question. Not only had the young woman ever been a 
harmless, simple creature ; but she was evidently labouring under 
a nervous fever. In the town, in which she had been resident for 
many years as a servant in different families, no solution presented 
itself. The young physician, however, determined to trace her 
past life step by step ; for the patient herself was incapable of 
returning a rational answer. He at length succeeded in discover- 
ing the place where her parents had lived : travelled thither, found 
them dead, but an uncle surviving ; and from him learnt that the 
patient had been charitably taken by an old protestant pastor at 
nine years old, and had remained with bim some years, even till 
the old man’s death. Of this pastor the uncle knew nothing, but 
that he was a very good man. With great difficulty, and after 
much search, our young medical philosopher discovered a niece of 
the pastor’s, who had lived with him as his housekeeper, and had 
inherited his effects. She remembered the girl ; related that her 
venerable uncle had been too indulgent, and could not bear to 
hear the girl scolded ; that she was willing to have kept her, but 
that after her patron’s death, the girl herself refused to stay. 
Anxious inquiries were then, of course, made concerning the 
pastor’s habits ; and the solution of the phenomenon was soon ob- 
tained. For it appeared that it had been the old man’s custom, 
for years, to walk up and down a passage of his house into which 
the kitchen door opened, and to read to himself with a loud voice, 
out of his favourite books. A considerable number of these were 
still in the niece’s possession. She added, that he was a very 
learned man and a great Hebraist. Among the books were found 
a collection of Rabbinical writings, together with several of the 
Greek and Latin Fathers ; and the physician succeeded in identi- 
fying so many passages with those taken down at the young 
'woman’s bedside, that no doubt could remain in smy rational 
mind concerning the true origin of the impressions made on her 
nervous system. 

This authenticated case furnishes both proof and instance, that 
reliques of sensation may exist for an indefinite time in a latent 
state, in the very same order in which they were originally im- 
pressed ; and as we cannot lutionally supuose the feverish state of 
the brain to act in any other way than as a stimulus, this fact 
(and it would not be difficult to adduce several of the same kind) 
oontributes to make it even probable, that all thoughts ai'e in 
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themselves imperishable; and, that if the intelligent faculty 
should be rendered more comprehensive, it would require onlj a 
different and apportioned organization, the body celestial instead 
of the body terrestrial, to bring before every human soul the col- 
lective experience of its whole past existence. And this, this, 
perchance, is the dread book of judgment, in whose mysterious 
hieroglyphics every idle word is recorded! Yea, in the very 
nature of a living spirit, it may be more possible that heaven and 
earth should pass away, than that a single act, a single thought, 
should be loosened or lost from that living chain of causes, to all 
whose links, conscious or unconscious, the free-will, our only 
absolute Self, is co-extensive and co-present. But not now dare I 
longer discourse of this, waiting for a loftier mood, and a nobler 
subject, warned from within and from without, that it is a profa- 
nation to speak of these mysteries rot; fiybi <f>avTaa’6eiais, o»r saikbp 
TO rrjs biKcuoavvijs sa'i anX^poavirris irp6atmov, sat i»s olb’F farrtpos ovrt 
(ci>o; oCra KoXh, yap opav irphs rh opwptvov avyyfvis sdi opolop 
TroiTjadpfvov Jfl tVtj3aXX»u> r/j 6ia’ oi yap &v irdtiTor* eidep ’6<f>6aikpbs 
rfhiov fjXiotibtjs prj ytytytififpos, oibi t6 KoX^v ap ibji Kakif 

yf voptvt). — Plotinus.* 



CHAPTER VII. 

Of the neceeaary consequences of the Hartleian theory— Of the original mistake or eqnlToca- 
tion which procnred admission for the theory — Memoria Tecbnico. 

W E will pass by the utter incompatibility of such a law (if law it 
may be called, which would itself be the slave of chances) with 
even that appearance of rationality forced upon us by the outward 
phenomena of human conduct, abstracted from our own conscious- 
ness. We will agree to forget this for the moment, in order to fix 
our attention on that subordination of final to efficient causes in 
the human being, which flows of necessity from the assiunption* 
that the will, and with the will all acts of thought and attention, 
are parts and products of this blind mechanism, instead of being 
distinct powers, whose function it is to control, determine, and 
modify the phantasmal chaos of association. The soul becomes a 

*■ “ To those to whose imagination it has to the object beheld. Never conld the eye 
never been presented, bow beautiful Is the have beheld the sun, had not its own essenew 
countenance of Justice and wisdom; and that been soUrorm,”(i.e prt-configundto light bg 
neither the morning nor the evening star a limilaritg of ttimct inth that of light) 
are so fair. For in order to direct the view “ neither can a soul not bnutlful attain te 
aright, it behoves that tl>e beholder should an Intuition of beauty." 
have made himself congenerous and similar 
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mere ens loginm, ; for as a real separable being, it would be more 
worthless ajid ludicrous, than the grimalkins in the cat-harpsi- 
chord, described in the Spectator. For these did form a pai*t of 
the process ; but in Hartley’s scheme the soul is present only to 
be pinched or stroked, while the Tery squeals or purring are pro- 
duced by an agency wholly independent and alien. It involves 
all the difficulties, all the incomprehensibility (if it be not indeed, 
uf e/xoiye Boku, the absurdity) of intercommunion between sub- 
stances that have no one property in common, without any of the 
convenient consequences that bribed the judgment to the admis- 
sion of the dvalistic hypothesis. Accordingly, this capui mortuvm 
of the Hartleian process has been rejected by his followers, and 
the consciousness considered as a result, as a tune, the common 
product of the breeze and the haiq) : though this again is the mere 
remotion of one absurdity to make way for another equally pre- 
posterous. For what is harmony but a mode of relation, the very 
esse of which is perdpi 1 An ens rationale, which pre-supposes the 
power, that by perceiving creates it ? The razor’s edge becomes a 
saw to the armed vision ; and the delicious melodies of Purcell or 
Cimarosa might be disjointed stammeiings to a hearer whose 
partition of time should be a thousand times subtler than ours. 
But this obstacle too let us imagine ourselves to have surmounted, 
and “ at one bound high overleap all bound ! ” Tet according to this 
hypothesis the disquisition, to which I am at present soliciting the 
reader’s attention, may be as truly said to be written by Saint Paul’s 
churcb,as by me : for it is the mere motion of my muscles and nerves; 
and these again are set in motion from external causes equally pas- 
sive, which external causes stand themselves in interdependent con- 
nection with everything that exists or has existed. Thus the whole 
universe co-operates to produce the minutest stroke of every letter, 
save only that I myself, and I alone, have nothing to do with it, but 
merely the causeless and effectless beholding of it when it is done. 
Tet scarcely can it be called a beholding ; for it is neither an act nor 
an effect ; but an impossible creation of a something-nothing out 
of its very contrary ! It is the mere qmcksilver plating behind a 
looking-glass ; and in this alone consists the poor woi*thlets I ! 
The sum total of my moral and intellectoal intercourse dissclvel 
mto its elements is reduced to extension, motion, degrees of 
velocity, and those diminished copies of configurative motion, 
which form what we call notions, and notions of notions. Of 
such philosophy well might Butler say : 

''.The inetaphysics but a puppet motion 
That goes with screws, the notion of a no lion : 
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The copy of a copy and lame draught 
nnnaturally taken from a thought : 

That counterfeits all pantomimic tricks. 

And turns the eyes, like an old cmdflz s 
That couoterchanges whatsoe’er it calls 
B’ another name, and makes it true or &Ise ; 

Turns truth to falsehood, folsehood into truth, 

By virtue of the Babylonian's tooth.” 

MiscEixaHBoos TBOtrosra. 

The inventor of the watch did not in reality invent it ; he only 
looked on, while the blind causes, the only true artists, were un. 
folding themselves. So must it have been too with my friend 
AUston, when he sketched his picture of the dead man revived by 
the bones of the prophet Elijah. So must it have been with 
Mr. Southey and Lord Byron, when the one fancied bimaclf com- 
posing his Roderick, and the other his Childe Harold. The same 
must hold good of aU systems of philosophy ; of all arts, govern- 
ments, wars by sea and by land ; in short, of all things that ever 
have been or that ever will be produced. For according to this 
system it is not the affections and passions that are at work, in as 
far as they are sensations or thoughts. We only fancy that we 
act from rational resolves, or prudent motives, or from impulses 
of anger, love, or generosity. In all these cases the real agent is 
a something-nothing-everything, which does all of which we know, 
and knows nothing of all that itself does. 

The existence of an infinite spirit, of an intelligent and holy 
will, must on this system be mere articulated motions of the air. 
For as the function of the human understanding is no other than 
merely (to appear to itself) to combine and to apply the pheno- 
mena of the association ; and as these derive all their reality 
from the primary sensations ; and the sensations again all their 
reality from the impressions ab extra ; a Grod not visMe, audible, or 
tangible, can exist only in the soimds and letters that form EQs 
name and attributes. If in ourselves there be no such faculties 
as those of the will, and the scientific reason, we must either have 
an innate idea of them, which would overthrow the whole system, 
or we can have no idea at alL The process by which Hume 
degraded the notion of cause and effect into a blind product of 
delusion and habit, into the mere sensation of proceeding life 
(nisus vitcdis) associated with the images of the memory; this 
same process must be repeated to the equal degradation of every 
fundamental idea in ethics or theology. 

Far, very far am I from burthening with the odium of tnese 
consequences the moral characters of those who first formed, or 
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hare since adopted the system! It is most noticeable of the 
excellent and pious Hartley, that in the proofs of the existence 
and attributes of God, with which his second volume commences, 
he makes no reference to the principles or results of the first. 
Nay, he assumes, as his foimdatious, ideas which, if we embrace 
the doctrines of his first volume, can exist nowhere but in the 
vibrations of the ethereal medium common to the nerves and to' 
the atmosphere. Indeed the whole of the second volume is, with 
the fewest possible exceptions, independent of his peculiar system. 
So time is it, that the faith, which saves and sanctifies, is a col- 
lective energy, a total act of the whole moral being ; that its living 
aensorium is in the heart ; and that no errors of the understand- 
ing can be morally arraigned unless they have proceeded from 
the heart. But whether they be such, no man can be certain in 
the case of another, scarcely perhaps even in his own. Hence it 
follows by inevitable consequence, that man may perchance deter- 
mine what is a heresy ; but God only can know who is a heretic. 
It does not, however, by any means follow, that opinions funda- 
mentally false are harmless. A hvmdred causes may co-exist to 
form one complex antidote. Yet the sting of the adder remains 
venomous, though there are many who have taken up the evil 
thing, and it hurted them not 1 Some, indeed, there seem to have 
been, in an unfortunate neighbour-nation at least, who have 
embraced this system with a full view of all its moral and religious 
consequences; some 

" who deem themselves most free. 

When they within this gross and visible sphere 
Chain down the winged thought, scoffing assent. 

Proud in their meanness ; and themselves they cheat 
With noisy emptiness of learned phrase. 

Their subtle fluids, im|>acts, essences. 

Self-working tools, imraused effects, and all 
Those blind omniscients, those Almighty slaves, 

Untenanting Creation of its Qod !" 

COLEUIDOE. DESTIirT OF N ATIOFa 

Such men need discipline, not argument; they must be made 
better men before they can become wiser. 

The attention will be more profitably employed in attempting 
to discover and expose the paralogisms, by the magic of which 
such a faith could find admission into minds framed for a nobler 
creed. These, it appears to me, may he all reduced to one sophism 
as their common genus ; the mistaking the conditions of a thing 
for its causes and essence ; and the process by which we arrive at 
the knowledge of a faculty, for the faculty itself. The air I breaths 
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is the condition of mjlife, not its cause. ~We could never have learal; 
that we had eyes but by the process of seeing ; yet having seen we 
know that the eyes must have pre-existed in order to render the 
process of sight possible. Let us cross-examine Hartley’s scheme 
under the guidance of this distinction ; and we shall discover, that 
contemporaneity (Leibnitz’s Lex Continui) is the limit and con- 
dition of the laws of mind, itself being rather a law of matter, at 
least of phenomena considered as materiaL At the utmost, it is 
to thought the same as the law of gravitation is to locomotion. 
In every voluntary movement we first counteract gravitation, in 
order to avail ourselves of it. It must exist, that there may be a 
something to be coimteracted, and which, by its reaction, aids the 
force that is exerted to resist it. Let us consider what we do 
when we leap. We first resist the gravitating power by an act 
purely voluntary, and then by another act, voluntary in part, we 
yield to it in order to light on the spot which we had previously 
proposed to ourselves. Now let a man watch his mind while he 
is composing ; or, to take a still more common case, while he is 
tiying to recollect a name; and he will find the process com- 
pletely analogous. Most of my readers will have observed a small 
water-insect on the siirface of rivulets, which throws a cinque- 
spotted shadow fringed with prismatic colours on the sunny 
bottom of the brook ; and will have noticed how the little animal 
wins its way up against the stream, by alternate pulses of active 
and passive motion, now resisting the current, and now yielding 
to it in order to gather strength and a momentary yuZcntm for a 
further propulsion. This is no \mapt emblem of the mind’s self- 
experience in the act of thinking. There are evidently two 
powers at work which relatively to each other are active and pas- 
sive ; and this is not possible without an intermediate faculty, 
which is at once both active and passive. (In philosophical 
language, we must denominate this intermediate faculty in all its 
degrees and determinations, the Imagination. But in common 
language, and especially on the subject of poetry, we appropriate 
the name to a superior degree of the faculty, joined to a superior 
voluntary control over it.) 

Contemporaneity then, being the common condition of all the 
laws of association, and a component element in all the materia 
wubjecta, the parts of which are to be associated, must needs be 
co-present with all. Nothing, therefore, can be more easy than 
to pass olf on an incautious mind this constant companion of 
each, for the essential substance of all. But if we appeal to our 
own consciousness, we shall find that even time itseK, as the cause 
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of a particular act of aasociation, is distinct from contemporaneity, 
as the condition of all association. Seeing a mackerel it may 
happen that 1 immediately think of gooseberries, because I at 
the same time ate mackerel with gooseberries as the sauce. The 
first syllable of the latter word being that which had co-existed 
with the image of the bird so called, I may then think of a goose. 
In the next moment the image of a swan may arise before me, 
though I had never seen the two birds together. In the two 
former instances, I am conscious that their co-existence in time 
was the circumstance that enabled me to recollect them ; and 
equally conscious am I, that the latter was recalled to me by the 
joint operation of likeness and contrast. So it is with cause and 
effect ; so too with order. So am I able to distinguish whether it 
was proximity in time, or continuity in space, that occasioned me 
to recall B. on the mention of A. They cannot be indeed sepa- 
rated fi:om contemporaneity ; for that would be to separate them 
from the mind itself. The act of consciousness is indeed identical 
with time considered in its essence. (I mean time per ee, as 
contra-distinguished from our notion of time ; for this is always 
blended with the idea of space, which as the contrary of time, is 
therefore its measure.) Nevertheless the accident of seeing two 
objects at the same moment, acts as a distinguishable cause from 
that of having seen them in the same place : and the true practical 
general law of association is this ; that whatever makes certain 
parts of a total impression more vivid or distinct than the rest, 
will determine the mind to recall these in preference to others 
equally linked together by the common condition of contem- 
poraneity, or (what I deem a more appropriate and philosophical 
term) of continuity. But the will itself by confining and intensi- 
fjing* the attention may arbiti-arily give vividness or distinctness 
to any object whatsoever ; and from hence we may deduce the 
uselessness, if not the absurdity, of certain recent schemes which 
promise an artificial memory, but which in reality can only pro- 
duce a confusion and debasement of the fancy. Sound logic, as 
the habitual subordination of the individual to the species, and of 
the species to the genus ; philosophical knowledge of facts under 
the relation of cause and effect ; a cheerful and communicative 



* I am aware that this word orcurs neither 
tn Johnson's Dictionary nor in any classical 
writer. But the word, “to Intend,” which 
Newton and others before him employ in this 
sense, is now so completely appropriated to 
another meaning, that 1 could not use it with- 
out ambiguity : while to paraphrase the sense, 
■a by render intense, would often break up the 



sentence and destroy that harmony of tbs 
position of the words with the logical position 
of the thoughts, w hich Is a beauty in all com- 
position, and more especially desirable in a 
close philosophical investigation. I have 
therefore hazarded the word, intenti/yi 
though, I confess, it sounds uncouth to my 
own ear. 
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temper that disposes us to notice the similarities and contrasts of 
things, that we may be able to illustrate the one by the other ; a 
quiet conscience ; a condition free from anxieties : sound health, 
and above all (as far as relates to passive remembrance) a healthy 
digestion ; these are the best, these are the only Ai*ts of Memory/ 



CHAPTER VIII. 

The Bvstem of Dualism introduced by Des Cartes— Refined first by Spinoza and afterwardi 
by Leibnitz into the doctrine of Harmonia pnestabiltta— Uylozoism — Materialism — Nei- 
ther of these systems, on any possible theory of association, supplies or supersedes a theory 
of perception, or explains the formation of the associable. 

the best of my knowledge Des Cartes was the first philosopher 
who introduced the absolute and essential heterogeneity of the 
soul as intelligence, and the body as matter. The assumption and 
the form of speaking have remained, though the denial of all other 
properties to matter but that of extension, on which denial the 
whole system of dualism is grounded, has been long exploded. 
For since impenetrability is intelligible only as a mode of resist* 
ance, its admission places the essence of matter in an act or power 
which it possesses in common with gpirii, and body and spirit are 
therefore no longer absolutely heterogeneous, but may, without any 
absurdity, be supposed to be different modes, or degrees in perfec- 
tion, of a co mm on substratum. To this possibility, however, it was 
not the fashion to advert. The soul was a thinhing substance, and 
the body a space-filling substance. Yet the apparent action of each 
on the other pressed heavy on the philosopher on the one hand, and 
no less heavily on the other hand pressed the evident truth that the 
law of causality holds only between homogeneous things, i.e., things 
having some common property, and cannot extend from one world 
into anotlier, its opposite. A close analysis evinced it to be no less 
absurd than the question whether a man’s affection for his wife lay 
north-east or south-west of the love he bore towards his child P 
Leibnitz’s doctrine of a pre-established harmony, which he cer- 
tainly borrowed from Spinoza, who had himself taken the hint 
from Des Cartes’ animal machines, was, in its common interpreta- 
tion, too strange to survive the inventor, too repugnant to our 
common sense (which is not indeed entitled to a judicial voice in 
tile courts of scientific philosophy, but whose whispers still exert 
a strong secret influence). Even Wolf, the admirer and illustrious 
systematizer of the Leibnitzian doctrine, contents himself with do- 
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fending the possibility of the idea, but does not adopt it as a part 
of the edifice. 

The hypothesis of Hylozoism, on the other side, is the death of 
all rational physiology, and indeed of all physical science ; fur 
that requires a limitation of terms, and cannot consist with the 
arbitrary power of multiplying attributes by occult qualities. Be- 
sides, it answers no purpose ; unless, indeed, a difficulty can be 
solved by multiplying it, or that we can acquire a clearer notion of 
our soul by being told that we have a million souls, and that every 
atom of our bodies has a soul of its own. Far more prudent is it to 
admit the difficulty once for all, and then let it lie at rest. There 
is a sediment indeed at the bottom of the vessel, but all the water 
above it is clear and transparent. The Hylozoist only S;hakes it 
up, and renders the whole turbid. 

But it is not either the natiire of man or the duty of the philo- 
sopher to despair concerning any important problem, until, as in 
the squaring of the circle, the impossibility of a solution has been 
demonstrated. How the esse assumed as oiiginally distinct from 
the scire, can ever unite itseK with it ; how being can transform 
itself into a knowing, becomes conceivable on one only condition ; 
namely, if it can be shown that the vis representativa, or the Sen- 
tient, is itseK a species of being, i.e., either as a property or attri- 
bute, or as an hypostasis or self- subsistence. The former is indeed 
the assumption of mateirialism ; a system which could not but be 
patronized by the philosopher, if only it actually performed what 
it promises. But how any affection from without can metamor- 
phose itself into perception or wiU, the materialist has hithei'to 
left not only as incomprehensible as he found it, but has aggra- 
vated it into a comprehensible absurdity. For, grant that an 
object from without could act upon the conscious seH as on a 
consubstantial object ; yet such an affection could only engender 
something homogeneous with itself. Motion could only pro- 
pagate motion. Matter has no inward. We remove one surface, 
but to meet with another. We can but divide a particle into par- 
ticles ; and each atom comprehends in itself the properties of the 
material univei’se. Let any reflecting mind make the experiment 
of explaining to itself the evidence of our sensuous intuitions, from 
the hypothesis that in any given perception there is a something 
which has been commimicated to it by an impact or an impression 
ab extra. In the first place, by the impact on the percipient or ens 
representans, not the object itself, but only its action or effect, will 
pass into the same. Not the iron tongue, but its vibrations, pass 
into the metal of the belL Now, in our immediate perception, it 
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is not the mere power or act of the object, hut the object itsdlf, 
which is immediately present. We might indeed attempt to ex- 
plain this result by a chain of deductions and conclusions ; but 
that, first, the very faculty of deducing and concluding would 
equally demand an explanation; and, secondly, that there exists 
in fact no such intermediation by logical notions, such as those of 
cause and effect. It is the object itself, not the product of a 
syllogism, which is present to our consciousness. Or would we 
explain this supervention of the object to the sensation, by a pro- 
ductive faculty set in motion by an impulse ; still the transition 
into the percipient of the object itself, from which the impulse 
proceeded, assumes a power that can permeate and wholly possess 
the soul : 

“ And like a God by spirltnal art, 

Be all in all, and all In every part.” 

OOWLET. 

And how came the percipient here ? And what is become of the 
wonder-promising Matter, that was to perform all these marvels 
by force of mere figure, weight, and motion ? The most consistent 
proceeding of the dogmatic materialist is to fall back into the 
common rank of soul-and-bodyista ; to affect the mysterious, and 
declare the whole process a revelation given and not to be under- 
stood, which it would be profane to examine too closely. Datwr 
non inteUigitwr. But a revelation unconfirmed by miracles, and a 
faith not commanded by the conscience, a philosopher may venture 
to pass by, without suspecting himself of any irreligious tendency. 

Thus as materialism has been generally taught, it is utterly un- 
intelligible, and owes aU its proselytes to the propensity so com- 
mon among men, to mistake distinct images for clear conceptions, 
and vice versa, to reject as inconceivable whatever from its own 
nature is unimaginable. But as soon as it becomes intelligible, it 
ceases to be materialism. In order to explain thinking, as a ma- 
terial phenomenon, it is necessary to refine matter into a mere 
modification of intelligence, with the twofold function of appear- 
ing and perceiving. Even so did Priestley in his controversy with 
Price. He stripped matter of all its material properties, substi- 
tuted spiritual powers, and when we expected to find a body, be- 
hold, we had nothing but its ghost ! the apparition of a defunct 
substance ! 

I shall not dilate further on this subject, because it will (if God 
grant health and permission) be treated of at large and systemati- 
cally in a work which I have many years been preparing, on the 
Productive Logos human and divine, with, and as an introductioc 
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to, a ful] commentary on the Gospel of St.John. To make myself 
intelligible, as far as my present subject requires, it will be suffi- 
cient briefly to observe : 1. That all association demands and pre- 
supposes the existence of the thoughts and images to bo associated. 
2. The hypothesis of an extemal world exactly correspondent to 
those images or modifications of our own being, which alone (ac- 
cording to this system) we actually behold, is as thorough idealism 
as Berkeley’s, inasmuch as it equally (perhaps in a more perfect 
degree) removes all reality and immediateness of perception, and 
places us in a dream-world of phantoms and spectres, the inexpli- 
cable swarm and equivocal generation of motions in our own 
brains. 3. That this hypothesis neither involves the explanation, 
nor precludes the necessity, of a mechanism and co-adequate forces 
in the percipient, which at the more than magic touch of the impulse 
from without is to create anew for itself the correspondent object. 
The formation of a copy is not solved by the mere pre-existence 
of an original ; the copyist of RafFael’s Transfiguration must re- 
peat more or less perfectly the process of RatFael. It would be 
easy to explain a thought from the image on the retina, and that 
from the geometry of light, if this very light did not present the 
very same difficulty. We might as rationally chant the Brahmin 
creed of the toi*toise that supported the bear, that supported the 
elephant, that supported the world, to the tune of “ This is the 
house that Jack built.” The sic Deo placitum est we all admit as 
the sufficient cause, and the divine goodness as the sufficient 
reason ; but an answer to the whence ? and why ? is no answer to 
the how ? which alone is the physiologist’s concern. It is a mere 
soj>hisma pigrum, and (as Bacon hath said) the arrogance of pu- 
sillanimity, which lifts up the idol of a mortal’s fancy, and com- 
mands us to fall down and worship it as a work of divine wisdom, 
an ancile or palladium fallen from heaven. By the very same 
argument the supporters of the Ptolemaic system might have re- 
buffed the Newtonian, and pointing to the sky with self -com 
placent grin,* have appealed to common sense, whether the sun 
did not move and the earth stand stilL 

• “ Jkivl Coxrocbs vuHiaiab GerkeUr vlth a giin.*' 
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CHAPTER IX. 

if pjilosoph; possible as a science, and what are its conditions ? — Qiordano Bmno— Literary 
aristocracy, or the existence of a tacit compact aaong the learned as a privileged order 
— The author's obligations to the Mystics ; — ^to Immanuel Kant— The difference between 
the letter and the spirit of Kant’s writings, and a vindication of prudence in the teaching 
of philosophy — Fichte’s attempt to complete the aitlcal system — Its partial success 
and ultimate failure— Obligations to Scfaelling ; and among h^glish writers to Saumare^ 

A fter I had successively studied in the schools of Locke, 
Berkeley, Leibnitz, and Hartley, and could find in neither 
of them an abiding place for my reason, I began to ask myself. Is 
a system of philosophy, as different from mere histoiy and historic 
classification possible ? If possible, what are its necessary con- 
ditions P I was for a while disposed to answer the first question 
in the negative, and to admit that the sole practicable employ- 
ment for the human mind was to observe, to collect, and to 
classify. But I soon felt that human nature itself fought up 
against this wilful resignation of intellect ; and as soon did I find, 
that the scheme taken with aU its consequences and cleared of all 
inconsistencies was not less impracticable, than contra-nattu’al. 
Assume in its full extent the position, nihil in inteUectu qxwd non 
prills in sensu, without Leibnitz’s qualifying prceter ipsvm inteU 
leetwm, and in the same sense, in which it was imderstood by 
Hartley and OondiUac: and what Hume had demonstratively 
deduced from this concession concerning cause and effect, will 
apply with equal and crushing force to all the other eleven 
categorical forms,* and the logical functions corresponding to 
them. How can we make bricks without straw ? Or build with- 
out cement ? We learn all things indeed by occasion of expe- 
nence; but the very facts so learnt force us inward on the 
antecedents, that must be pre-supposed in order to render ex- 
perience itself possible. The first book of Locke’s Essays (if the 
supposed error, which it labours to subvert, be not a mere thing 
nf straw, an absurdity which no man ever did, or indeed ever 
could believe) is formed on a So^(o-/u> iTtpo(r)Ti)<Tfa)s, and involves 
the old mistake of cum hoc : ergo, propter hoc. 

The term. Philosophy, defines itseK as an affectionate seeking 
after the truth; but Truth is the correlative of Being. This 
again is no way conceivable, but by assuming as a postulate, that 
both ai'e ab initio, identical and co-inherent ; that inteUigence and 

* Vtdelioot; qoantity, quality, relation, and 106. See toe the Judicious remarks in Lociu 
mode, each consisting of three subdivisions. and Hume. 

V ide Kritik der rstuen Va-nurtf't, p. 85, and 
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being are reciprocally each other’s substrate. I presumed that 
this was a possible conception {i. e. that it involved no logical 
inconsonance) from the length of time during which the scholastic 
definition of the Supreme Being, as actus purissimus sine uUd poten- 
tialitate, was received in the schools of Theology, both by the 
Pontifician and the Reformed divines. The early study of Plato 
and Plotinus, with the commentaries and the Theologia Platonica 
of the illustrious Florentine ; of Proclus and Gemistius Pletho ; 
and at a later period of the “ Be Immenso et InnvmerabUi,” and 
the “Re la causa, principio et uno,” of the philosopher of Nola, 
who could boast of a Sir PhUip Sidney, and Fulke Greville among 
his patrons, and whom the idolaters of Reme burnt as an atheist 
in the year 1660 ; had all contributed to prepare my mind for the 
reception and welcoming of the Cogito quia sum, et sum quia 
Cogito; a philosophy of seeming hardihood, but certainly the 
most ancient, and therefore presumptively the most natural. 

Why need I be afraid ? Say rather how dare I be ashamed of 
the Teutonic theosophist, Jacob Behmen ? Many, indeed, and 
gross were his deliisions ; and such as furnish frequent and ample 
occasion for the triumph of the learned over the poor ignorant 
shoemaker, who had dared think for himseK. But while we 
remember that these delusions were such as might be anticipated 
from his utter want of all intellectual discipline, and from his 
ignorance of rational psychology, let it not be forgotten that the 
latter defect he had in common with the most learned theologians 
of his age. Neither with books nor with book-learned men was 
he conversant. A meek and shy quietist, his intellectual powers 
were never stimulated into feverous energy by crowds of prose- 
lytes, or by the ambition of proselyting. Jacob Behmen was an 
enthusiast in the strictest sense, as not merely distinguished, but 
as contra-distinguished, from a fanatic. While I in part translate 
the following observations from a contemporary writer of the 
Continent, let me be permitted to premise, that I might have 
transcribed the substance from memoranda of my own, which 
were written many years before his pamphlet was given to the 
world ; and that I prefer another’s words to my own, partly as a 
tribute due to priority of publication; but stdl more from the 
pleasure of sympathy in a case where coincidence only was 
possible. 

Whoever is acquainted with the history of philosophy during 
the two or three last centuries, cannot but admit that there 
appears to have existed a sort of secret and tacit compact among 
the learned, not to pass beyond a certain limit in speculative 
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science. The privilege of free thought, so highly extolled, has at 
no time been held valid in actual practice, except within this 
limit ; and not a single stride beyond it has ever been ventured 
without bringing obloquy on the transgressor. The few men of 
genius among the learned class, who actually did overstep this 
boundary, anxiously avoided the appearance of having so done. 
Therefore the true depth of science, and the penetration to the 
inmost centre, from which all the lines of knowledge diverge to 
their ever distant circumference, was abandoned to the illiterate 
and the simple, whom imstilled yearning, and an original ebul- 
liency of spirit, had urged to the investigation of the indwelling 
and living ground of all things. These then, because their names 
had never been enrolled in the guilds of the learned, were perse- 
cuted by the registered livery-men as interlopers on their rights 
and privileges. All without distinction were branded as fanatics 
and phantasts ; not only those whose wild and exorbitant imagi- 
nations had actually engendered only extravagant and grotesque 
phantasms, and whose productions were, for the most part, poor 
copies and gross caricatures of genuine inspiration ; but the truly 
inspired likewise, the originals themselves ! And this for no 
other reason, but because they were the unlearned, men of humble 
and obscure occupations. When, and from whom among the 
literati by profession, have we ever heard the divine doxology 
repeated, “ I thank Thee 0 Father ! Lord of Heaven and Earth ! 
heeause Thou hast hid these things from the wise and prudent, and 
hast revealed them unto bahes.” * No ! the haughty priests of 
learning, not only banished from the schools and marts of science 
all who had dared draw living waters from the fountain, but drove 
them out of the very Temple, which meantime the buyers, and 
sellers, and money-changers were suffered to make a den of thieves. 

And yet it would not be easy to discover any substantial ground 
for this contemptuous pride in those literati, who have most dis- 
tinguished themselves by their scorn of Behmen, De Thoyras, 
George Fox, &c. ; unless it be that they could write orthogra- 
phicaUy, make smootli periods,-and had the fashions of authorship 
almost literally at their fingers’ ends, while the latter, in simplicity 
of soul, made their words immediate echoes of their feelings. 
Hence the frequency of those phrases among them, which have 
been mistaken for pretences to immediate inspiration; as for 
instance, “ It was delivered unto me “ I strove not to speak “ 1 
said, I will be silent “ but the word was in my heart as a burning 
fire;” “and I could not forbear.” Hence too the unwillingness to 

* Lake. x. 21. 
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give offence ; hence the foresight, and the dread of the clamours 
which would be raised against them, so frequently avowed in the 
widtings of these men, and expressed, as was natm'al, in the words 
of the only book with which they were familiar. “ Woe is me 
that I am become a man of strife, and a man of contention; ] 
love peace : the souls of men are dear unto me : yet because 1 
seek for light every one of them doth curse me !” O ! it requires 
deeper feeling and a stronger imagination than belong to most of 
those to whom reasoning and fluent expression have been as a trade 
learnt in boyhood, to conceive with what might, with what inward 
strivings and commotion, the conception of a new and vital truth 
takes possession of an uneducated man of genius. His meditations 
are almost inevitably employed on the eternal or the everlasting ; 
for “ the world is not his friend, nor the world’s law.” Need we, 
then, be surprised that, under an excitement at once so strong 
and so unusual, the man’s body should sympathise with the 
struggles of his mind; or that he should at times be so far 
deluded as to mistake the tumultuous sensations of his nerves, and 
the co-existing spectres of his fancy, as parts or symbols of the 
truths which wei-e opening on him ? It has indeed been plausibly 
observed, that in order to derive any advantage, or to collect any 
intelligible meaning from the writings of these ignorant Mystics, 
the reader must bring with him a spirit and judgment superior 
to that of the writers themselves : 

" And what he brings, what needs be elsewhere seek 

Paradise Keoaihed. 

— A sophism, which I fully agree with Warburton, is unworthy of 
Milton ; how much more so of the awful Person in whose mouth 
he has placed it ? One assertion I will venture to make, as sug- 
gested by my own experience, that there exist folios on the human 
understariding, and the nature of man, which would have a far 
juster claim to their high rank and celebrity, if in the whole huge 
volume there could be found as much fulness of heart and intellect 
as burst forth in many a simple page of George Fox, Jacob 
Behmen, and even of Behmen’s commentator, the pious and fervid 
William Law. 

The feeling of gratitude, which I cherish towards these men, 
has caused me to digress further than I had foreseen or proposed ; 
but to have passed them over in an historical sketch of my literary 
life and opinions, would have seemed to me like the denial of a 
debt, the concealment of a boon. For the writings of these 
Mystics acted in no slight degi'ee to prevent my mind from being 



Digitized by Google 




70 



BiograpKia Literaria. 

imprisoned within the outline of any single dogmatic system. 
They contributed to keep alive the heart in the head; gave me 
an indistinct, yet stirring and working presentiment, that all the 
products of the mere reflective faculty partook of death, and were 
as the rattling twigs and sprays in winter, into which a sap was 
yet to be propelled, from some root to which I had not penetrated, 
if they were to afford my soul either food or shelter. If they 
were too often a moving cloud of smoke to me by day, yet they 
were always a piUar of fire throughout the night, during my 
wanderings through the wilderness of doubt, and enabled me to 
skirt, without crossing, the sandy deserts of utter unbelief. That 
the system is capable of being converted into an irreligious 
Pantheism, I well know. The Ethics of Spinoza may, or may not, 
be an instance. But at no time could I believe, that in itself and 
essentially it is incompatible with religion, natural, or revealed : 
and now I am most thoroughly persuaded of the contrary. The 
writings of the illustrious sage of Konigsberg, the founder of the 
Critical Philosophy, more than any other work, at once invigor- 
ated and disciplined my understanding. The origpnaJity, the 
depth, and the compression of the thoughts; the novelty and 
subtlety, yet solidity and importance, of the distinctions; the 
adamantine chain of the logic ; and 1 will venture to add (paradox 
as it will appear to those who have taken their notion of Immanuel 
Kant, from Reviewers and Frenchmen) the clearness and evidence 
of the Critique of the Pure Reason; of the Judgment; of the 
Metaphysical Elements of Natural Philosophy, and of his Religion 
within the bounds of Pure Reason, took possession of me as with 
a giant’s hand. After fifteen years fa mili arity with them, I still 
read these and all his other productions with undiminished de- 
light and increasing admiration. The few passages that remained 
obscure to me, after due efforts of thought, (as the chapter on 
original apperception), and the apparent contradictions which 
occur, I soon found were hints and insinuations referring to ideas, 
which Kant either did not think it prudent to avow, or which he 
considered as consistently left behind in a pure analysis, not of 
human nature in toto, but of the speculative intellect alone. 
Here therefore he was constrained to commence at the point of 
reflection, or natural consciousness : while in his moral system he 
was permitted to assume a higher ground (the autonomy of the 
will) as a postulate deducible from the tmconditional command, 
or (in tbe technical language of his school) the categorical im- 
perative, of the conscience. He had been in imminent danger of 
persecution during the reign of the late king of Prussia, that 
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■trange compound of lawless debauchery and priest-ridden super- 
stition : and it is probable that he had little inclination, in his 
old age, to act over again the fortunes and hair-breadth escapes 
of WoK. The expulsion of the first among Kant’s disciples, who 
attempted to complete his system, from the university of Jena, 
with the confiscation and prohibition of the obnoxious work by 
the joint efforts of the courts of Saxony and Hanover, supplied 
experimental proof that the venerable old man’s caution was not 
gro\mdless. In spite therefore of his own declarations, I could 
never beUeve it was possible for him to have meant no more by 
his Nowmenon, or Thing in Itself, than his mere words express; 
or that in his own conception he confined the whole plastic power 
to the forms of the intellect, leaving for the external cause, for the 
materiale of our sensations, a matter without form, which is 
doubtless inconceivable. I entertained doubts likewise, whether 
in his own mind, he even laid all the stress, which he appears to 
do, on the moral postulates. 

An idea, in the highest sense of that word, cannot be conveyed 
but by a symbol ; and, except in geometry, all symbols of neces- 
sity involve an apparent contradiction. 4>a>vt]<rf SweToltriu : and for 
those who could not pierce through this symbolic husk, his writings 
were not intended. Questions which cannot be fully answered 
without exposing the respondent to personal danger, are not en- 
titled to a fair answer ; and yet to say this openly would in many 
cases furnish the very advantage which the adversary is insidi- 
ously seeking after. Veracity does not consist in saying, but in 
the intention of communicating truth ; and the philosopher who 
cannot utter the whole truth without conveying falsehood, and at 
the same time, perhaps, exciting the most malignant passions, is 
constrained to express himself either mythically or equivocally. 
When Kant therefore was importimed to settle the disputes of 
his commentators himself, by declaring what he meant, how could 
ho decline the honours of martyrdom with less offence, than by 
simply replying, “ I meant what I said, and at the age of near 
fourscore, I have something else, and more important to do, than 
to write a commentary on my own works.” 

Fichte’s Wissenschaftslehre, or Lore of Ultimate Science, was to 
add the key-stone of the arch : and by commencing with an act, 
instead of a thing or substance, Fichte assuredly gave the first 
mortal blow to Spinozism, as taught by Spinoza himself; and 
supplied the idea of a system truly metaphysical, and of a meta- 
physique truly systematic: (i. e. having its spring and principle 
within itself.) But this fundamental idea he overbuilt with a 
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lieavy mass of mere notions, and psychological acts of arbiti’ai'y 
reflection. Thus his theory degenerated into a cmde egoiemvs,* 
a boastful and hyperstoic hostility to Nature, as lifeless, godless, 
and altogether unholy : while his religion consisted in the assump- 
tion of a mere ordo ordinam, which we were permitted exoterice to 
call God ; and his ethics in an ascetic, and almost monkish, mortifi- 
cation of the natural passions and desires. 

In Schelling’s Natur- Philosophie, and the System des transcen- 
dentalen Idealismus, I first found a genial coincidence with much 
that I had toiled out for myself, and a powerful assistance in 
what I had yet to do. 

I have introduced this statement as appropriate to the narrative 
nature of this sketch ; yet rather in reference to the work which 
I hive announced in a preceding page, than to my present sub- 
ject. It would be but a mere act of justice to myself, were I to 
warn my future readers, that an identity of thought, or even 
similarity of phrase will not be at all times a certain proof that 
the passage has been borrowed from Schelling, or that the con- 
ceptions were originally learnt from him. In this instance, as 
in the dramatic lectures of Schlegel to which I have before 
alluded, from the same motive of self-defence against the charge 
of plagiarism, many of the most striking resemblances, indeed all 
the main and fundamental ideas, were born and matured in my 
mind before I had ever seen a single page of the German Philo- 
sopher; and I might indeed affirm with truth, before the more 
important works of Schelling had been written, or at least made 



• The following burlesque on the Fichtean 
Egoistnus may, perhaps, be amusing to the 
few who have studied the system, and to 
those who are unacquainted with it, may con- 
vey as tolerable a likeness of Fichte’s idealism 
as can be expected from an avowed carica- 
ture. 

The categorical imperative, or the annuncia- 
tion of the new Teutonic God, 'ErflENKAI- 
IIAN, a dithyrambic Ode, by Qbkrkopp Von 
KtuamcK, Grammarian, and Subrector in 
Gymnasio. •••• 

Eu! Dei vicet gerens, ipse Dirus, 

(Speak English. Friend !) the God /mpero- 
tivus. 

Here on this market-cross aloud 1 cry : 

1, I. I ! 1 itself J ? 

■J'he form and the substance, the what and 
the why. 

The when and the where, and the low and 
the high, 

The inside and outside, the earth and the 
sky, 

I, you, and he, and he, you and 1, 

Ail souls and all bodies are 1 itself 1 1 



All I itself 1 1 

(Fools I a truce with this starting !) 
All my 1 ! all my 1 1 

He's a heretic dog who but adds Betty 
Martin 1 

Thus cried the God with high imperial tone: 
In robe of stiffest state, that scoff’d at 
beauty, 

A pronoun-verb imperative he shone — 
Then substantive and plural-singular 
grown 

He thus spake on ! Behold in I alone 
(For ethics boast a syntax of their own) 

Or if in ye, yet as I doth depute ye, 

In 0 1 J, you, the vocaiive o duty : 

I of the world s whole Lexicon the root I 
Of the whole universe of touch, .sound, sight 
The genitive and ablative to boot: 

The accusative of wrong, the nom’natlve 
of right. 

And in all cases the case absolute ! 
Sell-construed, I all other moods decline t 
Imperative, from nothing we derive us; 

Yet as a sui>er-postulate of mine. 
Unconstrued antecedimce 1 assign 
To X, Y, the God Intiiutivus 1 
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public. Nor is this coincidence at all to be wondered at. vVe 
had studied in the same school; been disciplined by the same 
preparatory philosonhy,- namely, the writings of Kant; we had 
both equal obligations to the polar logic and dynamic philosophy 
of Giordano Bruno ; and Schelling has lately, and, as of recent 
acquisition, avowed that same affectionate reverence for the 
laboui‘8 of Behmen, and other mystics, which I had formed at a 
much earlier period. The coincidence of Schelling’s system with 
certain general ideas of Behmen, he declares to have been mere 
coincidence; while my obligations have been more direct. He 
needs give to Behmen only feelings of sympathy; while I owe 
him a debt of gratitude. God forbid ! that I should be suspected 
of a wish to enter into a rivalry with Schelling for the honours so 
unequivocally his right, not only as a great and original genius, 
but as the founder of the Philosophy of Nature, and as the most 
successful improver of the Dynamic* System which, begun by 
Bruno, was re-introduced (in a more philosophical form, and 
freed from all its impurities and visionary accompaniments) by 
Kant; in whom it was the native and necessary gi'owth of his 
own system. Kant’s followers, however, on whom (for the greater 
part) their master’s cloak had fallen without, or with a veiy 
scanty portion of, his spirit, had adopted his dynamic ideas, only 
as a more refined species of mechanics. With exception of one 



* It would be an act of high and almost 
criminal Irtjustice to pa.ss over in silence the 
name of Mr. Richard Saumarez, a gentleman 
equally well known as a medical man and as 
a philanthropist, but who demands notice on 
tlie present occasion as the author of “ a new 
System of Physiology ” in two roinmes 
octavo, published 1797 ; and in 1812 of “ An 
Examination of the natural and artifldal 
Systems of Philosophy wliich now prevail ’’ 
in one volume octavo, entitled, “ The Ihlnci- 
ples of physiological and physical Science.” 
The latter work is not quite equal to the 
former in style or arran^ment ; and there 
ts a greater necessity of distinguishing the 
principles of the author’s philosophy from his 
conjectures concerning colour, the atmos- 
pheric matter, comet-s Ac. which whether 
just or erroneous are bv no means necessary 
consequences of that philosophv. Yet even 
in this department of this volume, which 1 
regi\rd as comparatively the inferior work, 
the reasonings by which Mr Saunurez inva- 
lidates the immanence of an inlinite power in 
any finite substance are the offspring of no 
common mind ; and the experiment on the 
expansibility of the air is at least phiuslble 
and highly ingenious. But the merit, which 
will secure both to tlic book and to the writer 
a high and honorable name with posterity, 
p. insists in the masterly tore* of reasoning. 



and the copiousness of induction, with which 
he has assailed, and (in my opinion) sub- 
verted the tyranny of the mechanic system in 
physiology ; established not only the existence 
of final causes, but their necessity and effici- 
ency in every system that merits the name 
of philosophical ; .tnd substituting life and 
progressive power, for the contradictory 
inrrt /met, has a right to be known and re- 
memlxred us the first instaurator of the 
dyiuimic philosophy in England. The author’s 
views, as far as concerns himself, are un- 
borrowed and completely bis own, as he nei- 
ther possessed, nor do his writings dbcover, 
the least acquaintance with tlie works of 
Kant, in which the germs of the philosophy 
exist ; and his volumes were published 
many years before the full development of 
these genus by Schelling. Mr. Saumarez’s 
detection of the Braunonian system was no 
light or ordinary service at the time ; and 1 
scarcely remember in any work on any sub- 
ject a confutation so thoroughly satisfactory. 
It is sufficient at this time to have stated the 
fact ; as in the preface to the work, which I 
have already announced on the Logos, 1 have 
exhibited In detail the merits of this w riter, 
and genuine philosopher, who needed only 
have taken his foundations somewhat deeper 
and wider to have superseded a ooi<sii]erabls 
part of my Uboors. 
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or two fundamental ideas, which cannot be withheld from Fichte, 
to Schelling we owe the completion, and the most important 
victories, of this revolution in philosophy. To me it will bo 
happiness and honour enough, should I succeed in rendering the 
system itself intelligible to my countrymen, and in the application 
of it to the most awful of subjects for the most impoitant of pui*- 
poses. Whether a work is the oflFspring of a man’s own spirit, 
and the product of original thinking, will be discovered by those 
who are its sole legitimate judges, by better tests than the mere 
reference to dates. For readers in general, let whatever shall be 
found in this or any future work of mine that resembles, or coin- 
cides with, the doctrines of my German predecessor, though con- 
temporary, be wholly attributed to him : provided, that the absence 
of distinct references to his books, which I could not at aU times 
make with truth as designating citations or thoughts actually de- 
rived from him; and which, I trust, would, after this general 
acknowledgment be superfluous ; be not charged on me as an un- 
generous concealment or intentional plagiarism. 1 have not 
indeed {eheui res angusta domil) been hitherto able to procure 
more than two of his books, viz. the 1st volume of his collected 
Tracts, and his System of Transcendental Idealism; to which, 
however, I must add a small pamphlet against Fichte, the spirit 
of which was to my feelings painfully incongruous with the prin- 
ciples, and which (with the usual allowance afforded to an anti- 
thesis) displayed the love of wisdom rather than the wisdom of 
love. I regard truth as a divine ventriloquist : I care not from 
whose mouth the soimds are supposed to proceed, if only the 
words are audible and intelligible. “ Albeit, I must confess to be 
half in doubt, whether I should bring it forth or no, it being so 
contrary to the eye of the world, and the world so potent in most 
men’s hearts, that I shall endanger either not to be regarded or 
not to be understood.” — Milton : Reason of Church Government. 

And to conclude the subject of citation, with a cluster of cita- 
tions, which, as taken from books not in common use, may contri- 
bute to the reader’s amusement, as a voluntary before a sermon. 
“ Dolei mihi quidem deliciis literarum inescaios suhito jam homines 
adeo esse, prcesertim qui Christianos se profitentur, et ley ere nisi quod 
ad delectatioTiem facit, sustineant nihil : unde et disciplined severiores 
et philosophia ipsa jam fere prorsus etiam a doctis negliguntur. 
Quod quidem propositum studiorum, nisi mature corrigitur, tam 
magnum rebus incommodum dahit, quam dedit Barbaries olim. 
Periinax res Barbaries est,fateor ; sed minus potest tcunen, quam ilia 
nwUities et persuasa prudeutia literarum, quee si rations caret. 
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aapientice virtviiaque specie mortalea miaero circumducit. Succedei 
igitur, vi arbitror, hand ita muUo post, pro rusticana seculi nostri 
rvditate captatrix ilia communi-loquentia robw animi virilis omne, 
omnem virtutem masculam profiigatura, nisi eavetur”* A too pro- 
phetic remark, which has been in fulfilment from the year 1680, to 
the present 1815. N.B. By persuasa prudentia, Grynajus means 
self-complacent common sense as opposed to science and philoso- 
phic reason. 

“ Est medius ordo et velut eguestris Ingeniorum quidem sagacium 
et rebus humanis commodorwm, non tamen in primam magnUudinem 
patentivm. Eorum hominwm, vl ita dicam, major annona est. 
Sedvlum esse, nihil temere loqui, assuescere lahori, et imagine pru- 
dentiae et modesties tegere angustiores partes captus dum exercita- 
Uonem et usum, quo isti in civilibus rebus poUent, pro natura et mag- 
nitudine ingenii plerique accipiunt,” — Babclaii Aboenis, p. 71. 

“ As therefore, physicians are many times forced to leave such 
methods of curing as themselves know to be fittest, and being 
over-ruled by the sick man’s impatience, are fain to try the best 
they can : in like sort, considering how the case doth stand with 
the present age, full of tongue and weak of brain, behold we 
would {if our subject permitted it) yield to the stream thereof. 
That way we would be contented to prove our thesis, which being 
the worse in itself, notwithstanding is now by reason of common 
imbecility the fitter and likelier to be brooked.” — Hookeb. 

If this fear could be rationally entertained in the controversial 
age of Hooker, under the then robust discipline of the scholastic 
logic, pardonably may a writer of the present times anticipate a 
scanty audience for abstrusest themes, and truths that can neither 
be communicated or received without effort of thought, as well 
as patience of attention. 

* Cbe s'lo non eiro al calcolar de’ pnnti. 

Par ch’ Atinina Stella a no! predomini, 

E'l Somaro e’l Caatron ai Elan congiuntl. 

11 tempo d'Apuleio pin non si nomlnl : 

Che sc allora an sol Huom sembrava on Asino, 

Mille Asini a' miei dl rassembran Huomlnl I” 

Di Selvatob Bosa Satis. 1. L la 

* Simon ORTNiBL's, eandido Uetori, prefixed to the Isttin transUUon of Plato I 7 Harsilhu 
PlctnoE. Lngduni, 1S61. 
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CHAPTER X. 

\ chapter of ligre^aion and anecdotes, as an interlude presedii g that on the nature and 
genesis of the imagination or plastic power — On pedantry and pedantic expressions— Ad- 
vice to young authors respecting publication — Various anecdotes of the author's literary 
life, and the progress of bis opinions in religion and politics. 

“ Esemplastic. The word is not in Johnson, nor have I met 
with it elsewhere.” Neither have I ! I constructed it myself from 
the Greek words, eU tv i^Xarruv i.e. to shape into one ; because, 
having to convey a new sense, I thought that a new term would 
both aid the recollection of my meaning, and prevent its being 
confotmded with the usual import of the word, imagination, 
“ But this is pedantry !” Not necessarily so, I hope. If I am not 
mis-informed, pedantry consists in the use of words unsuitable to 
the time, place, and company. The language of the market 
would be in the schools as pedantic, though it might not be re- 
probated by that name, as the language of the schools in the 
market. The mere man of the world, who insists that no other 
terms but such as occur in common conversation should be em- 
ployed in a scientific disquisition, and with no greater precision, 
is as truly a pedant as the man of letters, who either over-rating 
the acquirements of his auditors, or misled by his own familiarity 
with t«;hnical or scholastic terms, converses at the wine-table 
with his mind fixed on his museum or laboratory ; even though 
the latter jiedant instead of desiring his wife to make the tea, 
should bid her add to the guant. euff. of thea Sinensis the oxyd of 
hydrogen saturated with caloric. To use the colloquial (and in 
truth somewhat vulgar) metaphor, if the pedant of the cloister, 
and the pedant of the lobby, both smell equally of the shop, yet 
the odour from the Russian binding of good old authentic -look- 
ing folios and quartos is less annoying than the steams from the 
tavern or bagnio. Nay, though the pedantiy of the scholar 
should betray a little ostentation, yet a well-conditioned mind 
would more easily, methinks, tolerate the fox brush of learned 
vanity, than the sans culotterie of a contemptuous ignorance, that 
assumes :: a merit from mutilation in the self -consoling sneer at 
the pompous incumbrance of tails. 

The first lesson of philosophic discipline is to wean the student’s 
attention from the degrees of things, which fflone form the voca- 
bulary of common life, and to direct it to the kind abstracted 
fiom degree. Thus the chemical student is taught not to be 
startled at disquisitions on the heat in ice, or on latent and fixiblc 
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light In such discourse the instructor han no other alternative 
than either to use old words with new meanings (the plan adopted 
by Daiwin in his Zoonomia ;) or to introduce new terms, after the 
example of Linnaeus, and the framers of the present chemical 
nomenclature. The latter mode is evidently preferable, were it 
only that the former demands a twofold exertion of thought in 
one and the same act. For the reader (or hearer) is required not 
only to learn and bear in mind the new definition ; but to un- 
learn, and keep out of his view, the old and habitual meaning ; a 
far more difficult and perplexing task, and for which the mere 
semblance of eschewing pedantry seems to me an inadequate com- 
pensation. Where indeed, it is in our power to recall an appro- 
propriate teim that had without sufficient reason become obsolete, 
it is doubtless a less evil to restore than to coin anew. Thus to 
express in one word all that appertains to the perception consi- 
dered as passive, and merely recipient, I have adopted from our 
elder classics the word sensuovs ; becaiise sensual is not at present 
used, except in a bad sense, or at least as a moral distinction, 
while sensitive and sensible would each convey a different meaning. 
Thus too I have followed Hooker, Sanderson, Milton, &c. in 
designating the immediateness of any act or object of knowlege 
by the word intuition, used sometimes subjectively, sometimes 
objectively, even as we use the word thought ; now as the thought, 
or act of thinking, and now as a thought, or the object of our 
reflection ; and we do this without confusion or obscurity. The 
very words, objective and subjective, of such constant recurrence in 
the schools of yore, I have ventured to re-introduce, because I 
could not so briefly or conveniently, by any more familiar terms, 
distinguish the percipere from the pereipi. Lastly, I have cau- 
tiously discriminated the terms, the reason, and the imderstand- 
ing, encouraged and confirmed by the authority of our genuine 
divines, and philosophers, before the Revolution. 

" both life, and sense, 

Fancy, and understanding : whence the soul 
Reason receives, and reason is her being. 

Discursive or intuitive. Discourse* 

Is oftest your’s. tlie latter most is oar’s. 

Differing but in degree, in kind the same.” 

PanaDisE Lost, Book V. 



• But for sundry notes on Shakespeare, &c. the mind, the processes of generalization and 
which have fallen in my way, 1 should have subsumption, of deduction and com lusion. 
deemed It unnecessary to observe, that dis- Thus Philosophy has hitherto been dtsciir- 
course here, or elsewhere, does not mean what slve: while Geometry is always am. essen- 
me DOW call discoursing ; but thedisenrsioD of tially intuitive. 
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I say, that I was confirmed by authority so venerable : for I had 
previous and higher motives in my own conviction of the import- 
ance, nay, of the necessity of the distinction, as both an indispen- 
sable condition and a vital part of all sound speculation in 
metaphysics, ethical or theological. To establish this distinction 
was one main object of The Friend ; if even in a biography of my 
own literary life I can with propriety refer to a work which was 
printed rather than published, or so published that it had been 
well for the unfortunate author if it had remained in manuscript ! 
I have even at this time bitter cause for remembering that, which 
a number of my subscribers have but a trifiing motive for forget- 
ting. This effusion might have been spared ; but I would feign 
flatter myself that the reader will be less austere than an oriental 
professor of the bastinado, who, during an attempt to extort per 
argumentum bacidinum a full confession from a culprit, inter- 
rupted his outcry of pain by reminding him, that it was “ a mere 
digression !” “ All this noise. Sir ! is nothing to the point, and no 
sort of answer to my questions !” “ Ah ! but ” (replied the suf- 
ferer) “ it is the most pertinent reply in nature to your blows.” 

An imprudent man of common goodness of heart, cannot but 
wish to turn even his imprudences to the benefit of others, as far 
as this is possible. If therefore any one of the readers of this 
semi-narrative shoxdd be preparing or intending a periodical 
work, 1 warn him, in the first place, against trusting in the 
number of names on his subscription list. For he cannot be 
certain that the names were put down by sufficient authority ; or 
should that be ascertained, it still remains to be known whether 
they were not extorted by some over zealous friend’s importunity; 
whether the subscriber had not yielded his name merely from 
want of courage to answer, no ! and with the intention of drop- 
ping the work as soon as possible. One gentleman procured me 
nearly a hundred names for The Friend, and not only took 
frequent opportunity to remind me of his success in his canvass, 
but laboured to impress my mind with the sense of the obligation, 
I was imder to the subscribers ; for (as he very pertinently admo- 
nished me) “ fifty-two shillings a year was a large sum to be 
bestowed on one individual, where there were so many objects of 
charity with strong claims to the assistance of the benevolent.” 
Of these hundred patrons ninety threw up the publication before 
the fourth number, without any notice ; though it was well known 
to them, that in consequence of the distance, and the slowness 
and irregularity of the conveyance, I was compelled to lay in a 
stock of stamp^ paper for at least eight weeks beforehand ; each 
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rheei of which stood me in five-pence previous to its airival at my 
printer’s ; though the subscription money was not to be received 
till the twenty-first week after the commencement of the work ; 
and lastly, though it was in nine cases out of ten impracticable 
for me to receive the money for two or three numbers without 
paying an equal sum for the postage. 

In confirmation of my first caveat, I will select one fact among 
many. On my list of subscribers, among a considerable number 
of names equally flattering, was that of an Earl of Cork, with his 
address. He might as well have been an Earl of Bottle for aught 
I knew of him, who had been content to reverence the peerage in 
abstracio, rather than in concretis. Of course The Friend was 
regularly sent as far, if I remember right, as the eighteenth 
number: i.e., till a fortnight before the subscription was to be 
paid. And lo ! just at this time I received a letter from his lord- 
ship, reproving me in language far more lordly than courteous 
for my impudence in directing my pamphlets to him, who knew 
nothing of me or my work ! Seventeen or eighteen numbers of 
which, however, his lordship was pleased to retain, probably for 
the culinary or the post-culinary conveniences of his servants. 

Secondly, I warn all others from the attempt to deviate from 
the ordinary mode of publishing a work by the trade. I thought, 
indeed, that to the purchaser it was indifferent whether thirty 
per cent, of the purchase-money went to the booksellers or to the 
government ; and that the convenience of receiving the work by 
the post at his own door would give the preference to the latter. 
It is hard, I own, to have been labouring for years in collecting 
and arranging the materials ; to have spent every shilling that 
coiild be spared after the necessaries of life had been furnished, 
in buying books, or in joumies for the purpose of consulting them, 
or of ecquiring facts at the foxmtain head ; then to buy the paper, 
pay for the printing, &c., aU at least fifteen per cent, beyond what 
the trade would have paid ; and then after all to give thirty pet 
cent., not of the net profits, but of the gross results of the sale, tc 
a man who has merely to give the books shelf or warehouse room, 
and pennit his apprentice to hand them over the counter to those 
who may ask for them ; and this too copy by copy, although if 
the work be on any philosophical or scientific subject, it may be 
years before the edition is sold off. All this, I confess, must 
seem a hardship, and one, to which the products of industry in 
no other mode of exertion are subject. Yet even this is better, 
far better, than to attempt in any way to unite the fxmctions of 
author and publisher. But the most prudent mode is to sell the 
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copyright, at least of one or more editions, for the most that the 
trade will offer. By few only can a large remuneration be 
expected; but fifty pounds and ease of mind are of more real 
advantage to a literary man, than the chance of five hundred with 
the certainty of insult and degrading anxieties. I sh:dl have 
been grievoaisly misunderstood if this statement should be inter- 
preted as written with the desire of detracting from the chai'iicter 
of booksellers or publishers, The individuals did not make the 
laws and customs of their trade, but, as in every other trade, take 
them as they find them. Till the evil can be proved to be remove- 
able and without the substitution of an equal or greater incon- 
venience, it were neither wise or manly even to complain of it. 
But to use it as a pretext for speaking, or even for thinking or 
feeling, unkindly or opprobriously of the tradesmen, as individuals, 
would be something worse than unwise or even than unmanly ; it 
would be immoral and calumnious ! My motives point in a far 
different direction and to far other objects, as will be seen in the 
conclusion of the chapter. 

A learned and exemplary old clergyman, who many years ago 
went to his reward followed by the regrets and blessings of his 
flock, published at his own expense two volumes octavo, entitled, 
A New Theoiy of Redemption. The work was most severely 
handled in the Monthly or Critical Review, I forget which, and this 
unpi’ovoked hostility became the good old man’s favourite topic of 
conversation among his friends. Well ! (he used to exclaim) in 
the second edition I shall have an opportimity of exposing both 
the ignorance and the malignity of the anonymous critic. Two 
or three years however passed by without any tidings from the 
bookseller, who had imdertaken the printing and publication ot 
the work, and who was perfectly at his ease, as the author was 
known to be a man of large property. At length the accounts 
were written for ; and in the course of a few weeks they were 
presented by the rider for the house, in person. My old friend 
put on his spectacles, and holding the scroll with no very finn 
hand, began “ Paper, so rtiuch : Oh, moderate enough — not at all 
beyond my expectation ! Printing, so much ; well ! moderate 
enough ! Stitching, covers, advertisements, carriage, &c., so much," 
— Still nothing amiss. Selleridge (for orthography is no necessary 
part of a bookseller’s literary acquirements) £3 3s. “ Bless me ! 
only three guineas for the what d’ye call it ? the selleridge ?” “ No 
more, sir,” replied the rider. “ Nay, but that is too moderate,” 
rejoined my old friend. “ Only three guineas for selling a thou- 
sand copies of a work m two volumes ?” „ Oh, sir !” cries the 
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jotmg travoller. “ you have mistaken the word. There have been 
none of them sold ; they have be<Ji sent hack from London long 
ago ; and this £3 3s. is for the cellarage, or warehouse-room in our 
book cellar.” The work was in consequence preferred from the 
ominous cellar of the publisher’s to the author’s garret ; and on 
presenting a copy to an acquaintance, the old gentleman used to 
teU the anecdote with great humour and still greater good 
nature. 

With equal lack of worldly knowledge, I was a far more than 
equal sufferer for it, at the very outset of my authorship. Towai’d 
the close of the first year from the time that, in an inauspicious 
hour, I left the friendly cloisters and the happy gi’ove of quiet, 
ever honoured Jesus College, Cambridge, I was persuaded by 
sundry philanthropists and anti-polemists to set on foot a periodi- 
cal work, entitled The Watchman, that (according to the general 
motto of the work) all might know the truth, and that the truth 
might make us free I In order to exempt it from the stamp-tax, 
and likewise to contribute as little as possible to the supposed 
guilt of a war against freedom, it was to be published on every 
eighth day, thirty-two pages, large octavo, closely printed, and 
price only fourpence. Accordingly with a fiaming prospectus, 
“ Knowledge is Power,” “ To cry the state of the political atmo- 
sphere,” and so forth, I set off on a tour to the north, from Bristol 
to Sheffield, for the purpose of procuring customers, preaching by 
the way in most of the great towns, as an hireless volunteer, in a 
blue coat and white waistcoat, that not a rag of the woman of 
Babylon might be seen on me. For I was at that time and long 
after, though a Trinitarian (i.e., ad normam Platonis) in philoso- 
phy, yet a zealous Unitarian in religion ; more accurately, I was 
a psilanthropist, one of those who believe our Lord to have been 
the real Son of Joseph, and who lay the main stress on the Resur- 
rection rather than on the Crucifixion. O ! never can I remember 
those days with either shame or regret. For I was most sincere, 
most disinterested ! My opinions were indeed in many and most 
important points erroneous; but my heart was single. Wealth, 
rank, life itself, then seemed cheap to me, compared with the inte- 
rests of (what I believed to be) the truth, and the will of my 
Maker. I cannot even accuse myself of having been actuated by 
vanity ; for in the expansion of my enthusiasm I did not think of 
myself at all. 

My campaign commenced at Birmingham ; and my first attack 
was on a rigid Calvinist, a tallow-chandler by trade. He was a 
tall dingy man, in whom length was so predominant over breadth, 

a 
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that he might almost have been boiTowed for a foundry poker. 
O that face I a face kut en(()a(riv ! I have it before me at this 
moment. The lank, black, twine-like hair, pingui-nitescent, cut in 
a straight line along the black stubble of his thin gunpowder eye- 
brows, that looked like a scorched after-math from a last week’s 
shaving. His coat collar behind in perfect unison, both of colour 
and lustre, with the coarse yet glib cordage that I suppose he 
called his hair, and which with a bend inward at the nape of the 
neck (the only approach to flextire in his whole figure) slunk in 
behind his waistcoat; while the countenance lank, dark, veiy 
hard, and with strong, perpendicular furrows, gave me a dim 
notion of some one looking at me through a used gridiron, all 
soot, grease, and iron ! But he was one of the thorough-bred, a 
true lover of libei*ty, and (I was informed) had proved to the 
satisfaction of many, that Mr. Pitt was one of the horns of the 
second beast in the Bcvelations, that spoke like a dragon. A 
person to whom one of my letters of recommendation had been 
addressed was my introducer. It was a new event in my life, my 
first stroke in the new business I had undertaken of an author, 
yea, and of an author trading on his own account. My com- 
panion after some imperfect sentences and a multitude of hums 
and haas abandoned the clause to his client ; and I commenced an 
harangue of half an hour to Phileleutheros, the tallow-chandler, 
varying my notes through the whole gamut of eloquence from the 
ratiocinative to the declamatory, and in the latter from the 
pathetic to the indignant. I argued, I described, I promised, I 
prophesied ; and beginning with the captivity of nations I ended 
with the neai’ approach of the millennium, finishing the whole with 
some of my own verses describing that glorious state out of the 
Religious Mnsings : 

Sucn delights. 

As float to earth, permitted visitants 1 
When in some hour of solemn Jubilee 
The massive gates of Paradise are thrown 
Wide open : and forth come in fragments wild 
Sweet echoes of unearthly melodies. 

And odours snatched from beds of Amaranth. 

And they that from the crystal river of life 
Spring up on freshened wing, ambrosial gales. 

Ueligious Mtjsnios 

My taper uian of lights listened with perseverant and praise- 
worthy patience, though (as I was afterwards told on complaining 
of certain gales that were not altogether ambrosial) it was a melt- 
ing day with him. “ And what, sir,” he said, after a short pause. 
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“ might the cost be ?” “ Only fourpence,” (O ! how I felt the 
anti-climax, the abysmal bathos of that foui’pence) ! “ only four- 
pence, sir, each number, to be published on every eighth day.” 
“ That comes to a deal of money at the end of a year. And how 
much did you say there was to be for the money ?” “ Thirty-two 
pages, sir ! large octavo, closely printed.” “ Thirty and two 
pages ? Bless me, why except what I does in a family way on the 
Sabbath, that’s more than I ever reads, sir ! all the year round. I 
am as great a one as any man in Bi-ummagem, sir ! for liberty 
and truth, and all them sort of things, but as to this, no offence, I 
hope, sir, I must beg to be excused.” 

So ended my first canvass. From causes that I shall presently 
mention, I made but one other application in person. This took 
place at Manchester, to a stately and opulent wholesale dealer 
in cottons. He took my letter of introduction, and having 
perused it, measured me from head to foot, and again from foot 
to head, and then asked if I had any bill or invoice of the thing. 
I presented my prospectus to him; he rapidly skimmed and 
hummed over the first side, and still more rapidly the second and 
concluding page ; crushed it within his fingers and the palm of 
his hand; then most deliberately and significantly rubbed and 
smoothed one part against the other ; and, lastly, putting it into 
his pocket, turned his back upon me with an “ over-nm with these 
articles !” and so, without another syllable, retired into his count- 
ing-house ; and, I can truly say, to my unspeakable amusement. 

This, as I have said, was my second and last attempt. On re- 
turning baffled from the first, in which I had vainly essayed to re- 
peat the miracle of Orpheus with the Brummagem patriot, I dined 
with the tradesman who had introduced me to him. After dinner 
he importuned me to smoke a pipe with him and two or three other 
iUvminati of the same rank. I objected, both because I was en- 
gaged to spend the evening with a minister and his friends, and 
because I had never smoked except once or twice in my lifetime, 
and then it was herb tobacco mixed with Oronooko. On the as- 
Biu'ance, however, that the tobacco was equally mild, and seeing too 
that it was of a yellow colour (not forgetting the lamentable diffi- 
culty I have always experienced in saying no ! and in abstaining 
from what the people about me were doing), I took half a pipe, 
filling the lower half of the bowl with salt. I was soon, however, 
compelled to resign it, in consequence of a giddiness and distress- 
f 111 feeling in my eyes, which, as I had drank but a single glass of 
ale, must, I knew, have been the efifect of the tobacco. Soon after, 
deeming myseK recovered, I sallied forth to my engagement ; but 
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tlie walk and the fresh air brought on all the symptoms again, and 
t had scarcely entered the minister’s drawing-room, and opened a 
small packet of letters which he had received from Bristol for me, 
ore I sank back on the sofa in a sort of swoon rather than sleep. 
Fortunately, I had found just time enough to inform him of the 
confused state of my feelings and of the occasion. For here and 
thus I lay, my face like a wall that is whitewashing, deathly pale, 
and with the cold drops of perapiration running down it from my 
forehead, while one after another there dropped in the different 
gentlemen who had been invited to meet and spend the evening 
with me, to the number of from fifteen to twenty. As the poison 
of tobacco acts but for a short time, I at length awoke from in- 
sensibility, and looked round on the party, my eyes dazzled by the 
candles which had been lighted in the interim. By way of reliev- 
ing my embarrassment, one of the gentlemen began the conversa- 
tion with, “ Have you seen a paper to day, Mr. Coleridge P” “ Sir,” 
I replied, rubbing my eyes, “ I am far from convinced that a Chris- 
tian is permitted to read either newspapers or any other works of 
merely political and temporary interest.” This remark, so lu- 
dicrously inapposite to, or rather incongruous with, the purpose 
for which I was known to have visited Birmingham, and to assist 
me in which they were all then met, produced an involuntary and 
general burst of laughter; and seldom indeed have I passed so 
many delightful hours as I enjoyed in that room from the mo- 
ment of that laugh till an early hour the next morning. Never, 
perhaps, in so mixed and niunerous a party, have I since heard 
conversation sustained with such animation, emdehed with such 
variety of information, and enlivened with such a fiow of anecdote. 
Both then and afterwards they all joined in dissuading me from 
proceeding with my scheme ; assured me in the most friendly and 
yet most flattering expressions that the employment was neither 
fit for me, nor I fit for the employment. Yet, if I had determined 
on persevering in it, they promis^ to exert themselves to the ut- 
most to procure subscribers, and insisted that 1 should make no 
more applications in person, but carry on the canvass by proxy. 
The same hospitable reception, the same dissuasion, and (that 
failing) the same kind exertions in my behalf, I met with at Man- 
hester, Derby, Nottingham, Sheffield, indeed at every place in 
which I took up my sojourn, I often recall with affectionate plea- 
'sure the many respectable men who interested themselves for me, a 
perfect stranger to them, not a few of whom I can still name 
among my friends. They will bear witness for me how opposite 
even then my principles were to those of Jacobinism, or even of 
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democracy, and can attest the strict accuracy of the statement 
which I have left on record in the 10th and 11th numbers of The 
Friend. 

From this rememberable tour I returned with nearly a thousand 
names on the subscription list of The Watchman ; yet more than 
half-convinced that prudence dictated the abandonment of the 
scheme. But for this very reason I persevered in it ; for 1 was at 
that period of my life so completely hag-ridden by the fear of 
being influenced % selfish motives, that to know a mode of con- 
duct to be the dictate of prudence, was a sort of presumptive proof 
to my feelings that the contrary was the dictate of duty. Ac- 
cordingly I commenced the work, which was annoimced in London 
by long bills in letters larger than had ever been seen before, and 
which I have been informed, for I did not see them myseK, eclipsed 
the glories even of the lottery puffs. But, alas ! the publication of 
the very first number was delayed beyond the day announced foi 
its appearance. In the second number an essay against fast days, 
with a most censurable application of a text from Isaiah for its 
motto, lost me near five hundred of my subscribers at one blow. 
In the two following numbers I made enemies of all my Jacobin 
and democratic patrons; for disgusted by their infidelity, and 
their adoption of French morals with French pailosophy ; and per- 
haps thinking that charity ought to begin nearest home, instead 
of abusing the government and the aristocrats chiefly or entirely, 
as had been expected of me, I levelled my attacks at “ modem pa- 
triotism,” and even ventured to declare my belief that, whatever 
the motives of ministers might have been for the sedition, or as it 
was then the fashion to call them, the gagging bills ; yet the bills 
themselves would produce an effect to be desired by all the tme 
friends of freedom, as far as they shoidd contribute to deter men 
from openly declaiming on subjects the principles of which they 
liad never bottomed, and from “ pleading to the poor and ignorant, 
instead of pleading for them.” At the same time I avowed my 
conviction, that national education and a concurring spread of the 
Glospel were the indispensable conditions of any true political 
amelioration. Thus, by the time the seventh number was pub- 
lished, I had the mortification (but why should I say this, when in 
truth I cared too little for anything that concerned my worldly 
interests to be at all mortified about it P) of seeing the preceding 
numbers exposed in sundry old iron shops for a penny a piece. 
At the ninth number I dropped the work. But from the London 

publisher I could not obtain a shilling. He was a and set me 

at defiance. From other places I procured but little, and aftei 
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such delays as rendered that little worth nothing ; and I should 
have been inevitably thrown into jail by my Bristol printer, who re- 
fv.sed to wait even for a month for a siim between eighty and ninety 
pounds, if the money had not been paid for me by a man by no 
means affluent, a dear friend who attached himself to me from my 
first arrival in Bristol, who has continued my friend with a fidelity 
unconquered by time, or even by my own apparent neglect ; a friend 
from whom I never received an advice that was not wise, or a re- 
monstrance that was not gentle and affectionate. 

Conscientiously an opponent of the first revolutionary war, yet 
with my eyes thoroughly opened to the true character and impo- 
tence of the favourers of revolutionary principles in England, 
principles which I held in abhorrence (for it was part of my poli- 
tical creed that whoever ceased to act as an individual, by making 
himself a member of any society not sanctioned by his govern- 
ment, forfeited the rights of a citizen), a vehement anti-minis- 
terialist, but after the invasion of Switzerland, a more vehement 
anti-GaUican, and still more intensely an anti- Jacobin, I retired to 
a cottage at Stowey, and provided for my scanty maintenance by 
writing verses for a London Morning Paper. I saw plainly that 
literature was not a profession by which I could expect to live ; for 
I could not disguise from myself that, whatever my talents might 
or might not be in other respects, yet they were not of the sort 
that could enable me to become a popular writer ; and that what- 
ever my opinions might be in themselves, they were almost equi- 
distant from all the three prominent parties, the Pittites, the 
Foxites, and the Democrats. Of the unsaleable nature of my 
writings I had an amusing memento one morning from our own 
servant girl. For, happening to rise at an earlier hour than 
usual, I observed her putting an extravagant quantity of papei* 
into the grate in order to light the fire, and mildly checked her 
for her wastefulness : “ La, sir,” replied poor Nanny, “ why, it ia 
only Watchmen.” 

' I now devoted myself to poetry and the study of ethics and 
psychology ; and so profound was my admiration at this time of 
Hartley’s Essay on Man, that I gave his name to my first-bom. 

In addition to the gentleman, my neighbour, whose garden joined 
on to my little orchard, and the cultivation of whose friendship had 
been my sole motive in choosing Stowey for my residence, I was 
so fortunate as to acqiure, shortly after my settlement there, an 
invaluable blessing in the society and neighbourhood of ouh to 
whom I could look up with equal reverence, whether I regarued 
him as a poet, a philosopher, or a man. His conversation extended 
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to almost all subjects, except physics and politics ; with the latter 
he never troubled himself. Yet neither my retirement nor my 
utter abstraction from all the disputes of the day could secure me 
in those jealous times from suspicion and obloquy, which did not 
stop at me, but extended to my excellent friend, whose perfect in- 
nocence was even adduced as a proof of his guilt. One of the 
many busy sycophants* of that day (I here use the word sycophant 
in its original sense, as a wretch who flatters the prevailing party 
by informing against his neighbours, imder pretence that they are 
exporters of prohibited figs or fancies ! for the moral application of 
the term it matters not which) ; one of these sycophantic law- 
mongrels, discoursing on the politics of the neighbourhood, uttered 
the following deep remark : “ As to Coleridge, there is not so much 
harm in him, for he is a whirl-brain that talks whatever comes up- 
permost; but that ; he is the dark traitor. You never heai* 

him say a syllable on the subject.” 

Now that the hand of Providence has disciplined all Eui’ope into 
sobriety, as men tame wild elephants, by alternate blows and ca- 
resses ; now that Englishmen of all classes are restored to their 
old English notions and feelings, it will with difficulty be credited 
how great an influence was at that time possessed and exerted by 
the spirit of secret defamation (the too constant attendant on 
party zeal !) during the restless interim from 1793 to the com- 
mencement of the Addington administration, or the year before 
the truce of Amiens. For by the latter period the minds of the 
partizans, exhausted by excess of stimulation and humbled by 
mutual disappointment, had become languid. The same causes 
that inclined the nation to peace, disposed the individuals to recon- 
ciliation. Both parties had found themselves in the wi’ong. The 
one had confessedly mistaken the moral character of the revolution, 
and the other had miscalculated both its moral and its physical 
resources. The experiment was made at the price of great, almost, 
we may say, of humiliating sacrifices ; and wise men foresaw that 
it would fail, at least in its direct and ostensible object. Yet it 
was purchased cheaply, and realized an object of equal value, and, 
if possible, of still more vital importance. For it brought about a 
national unanimity imexampled in our history since the reign of 
Elizabeth : and Providence, never wanting to a good work when 
men have done their parts, soon, provided a common focus in the 
cause of Spain, which made us all once more Englishmen, by at 
once gratifying and correcting the predilections of both parties. 

* SvKovt 4xuv*iv, to shew or detect Bgs, the exportation of which from Attica woa forbiddea 
by the lawa. 
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The sincere reverers of the throne felt the cause of loyalty en» 
nobled by its alliance with that of freedom; while the honest 
zealots of the people could not but admit that freedom itself as- 
sumed a more winning form, humanized by loyalty, and conse- 
crated by religious principle. The youthful enthusiasts who, 
flattered by the morning rainbow of the French revolution, had 
made a boast of expatriating their hopes and fears, now disciplined 
by the succeeding storms, and sobered by increase of years, had 
been taught to prize and honour the spirit of nationality as the 
best safeguard of national independence, and this again as the 
absolute pre-requisite and necessary basis of popular rights. 

If in Spain too disappointment has nipped our too forward 
expectations, yet all is not destroyed that is checked. The crop 
was perhaps springing up too rank in the stalk, to hem weU ; and 
there were, doubtless, symptoms of the Gallican blight on it. If 
superstition and despotism have been suflFered to let in their wolvish 
sheep to trample and eat it down even to the surface, yet the roots 
remain alive, and the second growth may prove all the stronger 
and healthier for the temporary interruption. At all events, to 
IIS heaven has been just and gracious. The people of England 
did their best, and have received their rewards. Long may we 
continue to deserve it ! Causes, which it had been too generally 
the habit of former statesmen to regard as belonging to another 
world, are now admitted by all ranks to have been the main agents 
of our success. “ We fought from heaven ; the stars in their courses 
fought against Sisera” If then, unanimity grounded on moral 
feelings has been among the least equivocal sources of our national 
glory, that man deserves the esteem of his coimtrymen, even as 
patriots, who devotes his life and the utmost efforts of his intellect 
to the preservation and continuance of that unanimity by the dis- 
closure and establishment of principles. For by these all opinions 
must be ultimately tried ; and (as the feelings of men are worthy 
of regard only as far as they are the representatives of their fixed 
opinions) on the knowledge of these all unanimity, not accidental 
and fleeting, must be grounded. Let the scholar, who doubts this 
assertion, refer only to the speeches and writings of Edmund 
Burke at the commencement of the American war, and compare 
them with his speeches and writings at the commencement of the 
French revolution. He will find the principles exactly the same 
and the deductions the same ; but the practical inferences almost 
opposite in the one case from those drawn in the other; yet 
in both equally legitimate, and in both equally confirmed by 
the results, "lienee gained he this superiority of foresight f 
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Whence arose the striking difference, and in most instances, 
even the discrepancy between the grounds assigned by him, and 
by those who voted with him, on the same questions? How 
are we to explain the notorious fact, that the speeches and 
writings of Edmund Burke are more interesting at the pre- 
sent day than they were found at the time of their first publi- 
cation; while those of his illustrious confederates are either 
forgotten, or exist only to furnish proofs, that the same conclu- 
sion, which one man had deduced scientifically, may be brought 
out by another in consequence of errors that luckily chanced to 
neutralize each other. It would be unhandsome as a conjecture, 
even were it not, as it actually is, false in point of fact, to attribute 
this difference to deficiency of talent on the part of Burke’s friends, 
or of experience, or of historical knowledge. The satisfactory 
solution is, that Edmimd Burke possessed and had sedulously 
sharpened that eye, which sees all things, actions, and events, in 
relation to the laws that determine their existence and circum- 
scribe their possibility. He referred habitually to principles. 
He was a scientific statesman ; and therefore a seer. For every 
principle contains in itself the germs of a prophecy ; and as the 
prophetic power is the essential privilege of science, so the fulfil- 
ment of its oracles supplies the outward and (to men in general), 
the only test of its claim to the title. Wearisome as Burke’s 
refinements appeared to his parliamentary auditors, yet the culti- 
vated classes tl^oughout Europe have reason to be thankful that 

he went on refining, 

And thought of convincing, while they thought of dining ” 

Our very sign-boards (said an illustrious friend to me) give 
evidence, that there has been a Titian in the world. In like 
manner, not only the debates in parliament, not only our pro- 
clamations and state papers, but the essays and leading para- 
graphs of our journals are so many remembrancers of Edmund 
Burke. Of this the reader may easily convince himself, if either 
by recollection or reference he will compare the opposition news- 
papers at the commencement and during the five or six following 
years of the French revolution, with the sentiments and grounds 
of argument assumed in the same class of journals at present, and 
for some year’s past. 

Whether the spirit of Jacobinism, which the writings of Burke 
exorcised from the higher and from the literary classes, may not 
like the ghost in Hamlet, be heard moving and mining in the 
underground chambers with an activity the more dangerous 
because less noisy, may admit of a question. I have given my 
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opinions on this point, and the grounds of them, in my letters 
to Judge Fletcher, occasioned by his charge to the Wexford grand 
jury, and published in the Cowrier. Be this as it may, the evil 
spirit of jealousy, and with it the Cerberean whelps of feud and 
slander, no longer walk their rounds in cultivated society. 

Far different were the days to which these anecdotes have 
carried me back. The dark guesses of some zealous Quidnunc, 
met with so congenial a soil in the grave alarm of a titled Dog- 
oerry of our neighboxtrhood, that a spy was actually sent down 
from the government powr surveillance of myself and friend. 
There must have been not only abundance, but variety of these 
*• honourable men ” at the disposal of ministers : for tMs proved 
a very honest fellow. After three week’s truly Indian persever- 
ance in tracking us (for we were commonly together), during all 
which time seldom were we out of doors but he contrived to be 
within hearing (and aU the while utterly unsuspected; how, 
indeed, could such a suspicion enter our fancies?) he not only 
rejected Sir Dogberry's request that he would try yet a little 
longer, but declared to him his belief, that both my friend and 
myself were as good subjects, for aught he could discover to the 
contrary, as any in His Majesty’s dominions. He had repeatedly 
hid himself, he said, for hours together, behind a bank at the 
sea-side (our favourite seat), and overheard our conversation. At 
first he fancied, that we were aware of our danger ; for he often 
heard me talk of one Spy Nozy, which he was inclined to interpret 
of himself, and of a remarkable feature belonging to him ; but he 
was speedily convinced that it was the name of a man who had 
made a book and lived long ago. Our talk ran most upon books, 
and we were perpetually desiring each other to look at this, and to 
listen to thai ; but he could not catch a word about politics. Once 
he had joined me on the road ; (this occtured as I was returning 
home alone from my friend’s house, which was about three miles 
from my own cottage), and passing himself off as a traveller, he 
had entered into conversation with me, and talked of pm-pose in a 
democrat way in order to draw me out. The result, it appears, 
not only convinced him that I was no friend of Jacobinism; but 
(he added) I had “ plainly made it out to be such a silly as well as 
wicked thing, that he felt ashamed, though he had only put it 
on.” I distinctly remembered the occurrence, and had mentioned 
it immediately on my return, repeating what the traveller with 
his Bardolph nose had said, with my own answer ; and so little 
did I suspect the true object of my “ tempter ere accuser,” that I 
expressed with no small pleasure my hope and belief, that the 
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conversation had been of some service to the poor misled malcon- 
tent. This incident therefore prevented all doubt as to the truth 
of the report which, through a friendly medium, came to me from 
the master of the village inn, who had been ordered to entertain 
the government gentleman in his best manner, but above all to be 
silent concerning such a person being in his house. At length, 
he received Sir Dogberry’s commands to accompany his guest at 
the final interview ; and after the absolving suffrage of the gentle- 
man honoured with the confidence of ministers, answered as 
follows, to the following queries: — D. Well, landlord! what do 
you know of the person in question ? L. I see him often pass by 

with maister , my landlord {i. e. the owner of the house), 

and sometimes with the new-comers at Holford ; but I never said 
a word to him, or he to me. D. But do you not know that he 
has distributed papers and handbills of a seditious nature among 
the common people? L. No, your honour! I never heard of 
such a thing. D. Have you not seen this Mr. Coleridge, or heard 
of his haranguing and talking to knots and clusters of the in- 
habitants? — What are you grinning at, sir? L. Beg your 
honour’s pardon! but I was only thinking how they’d have 
stared at him. If what I have heard be true, your honour ! they 
would not have understood a word he said. When our vicar was 
here. Dr. L. the master of the great school and Canon of 

Windsor, there was a great dinner party at maister ’s ; 

and one of the farmers that was there told us that he and the 
Doctor talked real Hebrew Greek at each other for an hour to- 
gether after dinner. D. Answer the question, sir ! Does he ever 
harangue the people ? L. I hope your honour an’t angry with 
me. I can say no more than I know. I never saw him talking 
with any one, brit my landlord, and our curate, and the strange 
gentleman. D. Has he not been seen wandering on the hills 
towards the Channel, and along the shore, with books and papers 
in his hand, taking charts and maps of the country ? L. Why, 
as to that, your honour ! I own, I have heard ; I am sure, I would 
not wish to say ill of any body ; but it is certain that I have 

heard D. Speak out, man ! don’t be afraid ; you are doing 

your duty to yoxir King and government. What have you heard P 
L. Why, folks do say, your honour ! as how that he is a Poet, and 
that he is going to put Quantock and all about here in print ; and 
as they be so much together, I suppose that the strange gentle- 
man has some consam in thebusmess. — So ended this formidable 
inquisition, the latter part of which alone requires explanation, and 
at the same time entitles the anecdote to a place in my literary life, 
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I had considered it as a defect in the admirable poem of “The 
Task,” that the subject, which gives the title to the work, was 
not, and indeed could not be, carried on beyond the three or four 
first pages, and that throughout the poem the connections are fre- 
quently awkward, and the transitions abrupt and arbitrary. I 
sought for a subject that should give equal room and frc-edom for 
description, incident, and impassioned reflections on men, nature, 
and society, yet supply in itself a natural connection to the parts, 
and unity to the whole. Such a subject I conceived myself to 
have found in a stream, traced from its source in the hills among 
the yellow-red moss and conical glass-shaped tufts of bent, to the 
first break or fall, where its drops became audible, and it begins 
to form a channel ; thence to the peat and turf bam, itself built 
of the same dark squares as it sheltered ; to the sheep-fold ; to 
the first cultivated plot of ground ; to the lonely cottage and its 
bleak garden won from the heath ; to the hamlet, the villages, the 
market-town, the manufactories, and the sea-port. My walks, 
therefore, were almost daily on the top of Quantock, and among 
its sloping coombs. With my pencil and memorandum-book in 
my hand, I was making studies, as the artists call them, and often 
moulding my thoughts into verse, with the objects and imagery 
immediately before my senses. Many circumstances, evil and 
good, inteiwened to prevent the completion of the poem, which 
was to have been entitled “ The Brook.” Had I finished the 
work, it was my purpose in the heat of the moment to have dedi- 
cated it to our then committee of public safety as containing the 
charts and maps with which I was to have supplied the French 
government in aid of their plans of invasion. And these too for 
a ti-act of coast that from Clevedon to Minehead scarcely permits 
the approach of a fishing-boat ! 

All my experience, from my first entrance into life to the present 
hour, is in favour of the warning maxim — that the man, who 
opposes in toto tl e political or religious zealots of his age, is safer 
from their obloquy than he who differs from them in one or two 
points, or perhaps only in degree. By that transfer of the feel- 
ings of private life intx) the discussion of public questions, which 
is the queen bee in the hive of party fanaticism, the partizan has 
more sympathy with an intemperate opposite than with a moderate 
friend. We now enjoy an intermission, and long may it con- 
tinue ! In addition to far higher and more important merits, our 
present Bible societies, and other numerous associations for 
national or charitable objects, may serve, perhaps, to carry off the 
superfluous activity and fervour of stinung minds in innocent 
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hyperlMles and the bustle of management. But the poison-tree 
is not dead, though the sap may for a season have subsided to its 
roots. At least let us not be lulled into such a notion of oui 
entire security, as not to keep watch and ward, even on our best 
feelings. I have seen gross intolerance shown in support of 
toleration; sectarian antipathy most obtrusively displayed in 
the promotion of an imdistinguishing comprehension of sects; 
and acts of cruelty (I had almost said of treachery), committed 
in fuilherance of an object vitally important to the cause of 
humanity ; and all this by men too of naturally kind dispositions 
and exemplary conduct. 

The magic rod of fanaticism is preserved in the very adyta of 
human nature; and needs only the re-exciting warmth of a 
master hand to bud forth afresh and produce the old fruits. The 
horror of the peasant’s war in Grermany, and the direful effects 
of the Anabaptists’ tenets (which differed only from those of 
Jacobinism by the substitution of theological for philosophical 
jargon) struck all Europe for a time with affright. Yet little 
more than a century was sufficient to obliterate all effective 
memory of these events. The same principles, with similar 
though less dreadful consequences, were again at work from the 
imprisonment of the first Charles to the restoration of his son. 
The fanatic maxim of extirpating fanaticism by persecution pro- 
duced a civil war. The war ended in the victory of the insur- 
gents ; but the temper survived, and Milton had abundant grounds 
for asserting, that “ Presbyter was but Old Priest writ large !” 
One good result, thank heaven! of this zealotry was the re- 
establishment of the Church. And now it might have been 
hoped, that the mischievous spirit would have been bound for a 
season, “and a seal set upon him that he might deceive the 
nation no more.” But no ! The ball of persecution was taken 
up with undiminished vigour by the persecuted. The same 
fanatic principle, that under the solemn oath and covenant had 
turned cathedrals into stables, destroyed the rarest trophies of art 
and ancestral piety, and himted the brightest ornaments of learn- 
ing and religion into holes and comers, now marched under 
episcopal banners, and having first crowded the prisons of Eng- 
land, emptied its whole vial of wrath on the miserable covenanters 
of Scotland.* A merciful providence at length constrained both 
parties to join against a common enemy. A wise Grovemment 
followed; and the established Church became, and now is, not 
only the brightest example, but our best and only sure bulwark of 
* iMivg’t History of Scotland.— WaXUr ScoU't Bards, ballads, Jtc. 
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toleration ! The true and indispensable bank against a new innn> 
dation of persecuting zeal — Esto perpetua ! 

A long inteiwal of quiet succeeded; or rather, the exhaustion 
had produced a cold fit of the ague, which was symptoniatized by 
indifference among the many, and a tendency to infidelity or scep- 
ticism in the educated classes. At length those feelings of dis- 
gust and hatred, which for a brief while the multitude had 
attached to the crimes and absurdities of sectarian and demo- 
cratic fanaticism, were transferred to the oppressive privileges of 
the noblesse, and the luxury, intrigues, and favouritism of the 
Continental courts. The same principles dressed in the ostenta- 
tious garb of a fashionable philosophy once more rose triumphant 
and effected the French revolution. And have we not within the 
last three or four years had reason to apprehend that the detest- 
able maxims and correspondent measures of the late French 
despotism had already bedimmed the public recollections of demo- 
cratic phrensy ; had drawn off to other objects the electric force 
of the feelings which had massed and upheld those recollections ; 
and that a favourable concurrence of occasions was alone wanting 
to awaken the thunder and precipitate the lightning from the 
opposite quarter of the political heaven ?* 

In part from constitutional indolence, which in the very hey- 
day of hope had kept my enthusiasm in check, but still more from 
the habits and influences of a classical education and academic 
pursuits, scarcely had a year elapsed from the commencement of 
my literary and political adventures before my mind sank into a 
state of thorough disgust and despondency, both with regard to 
the disputes and the parties disputant. With more than poetic 
feeling I exclaimed : 

* The sensual and the dark rebel In vain. 

Slaves hf their own compulsion ! In mad game 
They break their manacles, to wear the name 
Of freedom, graven on an heavier chain. 

0 liberty ! with profitless endeavour 
Have 1 pursued thee many a weary hour ; 

But thou nor swell’st the victor’s pomp, nor ever 
Didst breathe thy soul in forms of human power ! 

Alike from all, howe’er they praise thee 
(Nor prayer nor boastful name delays thee) 

From superstition’s harpy minions 
And factious blasphemy’s obscener slaves, 

Thou speedest on thy cherub pinions, 

The guide of homeless winds and playmate of the waves I" 

France, a Palinodia. 

I retired to a cottage in Somersetshire at the foot of Quantook, 

* The Friend, Essay 1. Sect IIL 
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and devoted my thoughts and studies to the foundations of reli* 
gion and morala. Here I foimd myself all afloat. Doubts rushed 
in ; broke upon me “ from the fountains of the great deep,” and 
fell “ from the windows of heaven.” The fontal truths of natural 
religion and the books of Revelation alike contributed to the 
flood; and it was long ere my ark touched on an Ararat and 
rested. The idea of the Supreme Being appeared to me to be as 
necessarily implied in aU particular modes of being, as the idea of 
infinite space in all the geometrical figures by which space is 
limited. I was pleased with the Cartesian opinion, that the idea 
of God is distinguished from all other ideas by involving its 
reality; but I was not wholly satisfied. I began then to ask 
myself, what proof I had of the outward existence of any thing ? 
of this sheet of paper for instance, as a thing in itself, separate 
from the phenomenon or image in my perception. I saw, that in 
the nature of things such proof is impossible; and that of all 
modes of being, that are not objects of the senses, the existence is 
assumed by a logical necessity arising from the constitution of 
the mind itself, by the absence of all motive to doubt it, not from 
any absolute contradiction in the supposition of the contrary. 
Still the existence of a Being, the ground of all existence, was not 
yet the existence of a moral creator and governor. “ In the posi- 
tion, that aU reality is either contained in the necessary being as 
an attribute, or exists through him as its ground, it remains un- 
decided whether the properties of intelligence and will are to be 
referred to the Supreme Being in the former or only in the latter 
sense ; as inherent attributes, or only as consequences that have 
existence in other things through him. Thus organization and 
motion are regarded as from God not in God. Were the latter 
the truth, then notwithstanding all the pre-eminence which must 
be assigned to the Eternal First from the sufficiency, unity, 
and independence of his being, as the dread ground of the uni- 
verse, his nature would yet fall far short of that which we are 
bound to comprehend in the idea of God. For without any 
knowledge or determining resolve of its own it would only be a 
blind necessary ground of other things and other spirits; and 
thus would be distinguished from the pate of certain ancient 
philosophers in no respect, but that of being more definitely and 
intelligibly described.”* 

For a vei*y long time indeed I could not reconcile personality 
with infinity ; and my head was with Spinoza, though my wh< le 

* Kami's einttc mdgliekt Btueiagnmd; vermitchU SchrifUn, ZuxUer Band, § 102, 
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hoart remained with Paul and John. Yet there had dawned upon 
me, even before I had met with the “ Critique of the Pure Reaaoii,’* 
a certain guiding light. If the mere intellect could make no cer- 
tain discovery of a holy and intelligent first cause, it might yet 
supply a demonstration, that no legitimate argument could be 
drawn from the intellect against its truth. And what is this 
more than St. Paul’s assertion, that by wisdom (more properly 
translated by the powers of reasoning), no man ever arrived at the 
knowledge of God? What more than the sublimest, and probably 
the oldest, book on eaith has taught us, 

silver and gold man searcheth ont; 

Bringeth the ore out of the earth, and darknees into 
But where flndeth he wisdom ? 

Where U the place of understanding? 

The abyss crieth ; it is not in me ! 

Ocean echoeth back ; not In me ! 

Wlience then cometh wisdom? 

Where dwelleth understanding? 

Hidden from the eyes of the living : 

Kept secret from Uie fowls of heaven ! 

Hell and death answer ; 

We have beard the rumour thereof from a£ar I 
Gon marketh out the road to it; 

God knoweth Its abiding place ! 

He beholdeth the ends of the earth ; 

He surveyeth what Is beneath the heavens I 

And as He weighed out the winds, and measured the geo. 

And appointed laws to the rain. 

And a path to the thunder, 

A path to the flashes of the lightning I 
Then did He see It, 

And He counted it ; 

He searched into the depth thereof. 

And with a line did He compass it round t 
But to man He said. 

The fear of the Lord is wisdom for tbke ! 

And to avoid evil. 

That is thy understanding. 

Job, Crai-. 28th, 

I became convinced that religion, as both the corner-stone and 
the key-stone of morality must have a moral origin; so fax at 
least, that the evidence of its doctrines could not, like the truths 
of abstract science, be whoUy independent of the will. It were, 
therefore, to be expected that its fimdamental truth would be 
such as might be denied ; though only, by the fool, and even by 
the fool from the madness of the heart alone ! 

The question, then, concerning our faith in the existence of a 
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Qtxi, not only as the ground of the universe by his essence, but as 
its maker and judge by his wisdom and holy will, appeared to 
stand thus. The sciential reason, whose objects are purely theo- 
retical, remains neutral, as long as its name and semblance are 
not usurped by the opponents of the doctrine. Btit it then 
becomes an effective ally by exposing the false show of demon- 
stration, or by evincing the equal demonstrabUity of the contrary 
from premises equally logical. The understanding meantime 
suggests, the analogy of experience facilitates, the belief. Nature 
excites and recalls it as by a perpetual revelation. Our feelings 
almost necessitate it; and the law of conscience peremptorily 
commands it. The arguments that at all apply to it, are in its 
favour ; and there is nothing against it, but its own sublimity. It 
could not be intellectually more evident without becoming morally 
less effective ; without counteracting its own end by sacrificing the 
life of faith to the cold mechanism of a worthless, because compul- 
sory, assent. The belief of a God and a future state (if a passive 
acquiescence may be flattered with the name of belief) does not 
indeed always beget a good heart, but a good heart so naturally 
begets the belief, that the very few exceptions must be regai’ded as 
strange anomalies from strange and unfortunate circumstances. 

From these premises I proceeded to draw the following conclu- 
sions. First, that having once fully admitted the existence of 
an infinite yet self-conscious Creator, we are not allowed to ground 
the irrationality of any other article of faith on arguments which 
would equally prove that to be irrational, which we had allowed to 
be real. Secondly, that whatever is deducible from the admission 
of a self-comprehending and creative spirit, may be legitimately 
used in proof of the possibility of any further mystery concerning 
the divine nature. Possihilitahm, mysterwrum, (Trinitcdis, &c.) 
contra insultvs Injidelium et Haereticorum a contradictionUms vindico; 
hand guidem veritatem, qiuB revelatione sold stabiliri possit ; says 
Leibnitz in a letter to his Duke. He then adds the following just 
and important remark. “ In vain will tradition or texts of scrip- 
ture be adduced in support of a doctrine, donee clava impossibili- 
tatis ct contradictionis e manibus horvm Herculum extorta fuerit. 
For the Heretic will still reply, that texts, the literal sense of 
which is not so much above as directly against all reason, must 
be understood figuratively, as Herod is a fox, &c.” 

These principles I held philosophically, while in respect of re- 
vealed religion I remained a zealous Unitarian. I considered the 
idea of the Trinity a fair scholastic inference from the being of 
God as a creative intelligence ; and that it was therefore entitled 
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to the rank of an esoteric doctrine of natnra. religion. But see* 
ing in the same no practical or moral bearing, I confined it to the 
schools of philosophy. The admission of the logos, as h^os- 
tasized (i. e. neither a mere attribute or a personification) in no 
respect removed my doubts concerning the Incarnation and the 
Redemption by the cross; which I could neither reconcile in 
reason, with the impassiveness of the Divine Being, nor in my 
moral feelings with the sacred distinction between things and 
persons, the vicarious payment of a debt and the vicarious ex- 
piation of guilt. A more thorough revolution in my philosophic 
principles, and a deeper insight into my own heart, were yet 
wanting. Nevertheless, I cannot doubt, that the difference of my 
metaphysical notions from those of Unitarians in general con- 
tributed to my finnl re-conversion to the whole truth in Christ ; 
even as according to his own confession the books of certain 
Platonic philosophers Clibri quorundam PlatonicorumJ commenced 
the rescue of St. Augustine’s fmth from the same eiTor aggra* 
vated by the far darker accompaniment of the hlanichaean heresy. 

While my mind was thus perplexed, by a gracious providence 
for which I can never be sufficiently grateful, the generous and 
mujiificent patronage of Mr. Josiah and Mr. Thomas "Wedgwood 
enabled me to finish my education in Germany. Instead of 
troubling others with my own crude notions and juvenile compo- 
sitions, I was thenceforward better employed in attempting to 
store my own head with the wisdom of others. I made the best 
use of my time and means ; and there is therefore no period of my 
life on which I can look back with such unmi ngled satisfaction. 
After acquiring a tolerable sufficiency in the German language* 



• To those who design to acquire the lan- 
guage of a country in the country itself, it 
may be useful if 1 mention the incalculable 
advantage which I derived from learning all 
the words, that could possibly be so learnt, 
with the oli)ects before me, and without the 
intermediation of the English terms. It was 
a regular part of my morning studies for the 
first six weeks of my residence at Eatseburg, 
to accompany the good and kind old pastor, 
with whom I lived, from the cellar to the 
roof, through gardens, farm-yard, 4c. and to 
call every, the minutest, thing by its German 
name. Advertisements, farces, jest books, 
and the conversation of children while 1 was 
at play with them, contributed their share to 
a more home-like acquaintance with the 
language than 1 could have acquired from 
works of polite literature alone, or even from 
polite society. There is a passage of hearty 
sound sense in Luther's German letter on in- 
terpretation, to the translation of which I 
•ball prefix, for the sake of those who read 



the German, yet are not likely to have dipt 
often in the massive folios of this heroic re- 
former, the simple, sinewy, idiomatic words 
of the orlglnaL " Denn man muss nicht die 
Buchstaben in der Latelnischen Sprache fra- 
gen wie man soil Deutsch reden : sondem man 
muss die Mutter im Hause, die Kinder anf 
den Gassen, den gemeinen Mann auf dem 
Markte, darum fragen : und denselbigen auf 
das Maul sehen wie sie reden, und damach 
doUmetschen. So verstehen sie es denn, und 
merken dass man Deutsch mit ihnen redet.” 

Tran.slation. 

For one must not ask the letters in the 
Latin tongue, how one ought to speak 
German ; but one must ask the mother in the 
house, the children in the lanes and alleys, 
the common man in the market, concerning 
this ; yea, and look at the mot'cs of their 
mouths while they are talking, and thereafter 
interpret They understand you then, and 
mark that one talks German with them. 
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at Ratzeburg, which with my voyage and journey thither I nave 
described in The Friend, I proceeded through Hanover to Got- 
tingen. 

Here I regularly attended the lectures on physiology in the 
morning, and on natural history in the evening, under Blumen- 
bach, a name as dear to every Englishman who has studied at 
that university, as it is venerable to men of science throughout 
Eiirope! Eichhom’s lectures on the New Testament were re- 
peated to me from notes by a student from Ratzeburg, a young 
man of soimd learning and indefatigable industry, who is now, I 
believe, a professor of the oriental languages at Heidelberg. But 
my chief efforts were directed towards a grounded knowledge of 
the German language and literature. From Professor Tychsen I 
received as many lessons in the Gothic of Ulphilas as sufficed to 
make me acquainted with its grammar, and the radical words of 
most frequent occurrence ; and with the occasional assistance of 
the same philosophical linguist, I read through Ottfried’s me- 
trical paraphrase of the gospel,* and the most important remains 
of the Theotiscan, or the transitional state of the Teutonic 
language from the Gothic to the old German of the Swabian 
period. Of this period (the polished dialect of which is analogous 
to that of our Chaucer, and which leaves the philosophic student 
in doubt whether the language has not since then lost more in 
sweetness and flexibility, than it has gained in condensation and 
copiousness) I read with sedulous accuracy the Minnesinger (or 
singers of love, the Provencal poets of the Swabian court) and the 
metrical romances; and then laboured through sufficient speci- 
mens of the master singers, their degenerate successors ; not how- 
ever, without occasional pleasure from the inide, yet interesting 



• This paraphrase, written about the time 
of Charlemagne, is by no means deficient in 
occasional passages of considerable poetic 
merit There is a flow, and a tender enthu- 
sia.sm in the following lines (at the conclusion 
of Chapter XI.) which even in the translation 
will not I ftaiter myself, fail to interest the 
reader. Ottfried is describing the circum- 
stances immediately following the birth of 
our Lord. 

She gave with joy her virgin breast ; 

She bid it not, she bared the breast, 

^Vhich suckled that divinest Babe I 
Blessed, blessed were the brea.sts 
Which the Saviour Infant kis.s’d ; 

And blessed, blessed was the mother 
Who wrapp’d His limbs in swaddling clothes. 
Singing placed Him on her lap. 

Hung o’er Him with her looks of love, 

And soothed Him with a lulling motion. 
Bl‘ssed ! for she shelter’d Him 



From the damp and chilling air ; 

Blessed, blessed I for she lay 
With such a Babe in one blest bed. 

Close as babes and mothers lie ! 

Blessed, blessed evermore. 

With her virgin lips she kiss’d. 

With her arms, and to her breast 
She embraced the Babe divine. 

Her Babe divine the Vlrpn Mother 1 
There lives not on this ring of earth 
A mortal that can sing her praise. 

Mighty mother, Virgin pure. 

In the darkness and the night 
For us she bore the heavenly Lord ! 

Most interesting is it to consider the effect, 
when the feelings are wrought above the 
natural pitofa by the belief of something mys- 
terious, while all the Images are purely na- 
tural. Then it is, that religion and poetry 
strike deepest 
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g^rairs of Hans Sachs, the cobbler of Nuremberg. Of this man’s 
■^nius five folio volumes with double columns are es±ant in print, 
snd nearly an equal number in manuscript ; yet the indefatigable 
card takes care to inform his readers that he never made a shoe 
the less, but had virtuously reared a large family by the labour 
of his hands. 

In Pindar, Chaucer, Dante, MUton, &c. &c., we have instances 
i)f the close connection of poetic genius with the love of liberty 
and of genuine reformation. The moral sense at least will not be 
outraged, if I add to the list the name of this honest shoemaker 
(a trade, by the bye, remarkable for the production of philo- 
sophers and poets). His poem entitled the Morning Star, was 
the very first publication that appeared in praise and support 
of Luther; and an excellent hymn of Hans Sachs, which has 
been deservedly translated into almost all the European languages, 
was commonly sung in the Protestant churches whenever the 
heroic reformer visited them. 

In Luther’s own German writings, and eminently in his trans- 
lation of the Bible, the German language commenced. I mean 
the language as it is at present written ; that which is called the 
High German, as contra-distinguished from the Platt-Teutsch, 
the dialect of the flat or northern countries, and from the Ober- 
Teutsch, the language of the Middle and Southern Germany. 
The High German is indeed a lingua communis, not actually the 
native language of any province, but the choice and fragrancy of 
all the dialects. From this cause it is at once the most copious 
and the most grammatical of all the European tongues. 

Within less than a century after Luther’s death the German 
was inundated with pedantic barbarisms. A few volumes of this 
period I read through from motives of curiosity ; for it is not 
easy to imagine any thing more fantastic than the very appear- 
ance of their pages. Almost every third word is a Latin word 
with a Germanized ending, the Latin portion being always printed 
in Roman letters, while in the last syllable the German character 
is retained. 

At length, about the year 1620, Opitz arose, whose genius more 
neai’ly resembled that of Dryden than any other poet who at 
present occms to my recollection. In the opinion of Lessing, the 
most acute of critics, and of Adelung, the firat of Lexicographers, 
Opitz, and the Silesian poets, his followers, not only restored the 
language, but still remain the models of pure diction. A stranger 
has no vote on such a question ; but after repeated perusal of the 
work my feelings jastified the verdict, and I seemed to have m- 
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qnired from them a sort of tact for what is genuine in the style 
of later writers. 

Of the splendid era, which commenced with Gellert, Klopstock, 
Ramler, Lessing, and their compeers, I need not speak. With 
the opportvinities which I enjoyed, it would have been disgraceful 
not to have been familiar with theii’ writings ; and I have already 
said as much as the present biographical sketch requires con- 
cerning the German philosophers, whose works, for the greater 
part, I became acquainted with at a far later period. 

Soon after my return from Germany I was solicited to under- 
take the literary and political department in the Morning Post ; 
and I acceded to the proposal on the condition that the paper 
should thenceforwardfl be conducted on certain fixed and an- 
nounced principles, and that I shovild be neither obliged or 
requested to deviate from them in favour of any party or any 
event. In consequence, that Journal became and for many years 
continued anti-ministerial indeed, yet with a very qualified appro- 
bation of the opposition, and, with far greater earnestness and 
zeal both^ anti-jacobin and anti-gallican. To this hour I cannot 
find reason to approve of the first war either in its commencement 
or its conduct. Nor can I understand with what reason either 
Mr. Perceval (whom I am singular enough to regard as the best 
and wisest minister of this reign), or the present administration, 
can be said to have pursued the plans of Mr. Pitt. The love of 
their country, and perseverant hostility to French principles and 
French ambition are indeed honourable qualities common to 
them and to their predecessor. But it appears to me as clear as 
the evidence of facts can render any question of history, that the 
successes of the Perceval and of the existing ministry have been 
owing to their having pursued measures the direct contrary to 
Mr. Pitt’s. Such for instance are the concentration of the 
national force to one object; the abandonment of the subsidizing 
policy, so far at least as neither to goad or bribe the continental 
courts into war, till the convictions of their subjects had rendered 
it a war of their own seeking ; and above all, in their manly and 
generous reliance on the good sense of the English people, and 
on that loyalty which is linked to the very heart of the nation by 
the system of credit and the interdependence of property.* 

* Lord OrenTille has lately re-asserted (in historian can appeal ? Or nmst he rest on an 
the House of Lords) the imminent danger of assertion i Let me be permitted to extract a 
a revolution in the earlier part of the war passage on the subject from “The Friend." 
against France. I doubt not, that his Lord- “ 1 have said that to withstand the arguments 
ship is sincere ; and it must be flattering to of the lawless, the Anti-Jacobins proposed to 
bis feelings to believe it. But where are the suspend the law, and by the interposition of 
evidences of the danger, to which a future a particular statute to eclipse tho blessed 
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Be this as it may, I am persuaded that the Morning Post 
proved a far more useful ally to the Government in its most im- 
portant objects, in consequence of its being generally considered 
as moderately anti-ministerial, than if it had been the avowed 
eulogist of Mr. Pitt. (The few, whose curiosity or fancy should lead 
them to turn over the journals of that date, may find a small proof 
of this in the frequent charges made by the Morning Chronicle, 
that such and such essays or leading paragraphs had been sent 
from the Treasxiry.) The rapid and imusual increase in the sale 
of the Morning Post is a sufficient pledge that genuine impar- 
tiality, with a respectable portion of literary talent, will secure the 
success of a newspaper without the aid of party or ministerial 
patronage. But by impartiality I mean an honest and enlight- 
ened adherence to a code of intelligible principles previously 
announced, and faithfully referred to in support of every judg- 
ment on men and events ; not indiscriminate abuse, not the indul- 



light of the universal sun, that spies and in- 
formers might tjrannize and escape in the 
ominous darkness. Oh! if these mistaken 
men, intoxicated and bewiidered with the 
panic of property which they themselves 
were the chief agents in exciting, had ever 
lived in a country where there really e.\lsted 
a general disposition to change and rebellion ! 
Had tliey ever travelled through Sicily; or 
tlirough France at the tirst coming on of the 
revolution ; or even ala.s 1 through too many 
of the provinces of a sister island ; they could 
not but have shrunk from their own declara- 
tions concerning the state of feeling, and 
opinion at that &ic predominiuit throughout 
Great Britain. There was a time (lieaven 
grant I that that time may have passed by) 
when by crossing a narrow strait, they might 
have learnt the true symptoms of approach- 
ing danger, and have secured themselves from 
mistaking the meetings and Idle rant of such 
sedition as shrunk appalled from the sight of 
a constable, for the dire murmuring and 
strange consternat on which preceries tlie 
storm or earthquake of national discord. Not 
only in coffee-houses and public theatres, but 
even at the tables of the wealthy, they would 
have heard the advocates of existing Govern- 
ment defend their cause in the language and 
with the tone of men who arc consiious that 
they are in a minority. But in Kngland, 
when the alarm was at its highest, there was 
not a city, no not a town or village, in which 
a man siLspected of bolding democratic prin- 
ciples could move abroad without receiving 
some unpleasant proof of the hatred in which 
his supposed opinions were held by the great 
majority of the people ; and the only instances 
of popular excess and indignation were in 
favour of the Government and the Estab- 
Usticd Church. But why need 1 appeal to 



these invidious facts? Turn over the pages 
of history and seek for a single instance of a 
revolution having been effected without the 
concurrence of either the nobles, or the cccle- 
sia-stics, or the monied classes, in any country 
in which the influences of property had ever 
bceii predominant, and where the interests of 
the proprietors were Interlinked 1 Examine 
the revolution of the Bcigic provinces under 
Philip 2nd ; the civil wars of France in the 
preceding generation; the history of the 
American revolution, or the yet more recent 
events in Sweden and in .Spain ; and it will 
be scarcely possible not to perceive, that in 
England, from 1791 to the jkocc of Amiens, 
tliere were neither tendencies to confederacy 
nor actual confederacies, against which the 
e.xisting laws had not provided sufficient safe- 
guards and an ample punishment. But alas ! 
the panic of property had been struck in the 
first instance for party purposes ; and when 
it became general, its propagators caught it 
themselves and ended in believing their own 
lie; even as our bulls in Borrowdale some- 
times run mad with the echo of their own 
bellowing. The consequences were most In- 
jurious. Our attention was concentrated on a 
monster, which could not survive the convul- 
sions in which it had been brought forth : 
even the enlightened Burke himself too often 
talking and reasoning as if a perpetual and 
organized anarchy had been a possible thing I 
Thus while we were warring against F>cnch 
doctrines, we took little heed whether the 
means by which we attempted to overthrow 
them were not likely to aid and augment the 
far more formidable evil of French ambition. 
Like children we ran away from the yelping 
of a cur, and took shelter at the he<^ of a 
vicious war-horse." 
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gence of an editor’s own malignant passions, and still less, if that 
be possible, a determination to make money by flattering the 
envy and cupidity, the vindictive restlessness and self-conceit of 
the half-witted vulgar; a determination almost fiendish, but 
which, I have been informed, has been boastfully avowed by one 
man, the most notorious of these mob-sycophants! From the 
commencement of the Addmgton administration to the present 
day, whatever I have written in the Morning Post, or (after that 
paper was transferred to other proprietors) in the Courier, has 
been in defence or furtherance of the measures of Government. 



“ Things of this nature scarce survive the night : 

That gives them birth ; they perish in the sight, ; 

Cast by so far from after-life, that there 
Can scarcely aught be said, but that they were !" 

Caktwbiort's Prologs to the Royal Slave. 



Yet in these labours I employed, and in the belief of partial 
fi-iends wasted, the prime and manhood of my intellect. Most 
assuredly they added nothing to my fortune or my reputation. 
The industry of the week supplied the necessities of the week. 
From Government or the friends of Government I not only never 
received remimeration, or ever expected it; but I was never 
honoured with a single acknowledgment or expression of satis- 
faction. Yet the retrospect is far from painfifl or matter of 
regret. I am not indeed silly enough to take as any thing more 
than a violent hyperbole of party debate, Mr. Fox’s assertion that 
the late war (I trust that the epithet is not prematurely applied) 
was a war produced by the Morning Post ; or I should be proud 
to have the words inscribed on my tomb. As little do I regard 
the circumstance, that I was a specified object of Buonaparte’s 
resentment during my residence in Italy in consequence of those 
essays in the Morning Post during the peace of Amiens. (Of 
this I was warned, directly, by Baron Von Humboldt, the Prus- 
sian Plenipotentiary, who at that time was the minister of the 
Prussian court at Rome; and indirectly, through his secretary, 
by Cardinal Fesch himself.) Nor do I lay any greater weight on 
the confirming fact, that an order for my an-est was sent from 
Paris, from which danger I was rescued by the kindness of a 
noble Benedictine, and the gracious connivance of that good old 
man, the present Pope. For the late tyrant’s vindictive appetite 
was omnivorous, and preyed equally on a Due d’Enghien,* and 



• I seldom think of the murder of this 
Ulnstrlous Prince without recollecting the 
lines of Valerius Floocus. 

" Super !pslus ingens 



instat fama viri, virtusque hand Iccta Ty- 
ranno; 

Ergo anteire metus, Juvenemquc cxstln- 
guere pergit.” 

AsoovauT, Lib. 1. 30. 
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the writer of a newspaper paragraph. Like a tme vulture,* 
Napoleon with an eye not less telescopic, and with a taste equally 
coarse in his ravin, could descend from the most dazzling heights 
to pounce on the leveret in the brake, or even on the field-mouse 
amid the grass. But I do derive a gratification from the know- 
ledge, that my essays contributed to introduce the practice of 
placing the questions and events of the day in a moral point of 
view ; in giving a dignity to particular measures by tracing their 
' policy or impolicy to permanent principles, and an interest to 
principles by the application of them to individual measures. In 
Mr. Burke’s writings indeed the germs of almost all political 
truths may be found. But I dare assume to myself the merit of 
having first explicitly defined and analyzed the nature of Jaco- 
binism ; and that in distinguishing the Jacobin from the republi- 
can, the democrat and the mere demagogue, I both rescued the 
word from remaining a mere term of abuse, and put on their 
guard many honest minds, who even, in their heat of zeal against 
Jacobinism, admitted or supported principles from which the 
worst parts of that system may be legitimately deduced. That 
these are not necessary practical results of such principles, we 
owe to that fortunate inconsequence of our nature which permits 
the heart to rectify the errors of the understanding. The 
detailed examination of the consular Government and its pre- 
tended constitution, and the proof given by me that it was a 
consummate despotism in masquerade, extorted a recantation 
even from the Morni-ng Chronicle, which had previously extolled 
this constitution as the perfection of a wise and regulat^ liberty. 
On every great occurrence I endeavoured to discover in past 
history the event that most nearly resembled it. I procured, 
wherever it was possible, the contemporary historians, memorial- 
ists, and pamphleteers. Then fairly subtracting the points of 
difference from those of likeness, as the balance favoured the 
former or the latter, I conjectured that the result would be the 
same or different. In the series of essays, f entitled “A com- 
parison of France under Napoleon with Rome under the first 
Csesars,” and in those which followed “On the probable final 



* 0ijpa ie Koi rbv )(^va Kal AopKoZa, 

Kat rhv Aayubv, cat to Tavpuv 

PaiLE de animal, propritt. 

+ A Email selection from the numerous 
articles furnished by me to the Morning Post 
and Courier, chiefly as they regard the sources 
and elTects of Jacobinism and the connection 
of certain systems of political economy with 
Jacobinical despotism, will form part of “ The 



FViend,” which 1 am now completing, and 
which will be shortly published, for 1 can 
scarcely say republished, with the numbers 
arranged in Chapters according to their sub- 
jects 

'* Accipe principium rursns, corpnsqne coao 
turn 

Desere ; mutata mellor precede Agma." 
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restoration of the Bourbons,” 1 feel myself authorized to aihrm, 
by the effect produced on many intelligent men, that were the 
dates wanting, it might have been suspected that the essays had 
oeen written within the last twelve months. The same plan 1 
pursued at the commencement of the Spanish revolution, and 
with the same success, taking the war of the United Provinces 
with Philip II, as the ground work of the comparison. I have 
mentioned this from no motives of vanity, nor even from motives 
of self-defence, which would justify a certain degree of egotism, 
especially if it be considered how often and grossly I have been 
attacked for sentiments which I had exerted my best powers to 
confute and expose, and how grievously these charges acted to 
my disadvantage while I was in Malta. Or rather they woxild 
Have done so, if my own feelings had not precluded the wish of a 
settled establishment in that island. But I have mentioned it 
from the full persuasion that, armed with the two-fold knowledge 
of history and the human mind, a man will scarcely err in his 
judgment concerning the sum total of any future national event, 
if he have been able to procure the original documents of the 
past together with authentic accounts of the present, and if he 
have a philosophic tact for what is truly important in facts, and 
in most instances therefore for such facts as the dignity of his- 
tory has excluded from the volumes of our modem compilers, by 
the courtesy of the age entitled historians. 

To have lived in vain must be a painful thought to any man, 
and especially so to him who has made literature his profession. 
I should therefore rather condole than be angry with the mind, 
which could attribute to no worthier feelings than those of 
vanity or self-love the satisfaction which I acknowledge to have 
enjoyed from the republication of my political essays (eithe: 
whole or as extracts) not only in many of our own provincial 
papers, but in the federal journals throughout America. I re- 
garded it as some proof of my not having laboured altogether in 
vain, that from the articles written by me shortly before and at 
the commencement of the late unhappy war with America, not 
only the sentiments were adopted, but in some instance the very 
language, in several of the Massachusetts state papers. 

But no one ot these motives, nor all conjointly, would have im- 
pelled me to a statement so imcomfortable to my own feelings, 
had not my character been repeatedly attacked by an unjustifiable 
intrusion on private life, as of a man incorrigibly idle, and who, 
intrusted not only with ample talents, but favoured with unusual 
opportvinities of improving them, had nevertheless suffei'ed them 
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to rust away without any efficient exertion either for his o^ni 
good or that of his fellow-creatures. Even if the compositions 
which I have made public, and that too in a form the most certain 
of an extensive circulation, though the least flattering to an 
author’s self-love, had been published in books, they would have 
filled a respectable number of volumes, though every passage of 
merely temporary interest were omitted. My prose writings have 
been charged with a disproportionate demand on the attention; 
with an excess of refinement in the mode of arriving at truths ; 
with beating the ground for that which might have been run 
down by the eye ; with the length and laborious construction of 
my periods; in short with obscurity and the love of paradox. 
But my severest critics have not pretended to have found in my 
compositions triviality, or traces of a mind that shrunk from the 
toil of thinking. No one has charged me with tricking out in 
other words the thoughts of others, or with hashing up anew the 
crambe jam decies eoctam of English literature or philosophy. 
Seldom have I written that in a day, the acquisitior or investiga- 
tion of which had not cost me the previous labom' of a month. 

But are books the only channel through which tk l stream of 
intellectual usefulness can flow ? Is the diffusion of truth to be 
estimated by publications; or publications by the truth which 
they diffuse or at least contain? I speak it in tne excusable 
warmth of a mind stung by an accusation which has not only 
been advanced in reviews of the widest circulation, not only re- 
gistered in the bulkiest works of periodical literature, but by 
frequency of repetition has become an admitted fact in private 
litei'ary circles, and thoughtlessly repeated by too many who call 
themselves my friends, and whose own recollections ought to have 
suggested a contrary testimony. Would that the criterion of a 
scholar’s utility were the number and moral value of the tmths 
which he has been the means of throwing into the general circu- 
lation ; or the number and value of the minds whom, by his con- 
versation or letters, he has excited into activity, and supplied 
with the germs of their after- growth I A distinguished rank 
might not indeed, even then, be awarded to my exertions, but I 
should dare look forward with confidence to an honourable ac- 
quittal. I should dare appeal to the numerous and respectable 
audiences, which at different times and in different places honoured 
my lecture-rooms with their attendance, whether the points of 
view from which the subjects treated of were surveyed, whether 
the gi'otmds of my reasoning were such as they had heard or read 
elsewhere, or have since found in previous publications. I can 
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ocnscientiously declare, that the complete success of the Remorse 
on the first night of its representation did not give me as great or 
as heart-felt a pleasm*e, as the observation that the pit and boxes 
were crowded with faces familiar to me, though of individuals 
whose names I did not know, and of whom I knew nothing but 
that they had att ended one or other of my courses of lectures. 
It is an excellent, though perhaps somewhat vulgar proverb, that 
there are cases where a man may be as well “ in for a pound as 
for a penny.” To those who from ignorance of the serious injury 
I have received from this rumour of having dreamt away my life 
to no purpose, injuries which I imwillingly remember at aU, much 
less am disposed to record in a sketch of my literary life : or to 
those, who from their own feelings, or the gratification they 
derive from thinking contemptuously of others, would like Job’s 
comforters attribute these complaints, extorted from me by the 
sense of wrong, to self-conceit or presumptuous vanity, I have 
already furnished such ample materials, that I shall gain nothing 
by withholding the remainder. I wUl not therefore hesitate to 
ask the consciences of those who from their long acquaintance 
with me and with the circumstances are best qualified to decide 
or be my judges, whether the restitution of the swum cuique would 
increase or detract from my literary reputation. In this excul- 
pation I hope to be understood as speaking of myself compara- 
tively, and in proportion to the claims which others are entitled 
to make on my time or my talents. By what I have effected am 
I to be judged by my fellow men; what 1 could have done is a 
question for my own conscience. On my own account I may 
perhaps have had sufficient reason to lament my deficiency in 
self-control, and the neglect of concentering my powers to the 
realization of some permanent work. But to verse rather than to 
prose, if to either, belongs the voice of mourning for 

Keen pangs of love awakening as a babe 
Turbulent, with an outcry in the heart, 

And fears self-will’d that shunn'd the eye of hope. 

And hope that scarce would know itself from fear ; 

Sense of past youth, and manhood come In vain. 

And genius given and knowledge won in vain. 

And all which I bad cull’d in wood-walks wild 
And all which patient toll bad rear'd, and all 
Commune with thee had open’d out— but fiowera 
Strew ’d on my corpse, and borne upon my bier 
In the same ooffln, for the self-same grave ! 

S. T. C. (To William Wonlsworlh.) 

These will exist, for the future, I trust only in the poetia 
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strains, wliich the feelings at the time called forth In ^Jbose 
only, gentle reader, 

' '■ Afectus animi varios, belluwique ttquacit 

PtrltgU invidia ; curatque revolvis inanet ; 

Qtuu humilit tenero itylui oUm effudUt in aew. 

PerUgit et lacrymat, et quod pharetratui acuta 
lUe puer puero fecit mihi cutpide vulnus. 

Omnia paulatim conmmit longior adat 
Vivendoque timul morimur, rapimurque manendo. 

Tpse mihi cottatut enim non iUe videbor ; 

Prom alia at, moraque alii, nova mentit imago. 

Vox aliudque sonat. Jamquc oburvatio vita 
Malta dedit :—lugere nihil, fern omnia ; jamquc 
Paulatim lacrymat rerum eapcricntia tcrtit." 



CHAPTER XI. 

Ad afTectiooate ishortation to those who in early life feel themselves disposed to become 

authors. 

I T was a favourite remark of the late Mr. Whitbread’s, that no 
man does anything from a single motive. The separate 
motives, or rather moods of mind, which produced the preceding 
reflections and anecdotes have been laid open to the reader in 
each separate instance. But an interest in the welfare of those 
who at the present time may be in circumstances not dissimilar 
to my own at my first entrance into life, has been the constant 
accompaniment, and (as it were) the under-song of all my feelings. 
Whitehead, exerting the prerogative of his laureateship, addressed 
to youthful poets a poetic charge, which is perhaps the best, and 
certainly the most interesting of his works. With no other privi. 
lege than that of sympathy and sincere good wishes, I woulA 
address an affectionate exhortation to the youthful literati, 
grounded on my own experience. It will be but short ; for the 
beginning, middle, and end converge to one charge : never pwrsue 
literature as a trade. With the exception of one extraordinary 
man, I have never known an individual, least of all an individua. 
of genius, healthy or happy without a profession, i. e. some 
regular employment, which does not depend on the will of the 
moment, and which can b® carried on so far mechanically that an 
average quantum only of health, spirits, and intellectual exertion 
are requisite to its faithful discharge. Three hours of leisui-e, 
unannoyed by any alien anxiety, and looked forward to with de- 
light as a change and recreation, will suffice to realize in literatiire 
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a larger product of what is truly genial, than weeks of compulsion. 
Money, and immediate reputation form only an arbitrary and 
accidental end of literary labour. The hope of increasing them 
by any given exertion will often prove a stimulant to industry ; 
but the necessity of acquiring them will in all works of genius 
convert the stimulant into a narcotic. Motives by excess reverse 
their very nature, and instead of exciting, stun and stupify the 
min d. For it is one contradistinction of genins from talent, that 
its predominant end is always comprised in the means ; and this 
is one of the many points which establish an analogy between 
genius and virtue. Now though talents may exist without genius, 
yet as genius cannot exist, certainly not manifest itself, without 
talents, I would advise every scholar who feels the genial power 
working within him, so far to make a division between the two, 
as that he should devote his talents to the acquirement of com- 
petence in some known trade or profession, and his genius to 
objects of his tranquil and unbiassed choice ; while the conscious- 
ness of being actuated in both alike by the sincere desire to per- 
form his duty, will alike ennoble both. “ My dear young friend ” 
(I would say) “suppose yourself established in any honourable 
occupation. From the manufactory or counting-house, from the 
law court, or from having visited your last patient, you return at 
evening, 

** Dear tranquil time, when the sweet sense of home 
Is sweetest ” 

to your family, prepared for its social enjoyments, with the very 
countenances of your wife and children brightened, and their 
voice of welcome made doubly welcome, by the knowledge that, 
as far as they are concerned, you have satisfied the demands of 
the day by the labour of the day. Then, when you retire into 
your study, in the books on your shelves you revisit so many 
venerable friends with whom you can converse. Tour own spirit 
scarcely less free from personal anxieties than the great minds 
that in those books are still living for you ! Even your writing 
desk with its blank paper and all its other implements will appear 
as a chain of fiowers, capable of linking your feelings as well as 
thoughts to events and characters past or to come ; not a chain of 
iron which binds you down to think of the future and the remote 
by recalling the claims and feehngs of the peremptory present. 
But why should I say retire ? The habits of active life and daily 
intercourse with the stir of the world will tend to give you such 
self-command, that the presence of your family wiU be no interrup- 
tion. Nay, the social silence, or undisturbing voices of a wife or 
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sister will be like a restorative atmospbere, or soft music which 
moulds a dream without becoming its object. If facts are re- 
quired to prove the possibility of combining weighty performances 
in literature with full and independent employment, the works of 
Cicero and Xenophon among the ancients ; of Sir Thomas More, 
Bacon, Baxter, or to refer at once to later and contemporary in- 
stances, Darwin and Roscoe, are at once decisive of the question. 

But aU men may not dare promise themselves a sufficiency of 
self-control for the imitation of those examples; though strict 
scrutiny should always be made, whether indolence, restlessness, 
or a vanity impatient for immediate gratification, have not tam- 
pered with the judgment and assumed the vizard of humility for 
the purposes of self-delusion. Still the church presents to every 
man of learning and genius a profession, in which he may cherish 
a rational hope of being able to unite the widest schemes of lite- 
rary utility with the strictest performance of professional duties. 
Am ong the numerous blessings of Christianity, the introduction 
of an established church makes an especial claim on the gratitude 
of scholars and philosophers ; in England at least, where the prin- 
ciples of Protestantism have conspired with the freedom of the 
government to double all its salutary powers by the removal of its 
abuses. 

That not only the maxims, but the grounds of a pure morality, 
the mere fragments of which 

" the lofty grave tragedians taught 

In chorus or iambic, teachers best 
Of moral prudence, with deilght received 
Id brief sententious precepts 

Pabadisk Rbgaised. 

and that the sublime truths of the divine unity and attributes, 
which a Plato foimd most hard to learn, and deemed it still more 
difficult to reveal ; that these should have become the almost here- 
ditary property of childhood and poverty, of the hovel and the 
workshop; that even to the unlettered they sound as common- 
place, is a phenomenon which must withhold all but minds of ths 
most vulgar cast from undervaluing the services even of the pulpit 
and the reading-desk. Yet those who confine the efficiency of an 
established church to its public offices can hardly be placed in a 
much higher rank of intellect. That to every parish throughout 
the kingdom there is transplanted a germ of civilization ; that in 
the remotest villages there is a nucleus, round which the capabili- 
ties of the place may ciystallize and brighten ; a model sufficiently 
superior to excite, yet sxifficiently near to encourage and facilitate 
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imitation ; this, the unobtrusive, continuous agency of a Protes- 
tant church establishment, this it is which the patriot and the 
philanthropist, who would fain unite the love of peace with the 
faith in the progressive amelioration of mankind, cannot estimate 
at too high a price. “ It cannot be valued with the gold of Ophir, 
with the precious onyx, or the sapphii-e. No mention shall be made 
of coral or of pearls ; for the price of wisdom is above rubies.” * 
The clergyman is with his parishioners and among them ; he is 
neither in the cloistered cell, or in the wildeniess, but a neighbour 
and a family man, whose education and rank admit him to the 
mansion of the rich landholder, while his duties make him the 
frequent visitor of the farm-house and the cottage. He is, or he 
may become, connected with the families of his parish or its vici- 
nity by marriage. And among the instances of the blindness, or 
at best, the short-sightedness which it is the nature of cupidity to 
inflict, I know few more striking than the clamours of the farmers 
against church property. Whatever was not paid to the clergy- 
man would inevitably at the next lease be paid to the landholder ; 
while, as the case at present stands, the revenues of the church ax’e 
in some sort the reversionary property of every family that may 
have a member educated for the church, or a daughter that may 
marry a clergyman. Instead of being foreclosed and immovable, 
it is in fact the only species of landed property that is essentially 
moving and circxilative. That there exist no inconveniences, who 
will pretend to assert ? But I have yet to expect the proof, that 
the inconveniences are greater in this than in any other species : 
or that either the farmers or the clergy would be benefited by 
forcing the latter to become either Trullihera, or salaried placemen. 
Nay, I do not hesitate to declare my firm persuasion, that what- 
ever reason of discontent the farmers may assign, the true cause is 
this : that they may cheat the parson, but cannot cheat the steward ; 
and that they are disappointed if they should have been able 
to withhold only two pounds less than the legal claim, having ex- 
pected to withhold five. At all events, considered relatively to the 
encouragement of learning and genius, the establishment presents 
a patronage at once so effective and unburthensome, that it would 
be impossible to afford the like or equal in any but a Christian 
and Protestant country. There is scarce a department of human 
knowledge without some bearing on the various critical, historical, 
philosophical, and moral truths, in which the scholar must be in- 
terested as a clergyman ; no one pursuit worthy of a man of genius, 
which may not be followed without incongruity. To give the 

* Job xxvUl. 16, 18. 
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hiatoiy of the Bible as a book, would be little less than to reh te 
the origin or first excitement of all the literature and science that 
we now possess. The very decorum which the profession imposes 
is favourable to the best purposes of genius, and tends to counter- 
act its most frequent defects. Finally, that man must be deficient 
in sensibility, who would not find an incentive to emulation in the 
great and burning lights which, in a long series, have illustrated 
the Church of England ; who would not hear from within an echo 
to the voice from their sacred shrines : 

“ Et pater ^neas et avuncuiut excilat Hector." 

But whatever be the profession or trade chosen, the advantages 
are many and important compared with the state of a mere literary 
man, who in any degree depends on the sale of his works for the 
necessaries and comforts of life. In the former a man lives in 
sympathy with the world in which he lives. At least he acquires 
a better and quicker tact for the knowledge of that with which 
men in general can sympathize. He learns to manage his genius 
more prudently and efidcaciously. His powers and acquirements 
gain him likewise more real admiration; for they surpass the 
legitimate expectations of others. He is something besides an 
author, and is not therefore considered merely as an author. The 
hearts of men are open to him, as to one of their own class ; and 
whether he exerts himseK or not in the conversational circles of 
his acquaintance, his silence is not attributed to pride, nor his 
communicativeness to vanity. To these advantages I will venture 
to add a superior chance of happiness in domestic life, were it only 
that it is as natural for the man to be out of the circle of his 
household during the day, as it is meritorious for the woman to 
remain for the most part within it. But this subject involves 
points of consideration so numerous and so delicate, and would 
not only permit, but require such ample documents from the bio- 
graphy of literary men, that I now merely allude to it in transitu. 
When the same circumstance has occurred at very different times 
to very different persons, all of whom have some one thing in 
common, there is reason to suppose that such circumstance is not 
merely attributable to the persons concerned, but is in some mea- 
sure occasioned by the one point in common to them all. Instead 
of the vehement and almost slanderous dehortation from marriage, 
which the Misogyne, Boccaccio,* addresses to literary men, I would 
substitute the simple advice : be not merely a man of letters ! Lei 
literature be an honourable augmentation to your arms, but not 
constitute the coat, or fill the escutcheon ! 

* Vita e Coitumi di Dante, p. 12, I*. 
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To objections from conscience I can of course answer in no other 
way, than by requesting the youthftil objector (as I have already 
done on a former occasion) to ascertain with strict self-examina- 
tion, whether other influences may not be at work; whether 
spirits, “ not of health,” and with whispers “ not from heaven,” 
may not be walking in the twilight of his consciousness. Let him 
cat^ogue his scmples, and reduce them to a distinct intelligible 
form ; let him be certain that he has read with a docile mind and 
favourable dispositions the best and most fundamental works on the 
subject ; that he has had both mind and heart opened to the great 
and illustrious qualities of the many renowned chai'acters who had 
doubted like himseH, and whose researches had ended in the clear 
conviction that their doubts had been groundless, or at least in no 
proportion to the counter- weight. I lappy will it be for such a man, 
if among his contemporaries, elder than himself, he should meet 
with one who, with similar powers and feelings as acute as his uwn, 
had entertained the same scruples ; had acted upon them ; and who, 
by after-research (when the step was, alas ! iiTetrievable, but for that 
veiy reason, his research imdeniably disinterested) had discovered 
himself to have quarrelled with received opinions only to embrace 
errors ; to have left the direction tracked out for him on the high 
road of honourable exertion, only to deviate into a labyrinth where, 
when he had wandered till his head was giddy, his best good for- 
tune was finally to have found his way out again, too late for pru- 
dence, though not too late for conscience or for truth ! Time 
spent in such delay is time won ; for manhood in the meantime is 
advancing, and with it increase of knowledge, strength of judg- 
ment, and above all, temperance of feelings. And even if these 
should eflTect no change, yet the delay will at least prevent the 
final approval of the decision from being alloyed by the inward 
censure of the rashness and vanity by which it had been precipi- 
tated. It would be a sort of iiTcligion, and scarcely less than a 
libel on human nature, to believe that there is any established and 
reputable profession or employment in which a man may not con- 
tinue to act with honesty and honour ; and doubtless there is like- 
wise none which may not at times present temptations to the con- 
trary. But woefully will that man find himself mistaken who 
imagines that the profession of literature, or, to speak more 
plainly, the trade of authorship, besets its members with fewer oi’ 
with less insidious temptations than the Church, the law, or the 
different branches of commerce. But I have treated sufficiently 
on this unpleasant subject in an early chapter of this volume. 
I will conclude the present therefore with a short extract from 
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Hei'der, whose name I might have added to the iUustrious list of 
those who have combined the successful pursuit of the Muses not 
only with the faithful discharge, but with the highest honours and 
honourable emoluments of an established profession. The trans- 
lation the reader will find in a note below : * “ Am sorgfaltigsteu, 
meiden sie die Autorschaft. Zu friih oder unmassig gebraucht, 
macht sie den Kopf wiiste und das Herz leer; wenn sie auch sonst 
keine iible Folgen gabe. Bin Mensch. der nur lieset um zu drucken, 
lieset wahrscheinlich iibel; und wer jeden Gedanken, der ihm 
aufstosst, durch Feder und Presse versendet, hat sie in kurzer 
Zeit alle versandt, und wird bald ein blosser Diener der Druckerey, 
ein Buchstabensetzer werden.” 



CHAPTER XII. 

A. Oiapter of reqaests and premonitions concerning the pemaal or omission of the Chapter 

that follows. 



I N the perusal of philosophical works I have been greatly bene- 
fitted by a resolve which, in the antithetic form and with the 
allowed quaintness of an adage or mavim, I have been accustomed 
to word thus : “ Until you understand a writer’s ignorance, pre- 
sume yourself ignorant of his understanding.” This golden rule 
of mine does, I own, resemble those of Pythagoras in its obscurity 
rather than in its depth. If, however, the reader will permit me 
to be my own Hierocles, I trust that he will fiud its meaning fully 
explained by the following instances. I have now before me a 
treatise of a religious fanatic, full of dreams and supernatural ex- 
periences. I see clearly the writer’s grounds, and their hollow- 
ness. I have a complete insight into the causes which, through the 
medium of his body, had acted on his mind; and by application 
of received and ascertained laws, I can satisfactorily explain to my 
own reason all the strange incidents which the writer records of 
himself. And this I can do without suspecting him of any inten- 
tional falsehood. As when in broad daylight a man tracks the 



• Tbahslation. 

"With the greatest possible solicitude 
avoid authorship. Too early or immode- 
rately employed, it makes the head waste 
and the heart empty; even were there no 
other worse consequences. A person who 
reads only to print, in ail probability reads 
amiss ; and he, who sends away through the 
pen and the press every thought, the momoit 
it occurs to him, will in a ^ort time haws 



sort all away, and will become a meiv 
Journeyman of the prlntlng^rfiSce, a com- 
positor." 

To which I may add from myself, that 
what medical physiologists affirm of certain 
secretions, applies equally to our thoughts : 
they too must be taken up again into 
circulation, and be again and again re-secreted 
in order to ensure a heaitbful vigour, both to 
the mind and to its inteliectuol offspring. 
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fltepa of a traveller who had lost his way in a fog, or by treacherous 
moonshine ; even so, and with the same tranquil sense of certainty, 
can I follow the traces of this bewildered visionary. I understand 
his ignorance. 

On the other hand, I have been re-perusing with the best energies 
of my mind the Timaeus of Plato. Whatever I comprehend im- 
presses me with a reverential sense of the author’s genius ; but 
there is a considerable portion of the work to which I can attach 
no consistent meeting. In other treatises of the same philosopher, 
intended for the average comprehensions of men, I have been de- 
lighted with the masterly good sense, with the perspicuity of the 
language, and the aptness of the inductions. I recoUect, likewise, 
that numerous passages in this author, which I thoroughly com- 
prehend, were formerly no less unintelligible to me than the pass- 
ages now in question. It would, I am aware, be quite fashionable 
to dismiss them at once as Platonic jargon. But this I cannot do 
with satisfaction to my own mind, because I have sought in vain 
for causes adequate to the solution of the assumed inconsistency. 
I have no insight into the possibility of a man so eminently wise, 
using words with such half-meanings to himself as must, per- 
force, pass into no meaning to his readers. When, in addition to 
the motives thus suggested by my own reason, I bring into distinct 
remembrance the number and the series of great men who, after 
long and zealous study of these works, had joined in honouring 
the name of Plato with epithets that almost transcend humanity, 
I feel that a contemptuous verdict on my part might argue want 
of modesty, but would hardly be received by the judicious as evi- 
dence of superior penetration. Therefore, utterly baffled in all my 
attempts to understand the ignorance of Plato, I conclude myseW 
ignorant of his understanding. 

In lieu of the various requests which the anxiety of authorship 
addresses to the imknown reader, I advance but this one : that he 
will either pass over the following chapter altogether, or read the 
whole connectedly. The fairest part of the most beautiful body 
will appear deformed and monstrous, if dissevered from its place 
in the organic whole. Nay, on delicate subjects, where a seem- 
ingly trifling difference of more or less may constitute a difference 
in kind, even a faithful display of the main and supporting ideas, 
if yet they are separated from the forms by which they are at once 
clothed and modified, may perchance present a skeleton indeed, but 
a skeleton to alarm and deter. Though I might find numerous 
precedents, I shall not desire the reader to strip his mind of all 
prejudices, nor to keep all prior systems out of view during his ex- 
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amination of the present. For, in truth, such requests appear to 
me not much unlike the advice given to hypochondriacal patients 
in Dr. Buchan’s domestic medicine ; videlicet, to preserve them- 
selves uniformly tranquil and in good spirits. Till I had dis- 
covered the art of destroying the memory a pa/rte post, without 
injury to its future operations, and without detriment to the 
judgment, I should suppress the request as premature; and, 
therefore, however much I may wish to be read with an unpreju- 
diced mind, I do not presume to state it as a necessary condi- 
tion. 

The extent of my daring is to suggest one criterion by which it 
may be rationally conjectured beforehand whether or no a reader 
wo^d lose his time, and perhaps his temper, in the perusal of this 
ctr any other treatise constructed on similar principles. But it 
would be cruelly misinterpreted, as implying the least disrespect 
either for the moral or intellectual qu^ties of the individuals 
thereby precluded. The criterion is this: if a man receives as 
fundamental facts, and therefore of course indemonstrable and in- 
capable of further analysis, the general notions of matter, spirit, 
soul, body, action, passiveness, time, space, cause and effect, con- 
sciousness, perception, memory and habit; if he feels his mind 
completely at rest concerning all these, and is satisfied, if only he 
can analyze all other notions into some one or more of these sup- 
posed elements with plausible subordination and apt arrange- 
ment ; to such a mind I would as courteously as possible convey 
the hint that for him the chapter was not written. 

Ttr bonuf es, doctics, prudent I att haud qn'm 

For these terms do in truth include all the difficulties which the 
human mind can propose for solution. Taking them therefore in 
mass and unexamined, it requires only a decent apprenticeship in 
logic to draw forth their contents in ^ forms and colours, as the 
professors of legerdemain at our village fairs puU out ribbon after 
ribbon from their mouths. And not more difficult is it to reduce 
them back again to their different genera. But though this 
analysis is highly useful in rendering our knowledge more distinct, 
it does not really add to it. It does not increase, though it gives 
us a greater mastery over, the wealth which we before possessed 
For forensic purposes, for aU the established professions of society, 
this is sufficient. But for philosophy in its highest sense, as the 
science of ultimate truths, and therefore sdentia scientiarum, this 
mere analysis of terms is preparative only, though, as a prepares 
tive discipline, indispensable. 
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Still less dare a favourable perusal be anticipated from tbe pro- 
selytes of that compendious philosophy, which, talking of mind 
but thinking of brick and mortar, or other images equally ab- 
stracted from body, contrives a theory of spirit by nicknaming 
matter, and in a few hours can qualify its dullest disciples to ex- 
plain the omne sdbUe by reducing all things to impressions, ideas, 
and sensations. 

But it is time to tell the truth, though it requires some courage 
to avow it in an age and coimtry in which disquisitions on all sub- 
jects not privileged to adopt technical terms or scientific symbols 
must be addressed to the public. I say, then, that it is neither 
possible or necessary for all men, or for many, to be philosophers. 
There is a philosophic (and inasmuch as it is actualized by an 
effort of freedom, an artificial) consciousness, which lies beneath 
or (as it were) behind the spontaneous consciousness natural to all 
reflecting beings. As the elder Romans distinguished their 
northern provinces into Cis- Alpine and Trans- Alpine, so may we 
divide all the objects of human knowledge into those on this side, 
and those on the other side of the spontaneous consciousness; 
eUra et tram comdentiam communem. The latter is exclusively 
the domain of pure philosophy, which is therefore properly en- 
titled transcendental, in order to discriminate it at once both from 
mere reflection and re-presentation on the one hand, and on the 
other from those flights of lawless speculation which, abandoned 
by all distinct consciousness, because transgressing the bovmds 
and purposes of our intellectual faculties, are justly condemned as 
transcendent.* The first range of hills that encircles the scanty 



* This distinction between transcendental 
and transcendent is observed by our elder 
divines and philosophers, whenever they ex- 
press themselves scholastically. Dr. Johnson 
indeed has confounded the two words; but 
his own authorities do not bear him out. Of 
this celebrated dictionary 1 will venture to 
remark once for all, that I should suspect the 
man of a morose disposition who should 
q>eak of it without reepect and gratitude as 
a most instructive and entertaining book, 
and hitherto, unfortunately, an indispensable 
book; but I confess, that 1 should be sur- 
prised at hearing from a philosophic and 
Uiurough scholar any but very qualified 
praises of it, as a dictionary. I am not now 
alluding to the number of genuine words 
omitted; for this is (and perhaps to a greater 
extent) true, as Mr. WakeSeld has noticed, 
of our best Greek Lexicons, and this too after 
the successive labours of so many giants in 
learning. 1 refer at present both to omissions 
and contmissions of a more important nature. 
What these are, me taZtem judice, will be 



stated at full in The Friend, re published 
and completed. 

1 had never heard of the correspondence 
between AVakefield and Fox till I saw the 
account of it this morning (I6th September 
1815) in the Monthly Review. I was not a 
little gratiOed at finding, that Mr. Wakefield 
had proposed to himself nearly the same plan 
for a Greek and Knglisb Dictionary, which 1 
had formed, and b^an to execute, now ten 
years ago. But far, far more grieved am I, 
that be did not live to complete It. 1 cannot 
but think it a subject of most serious regret, 
that tbe same heavy expenditure which is 
now employing in the repoblication of 
Stepbanus augmented, bad not been applied 
to a new I^exicon on a more philosophical 
Ian, with the Knglish, German, and French 
ynonymes as well us the Latin. In almost 
every Instance the precise individual mean- 
ing might be given in an English or German 
word ; whereas in Latin we must too often be 
contented with a mere general and inclusive 
term. How indeed can it be otherwise, when 
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\ale of Hrunai) life is the horizon for the majority of its inhahi* 
tants. On its ridges the common sun is bom and departs. From ^ 
them the stars rise, and touching them they vanish. By the many 
even this range, the natural limit and bulwark of the vale, is but 
imperfectly known. Its higher ascents are too often hidden by 
mists and clouds from uncultivated swamps, which few have cou- 
rage or curiosity to penetrate. To the multitude below these 
vapours appear, now as the dark haunts of terrific agents, on 
which none may intrude with impunity; and now all a- glow with 
colours not their own, they are gazed at as the splendid palaces of 
happiness and power. But in all ages there have been a few who, 
measuring and sounding the rivers of the vale at the feet of their 
furthest inaccessible falls, have learnt that the sources must be 
far higher and far inward ; a few, who even in the level streams 
have detected elements which neither the vale itself nor the sur- 
rounding mountains contained or could supply. How and whence 
to these thoughts, these strong probabilities, the ascertaining 
vision, the intuitive knowledge, may finally supervene, can be 
leamt only by the fact. I might oppose to the question the 
words with which Plotinus* supposes nature to answer a similar 
difficulty : “ Should any one interrogate her, how she works, if i 
graciously she vouchsafe to listen and speak, she will reply, it be- | 
hoves thee not to disquiet me with interrogatories, but to under- 
stand in silence, even as I am silent, and work without words.” 



we attempt to render the most copious lan- 
guage of the world, the most admirable for 
the tlneness of its distinctions, into one of the 
poorest and most vague languages? Espe- 
cially, when we reflect on the comparativi! 
number of the works, still extant, written 
while the Greek and Latin were liWrig lan- 
guages. Were 1 asked, what 1 deemid the 
greatest and most unmixed benefit, which a 
wealthy individual, or an assodation of 
wealthy individuals could bestow on their 
country and on mankind, I should not hesi- 
tate to answer, " a philosophical English dic- 
tionary ; with the Greek, Latin, German, 
French, Spanish and Italian synonymes, and 
with correspondent indexes.’' That the 
learned languages might thereby be acquired, 
better, in half the time, is but a part, and not 
the most important part, of the advantages 
which would accrue from such a work. 0 ! 
if it should be permitted by I*rovidencc, that 
Without detriment to freedom and indepen- 
dence our government might be enabled to 
become more than a committee for war and 
revenue ! There was a time, when every 
tUng was to be dune by Government. Have 
we not flown off to the contrary extreme ) 



* Enneud iii. L 8. c, 3. The force of the 
Greek trvviivax Is imperfectly expressed by 
" understand our own idiomatic phrase “ to 
go along uHlh me " comes nearest to it. The 
passage that follows, full of profound sense, 
appears to me evidently corrupt ; and in fact 
no writer more wants, better deserves, or ia 
less likely to obtain, a new and more oorrectedi- 
tlon. — Ti oiv ovvievai ; ort ytvonevov itrrt 
0^<HLa ifiby, outunjois (malUm, deofia, ifiov f 
autftrtMsie,) aal ^v<rec ytvoyLtvov 6etofn}fia. 

Ka'i fiat ytvofit'yyj tx ffeiopLas tail, rv)r ' 
ipvoiy tordpact. (mallenif 

Kal fiot n ytyopeyT} tK $etopiat ainij^ d»£'iv.) 

“ What then are we to understand ? That 
whatever is produced is an intuition, I silent ; I 
and that, which is thus generated, is by its 
nature a theorem, or fonn of contemplation ; I 
and the birth, which results to me from this | 
contemplation, attains to have a contenmlet- 
tive nature." So Syneslus ; 'fMlv tepd, 'Ap- 
pi)To roed'. The after comparison of the 
process of the notura naturant with that of 
the geometrician is drawn from the very 
heart of philosophy. 
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Likewise in tke fiftli book of the fifth Ennead, speaking of the 
highest and intuitive knowledge as distinguished from the discur* 
sive, or in the language of Wordsworth : 

*■ The visioD aod the faculty divine 

he says : “ it is not lawful to inquire from whence it sprang, as if 
it were a thing subject to place and motion ; for it neither ap- 
proached hither, nor again departs from hence to some other 
place ; but it either appears to us or it does not appear. So that 
we ought not to pursue it with a view of detecting its secret 
source, but to watch in quiet till it suddenly shines upon us ; pre- 
paring ourselves for the blessed spectacle, as the eye waits pa- 
tiently for the rising sun.” They, and they only, can acquii-e the 
philosophic imagination, the sacred power of seK-intuition, who < 
within themselves can interpret and understand the symbol, that ' 
the wings of the air- sylph are forming within the skin of the 
caterpillar; those only, who feel in their own spirits the same 
instinct which impels the chrysalis of the homed fly to leave room 
in its involucrum for antennae yet to come. They know and feel 
that the potential works in them, even as the actual works on 
them ! In short, all the organs of sense are framed for a corre- 
sponding world of sense, and we have it. AU the organs of spirit 
are framed for a correspondent world of spirit : though the latter 
organs are not developed in aU alike. But they exist in all, and 
their first appearance discloses itself in the moral being. How 
else could it be, that even worldlings, not wholly debased, will con- 
template the man of simple and disinterested goodness with con- 
tradictory feelings of pity and respect P “ Poor man ! he is not 
made for this world.” Oh ! herein they utter a prophecy of universal 
fulfilment ; for man must either rise or sink. 

It is the essential mark of the true philosopher to rest satisfied 
with no imperfect light, as long as the impossibility of attaining 
a fuller knowledge has not been demonstrated. That the common 
consciousness itself will furnish proofs by its own direction, that 
it is connected with master- currents below the surface, I shall 
merely assume as a postulate pro tempore. This having been 
granted, though but in expectation of the argument, I can safely 
deduce from it the equal truth of my former assertion, that phi- 
losophy cannot be intelligible to all, even of the most learned and 
cultivated classes. A system, the first principle of which it is to 
render the mind intxiitive of the spiritual in man {i. e., of that 
which lies on the other side of our natural consciousness), must 
needs have a great obscurity for those who have never disciplined 
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and strengthened this ulterior consciousness. It must, in truth, 
be a land of darkness, a perfect anti-Goshen, for men to whom the 
noblest treasures of their own being are reported only through the 
imperfect translation of lifeless and sightless notions. Perhaps in 
great part, through words which aro but the shadows of notions, 
even as the notional understanding itself is but the shadowy ab- 
straction of living and actual truth. On the immediate, which dwells 
in every man, and on the original intuition, or absolute affirmation 
of it (which is likewise in every man, but does not in every man rise 
into consciousness), all the certainty of our knowledge depends ; 
and this becomes intelligible to no man by the ministry of mere 
words from without. The medium by which spirits understand 
each other is not the surrounding air, but the freedom which they 
possess in common, as the common ethereal element of their being, 
the tremulous reciprocations of which propagate themselves even 
to the inmost of the souL Where the spirit of a man is not filled 
with the consciousness of freedom (were it only from its restless- 
ness, as of one still struggling in bondage) all spiritual intercourse 
is interrupted, not only with othera, but even with himseK. No 
wonder, then, that he remains incomprehensible to himself as well 
as to others. No wonder that, in the fearful desert of his con- 
sciousness, he wearies himself out with empty words, to which no 
friendly echo answers, either from his own heart, or the heart of a 
fellow being, or bewilders himself in the puimiit of notional phan- 
toms, the mere refractions from unseen and distant truths through 
the distorting medium of his own unenlivened and stagnant under- 
standing! To remain unintelligible to such a mind, exclaims 
Schelling on a like occasion, is honour and a good name before God 
and man. 

The history of philosophy (the same writer observes) contains 
instances of systems which, for successive generations have re- 
mained enigmatic. Such he deems the system of Leibnitz, whom 
another writer (rashly, I think, and invidiously) extols as the only 
philosopher who was himself deeply convinced of his own doc- 
trines. As hitherto interpreted, however, they have not produced 
the effect which Leibnitz himself, in a most instructive passage, 
describes as the criterion of a true philosophy ; namely, that it 
would at once explain and collect the fragments of truth scattered 
through systems apparently the most incongnious. The truth, 
says he, is diffused more widely than is commonly believed ; but it 
is often painted, yet oftener masked, and is sometimes mutilated, 
and sometimes, alas ! in close alliance with mischievous errors. 
The deeper, however, we penetrate into the ground of things, the 
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more tmth w< discover in the doctrines of the greater number of 
the philosophical sects. The want of substantial reality in the 
objects of the senses, according to the sceptics; the hannonies or 
numbers, the prototypes and ideas, to which the Pythagoreans an«J 
Platonists reduced all things ; the one and all of Parmenides and 
Plotinus, without Spinozism ;* the necessary connection of things, 
according to the Stoics, reconcileable with the spontaneity of the 
other schools ; the vital-philosophy of the Oabalists and Hermet- 
ists, who assumed the universality of sensation; the substantial 
forms and entelechies of Aristotle and the schoolmen, together 
with the mechanical solution of all particular phenomena, accord- 
ing to Democritus and the recent philosophers ; all these we shall 
find united in one perspective central point, which shows regularity 
and a coincidence of all the parts in the veiy object, which from 
every other point of view must appear confused and distorted. 
The spirit of sectarianism has been hitherto our fault, and the 
cause of our failures. We have imprisoned our own eonceptions 
by the lines which we have drawn, in order to exclude the concep- 
tions of others. J’ai trouve que la plupart des sectes ont raison dans 
tme bonne partie de ce qu’elles avancent, mais nonpar tant en ce qu’elles 
nient. 

A system! which aims to deduce the memory with all the other 
functions of intelligence, must of course place its first position 
from beyond the memory, and anterior to it, otherwise the prin- 
ciple of solution would be itself a part of the problem to be solved. 
Such a position, therefore, must in the first instance be demanded, 
and the first question will be, by what right is it demanded P On 
this account I think it expedient to make some preliminary remarks 
on the introduction of Postulates in philosophy. The word pos- 



• This is happily rffectf*d In three line® by 
Synesius, in his Third Hymn 

*Ev KoX ndi^a— (taken by itself) is Spitio* 
zisnt, 

*Ev 6' 'ArrapTwi' — a mere anima Mundi. 

*Ev re np'o ndyr<av-^is mechanical TheUm. 

But unite all three, and the result is the 
Theism of Saint Paul and Christianity. 

Syresius was censured for his doctrine of 
the 1 re-existence of the Soul ; but never, that 
I can find, arraigned or deemed heretical for 
his Pantheism, though neither Giordano 
Bnino.or Jacob B#*hmcn over avowed it more 
oroodly. 

Mvorav Ndof» 

Td T€ KoX ra 
EvBhv app-qrov 
*A/Kj>cxop<v<t>v. 

TO rtKTOv 
Zv TO TlKTOfltVOV* 

2v TO <i>o»Ti^oy, 



Zv TO X.apLnofi€voy' 

Zv TO if>at,v6ixtyoVf 
Zv TO XpVTTTOfieVOV 
avyaiV) 

’El* KOX navra, 

*Ei/ koB* eavTOy 
Kat 5id TrdvTwv* 

Pantheism is therefore not necessarily 
irreligious or heretical; though it may be 
taught atbeistlcally. Thus Spinoza would 
agree with Synesius in calling God ♦vo-t? iv 
Noepotv, the Nature in Intelligences; but he 
could not subscribe to the preceding Novv 
KoX Noep^y i. e.y Himself Intelligence and 
intelligent. 

In this biographical sketch of mv literary 
life I may be excused, if 1 mention here, that 
1 had translated the eight Hymns of Synesiu* 
from the Greek into English Auacreoiitics 
before my fifteenth year. 
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tulate is borrowed from the science of mathematics.* In geometij 
the primary construction is not demonstrated, but postulated. 
This first and most simple construction in space is the x>oint in 
motion, or the line. Whether the point is moved in one and the 
same direction, or whether its direction is continually changed, re- 
mains as yet undetermined. But if the direction of the point have 
been determined, it is either by a point without it, and then there 
arises the straight line which encloses no space ; or the direction 
of the point is not determined by a point without it, and then it 
must flow back again on itself ; that is, there arises a cyclical line 
which does inclose a space. If the straight line be assumed as the 
positive, the cyclical is then the negation of the straight. It is a 
line which at no point strikes out into the straight, but changes 
its direction continuously. But if the primary line be conceived 
as undetermined, and the straight line as determined throughout, 
then the cyclical is the third compotmded of both. It is at once 
undetermined and determined ; undetermined through any point 
without, and determined through itself. Geometry therefore sup- 
plies philosophy with the example of a primary intuition, from 
which every science that lays claim to evidence must take its 
commencement. The mathematician does not begin with a de- 
monstrable proposition, but with an intuition, a practical idea. 

But here an important distinction presents itself. Philosophy 
is employed on objects of the inner sense, and cannot, like geo- 
metry, appropriate to every construction a correspondent outward 
intuition. Nevertheless philosophy, if it is to arrive at evidence, 
must proceed from the most original constniction ; and the ques- 
tion then is, what is the most original construction or first pro- 
ductive act for the inner sense. The answer to this question 
depends on the direction which is given to the inner sense. But in 
philosophy the inner sense cannot have its direction determined 
by any outward object. To the original construction of the line 
I can be compelled by a line drawn before me on the slate or on 
sand. The stroke thus drawn is indeed not the line itself, but only 
the image or pictiire of the line. It is not from it that we first 
learn to know the line ; but, on the contrary, we bring this stroke 
to the original line generated by the act of the imagination ; 
otherwise we could not define it as without breadth or thickness. 
StiU however this stroke is the sensuous image of the original oi- 
ideal line, and an efficient mean to excite every imagination to the 
intuition of it. 

It is demanded, then, whether there be found any means in phi- 
* See Schell. abhandL zor Erlauter. id. der Wiaaenscbaftalefare. 
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losoplij to determine the direction of the inner sense, as in mathe- 
matics it is determinable by its specific image or outward picture. 
Now, the inner sense has its direction determined for the greater 
part only by an act of freedom. One man’s consciousness extends 
only to the pleasant or unpleasant sensations caused in him by ex- 
tern impressions ; another enlarges his inner sense to a conscious- 
ness of forms and quantity ; a third, in addition to the image, is 
conscious of the conception or notion of the thing ; a fourth at- 
tains to a notion of his notions — he reflects on his own reflections ; 
and thus we may say, without impropriety, that the one possesses 
more or less inner sense than the other. This more or less betrays 
already that philosophy, in its first principles, must have a prac- 
tical, or moral, as well as a theoretical or speciilative side. This 
diflFerence in degree does not exist in the mathematics. Socrates, 
in Plato, shows that an ignorant slave may be brought to imder- 
stand, and of himself to solve, the most difficult geometrical pro- 
blem. Socrates drew the figures for the slave in the sand. The 
disciples of the critical philosophy could likewise (as was indeed 
actually done by La Forge and some other followers of Des Cartes) 
represent the origin of our representations in copper-plates, but 
no one has yet attempted it, and it would be utterly useless. To 
an Esquimaux or New Zealander our most popular philosophy 
would be wholly unintelligible. The sense, the inward organ ; for 
it is not yet bom in him. So is there many a one among us, yes, 
and some who think themselves philosophers too, to whom the 
philosophic organ is entirely wanting. To such a man philosophy 
is a mere play of words and notions, like a theory of music to the 
deaf, or like the geometry of light to the blind. The connection 
of the parts and their logical dependencies may be seen and re- 
membered ; but the whole is groimdless and hollow, unsustained 
by living contact, unaccompanied with any realizing intuition which 
exists by and in the act that affirms its existence, which is known, 
because it is, and is, because it is known. The words of Plotinus, 
in the assumed person of Nature, hold true of the philosophic 
energy. To Otapovv fiov 6tapr)p,a iro«I, ti<nrtp oi Tf<opfTpai deapovurtt 
■ypn'jtitvam’ dXX’ c’fiou pf; ypa<^o€crr)t, 6ea>poV(rr]s bf, iKpiaravrai al tS)P 
(Toparav ypappai. With me the act of contemplation makes the 
thing contemplated, as the geometricians contemplating, describe 
lines correspondent ; but I not describing lines, but simply con- 
templating, the representative forms of things rise up into exist- 
ence. 

The postulate of philosophy, and at the same time the test of 
philosophic capacity, is no other than the heaven-descended know 
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THYSELF ! {E ccelo descendit, Vvadi atavrov). And this at once 
practically and speculatively. For as philosophy is neither a 
science of the reason or understanding only, nor merely a science 
of morals, but the science of being altogether, its primary ground 
can be neither merely speculative or merely practical, but both in 
one. All knowledge rests on the coincidence of an object with a 
subject. (My readers have been warned in a former chapter that 
for their convenience as well as the writer’s, the term subject is 
used by me in its scholastic sense, as equivalent to mind or sen- 
tient being, and as the necessary correlative of object, or quicquid 
objicitur menii). For we can know that only which is true ; and 
the truth is universally placed in the coincidence of the thought 
with the thing, of the representation with the object repre- 
sented. 

Now, the sum of all that is merely objective we will hence- 
forth call nature, confining the term to its passive and material 
sense, as comprising all the phenomena by which its existence is 
made known to us. On the other hand, the sum of all that is sub- 
jective, we may comprehend in the name of the self or intelligence. 
Both conceptions are in necessary antithesis. Intelligence is con- 
ceived of as exclusively representative, natui'e as exclusively repre- 
sented ; the one as conscious, the other as without consciousness. 
Now, in all acts of positive knowledge there is required a reci- 
procal concurrence of both, namely of the conscious being, and of 
that which is in itself unconscious. Our problem is to explain 
this concurrence, its possibility, and its necessity. 

During the act of knowledge itself, the objective and subjective 
are so instantly united, that we cannot determine to which of the 
two the priority belongs. There is here no first and no second ; 
both are coinstantaneous and one. While I am attempting to ex- 
plain this intimate coalition, I must suppose it dissolved. I must 
necessarily set out from the one, to which therefore I give hypo- 
thetical antecedence, in order to arrive at the other. But as there 
are but two factors or elements in the problem, subject and object, 
and as it is left indetenninate from which of them I should com- 
mence, there are two cases equally possible. 

1. Either the Objective is taken as the first, and 

THEN WE have TO ACCOUNT FOR THE SUPERVENTION OP THE 

Subjective, which coalesces with it. 

The notion of the subjective is not contained in the notion of 
the objective. On the contrary, they mutually exclude each other. 
The subjective therefore must supervene to the objective. -The con- 
ception of nature does not apparently involve the co-presence of the 



Digitized by Google 




126 



Biographia Literaria. 

intdligence, making an ideal duplicate of it, i.e., representing it. 
This desk, for instance, would, according to our natural notions, 
be, though there shoiild exist no sentient being to look at it. This 
then is the problem of natural philosophy. It assumes the objec- 
tive or unconscious nature as the first, and has therefore to explain 
how intelligence can supervene to it, or how itself can grow into 
intelligence. If it should appear that all enlightened naturalists, 
without having distinctly proposed the problem to themselves, 
have yet constantly moved in the line of its solution, it m\ist afford 
a strong presumption that the problem itseK is founded in nature. 
For if all knowledge has, as it were, two poles reciprocally required 
and presupposed, all sciences must proceed from the one or the 
other, and must tend towards the opposite as far as the equatorial 
point in which both are reconciled and become identical. The ne- 
cessary tendence therefore of all natural philosophy is from nature 
to intelligence ; and this, and no other, is the true ground and oc- 
casion of the instinctive striving to introduce theory into our views 
of natural phenomena. The highest perfeetion of natural phi- 
losophy would consist in the perfect spiritualization of all the 
laws of nature into laws of intuition and intellect. The pheno- 
mena {the material) must wholly disappear, and the laws alone {the 
formal) must remain. Thence it comes, that in nature itself the 
more the principle of law breaks forth, the more does the fciwfc 
drop off, the phenomena themselves become more spiritual and at 
length cease altogether in our consciousness. The optical phe- 
nomena are but a geometry, the lines of which are drawn by light, 
and the materiality of this light itself has already become matter 
of doubt. In the appearances of magnetism all trace of matter 
is lost, and of the phenomena of gravitation, which not a few 
amon^ the most illustrious Newtonians have declared no otherwise 
comprehensible than as an immediate spiritual influence, there re- 
mains nothing but its law, the execution of which, on a vast scale, is 
the mechanism of the heavenly motions. The theory of natural phi- 
losophy would then be completed, when all nature was demon- 
strated to be identical in essence with that which in its highest 
known power exists in man as intelligence and self-consciousness ; 
when the heavens and the earth shall declare not only the power of 
their Maker, but the glory and the presence of their God, even as 
He appeai'ed to the great prophet during the vision of the mount 
in the skirts of His divinity. 

This may suffice to show that even natural science, which com- 
mences with the material phenomenon as the reality and substance 
•f things existing, does yet, by the necessity of theorising uncon* 
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scioasly, and as it were instinctively, end in nature as an intel- 
ligence; and by this tendency the science of nature becomes 
finally natural philosophy, the one of the two poles of fundamental 
sciense. 

2. Ob thb Subjective is taken as the first, and the 

PROBLEM THEN IS, HOW THERE SUPERVENES TO IT A COINCI- 
DENT Objective. 

In the pursuit of these sciences, our success in each depends on 
an austere and faithful adherence to its own principles, with a 
careful separation and exclusion of those which appertain to the 
opposite science. As the natural philosopher, who directs his 
views to the objective, avoids above all things the intermixture 
of the subjective in his knowledge; as for instance, arbitrary 
suppositions, or rather suffictions, occult qualities, spiritual 
agents, and the substitution of final for efficient causes ; so, on the 
other hand, the transcendental or intelligential philosopher is 
equally anxious to preclude all interpolation of the objective into 
the subjective principles of his science: as, for instance, the as- 
sumption of impresses or configurations in the brain, correspondent 
to miniature pictures on the retina painted by rays of light from 
supposed originals, which are not the immediate and real objects 
of vision, but deductions from it for the purposes of explanation. 
This purification of the mind is effected by an absolute and scien- 
tific scepticism to which the min d voluntarily determines itself for 
the specific purpose of future certainty. Des Cartes, who, in his 
meditations, himself first, at least of the modems, gave a beau- 
tiful example of this voluntary doubt, this self-determined indeter- 
mination, happily expresses its utter difference from the scepticism 
of vanity or irreligion : Nec tamen in eo gcepticos imitabar, qui 
dubitani tantvm ut dubitent, et proeter incertitudinem ipsam nihil 
qucerunt. Nam contra totus in eo eram ut aliquid certi reperirem.* 
Nor is it less distinct in its motives and final aim, than in its 
proper objects, which are not, as in ordinary scepticism, the pre- 
judices of education and circumstance, but those original and 
innate prejudices which nature herself has planted in all men, and 
which, to all but the philosopher, are the first principles of know- 
ledge, and the final test of truth. 

Now, these essential prejudices are all reducible to the one fun- 
damental presumption, that there exist things without us. As 
this on the one hand originates neither in grounds or ai’guments, 
and yet on the other hand remains proof against all attempts to 
remove t by grounds or arguments {naturam furea acpeUae tamen 
* Des Castes, de Mttkodn. 
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usque redibif) ; on the one hand lays claim to immediate certainty 
as a position at once indemonstrable and irresistible, and yet, on 
the other hand, inasmuch as it refers to something essentially dif- 
ferent from ourselves, nay even in opposition to ourselves, leaves 
it inconceivable how it could possibly become a part of our im- 
mediate consciousness ; in other words, how that which ex hypo- 
thesi is and continues to be extrinsic and alien to our being should 
become a modification of om being : the philosopher, therefore, 
compels himself to treat this faith as nothing more than a pre- 
judice, innate indeed and connatural, but still a prejudice. 

The other position, which not only claims but necessitates the 
admission of its immediate certainty, equally for the scientific 
reason of the philosopher as for the common sense of mankind at 
large, namely, I am, cannot so properly be entitled a prejudice. 
It is groundless indeed ; but then in the very idea it precludes all 
ground, and separated from the immediate consciousness loses its 
whole sense and import. It is groundless ; but only because it is 
itseK the ground of all other certainty. Now the apparent con- 
tradiction, that the former position, namely, the existence of 
things without us, which from its nature cannot be immediately 
certain should be received as blindly and as independently of all 
groimds as the existence of our own being, tho transcendental 
philosopher can solve only by the supposition, that the former is 
unconsciously involved in the latter ; that it is not only coherent 
but identical, and one and the same thing with our own imme- 
diate self-consciousness. To demonstrate this identity is the 
oflBce and object of his philosophy. 

If it be said that this is idealism, let it be remembered that it is 
only so far idealism, as it is at the same time, and on that very 
account, the truest and most binding realism. For wherein does 
the realism of mankind properly consist ? In the assertion that 
there exists a something without them, what, or how, or where 
they know not, which occasions the objects of their perception ? 
Oh no I This is neither connatural or universal It is what a 
few have taught and learnt in the schools, and which the many 
repeat without asking themselves concerning their own meaning. 
The realism common to all mankind is far elder and lies infinitely 
deeper than this hypothetical explanation of the origin of our 
perceptions, an explanation skimmed from the mere surface of 
mechanical philosophy. It is the table itself, which the man of 
common sense believes himself to see, not the phantom of a table, 
from which he may argumentatively deduce the reality of a table, 
which he does not see. If to destroy the reality of all that we 
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actually behold, be idealism, wbat can be more egregiously so 
than the system of modern metaphysics, which banishes us to a 
land of shadows, surrounds us with apparitions, and distinguishes 
truth from illusion only by the majority of those who dream the 
same dream P “ I asserted that the world was mad,” exclaimed 
poor Lee, “ and the world said, that I was mad, and confound 
them, they outvoted me.” 

It is to the true and original realism, that I would direct the 
attention. This believes and requires neither more nor less, t,ha.Ti 
that the object which it beholds or presents to itself, is the real 
and very object. In this sense, however much we may strive 
against it, we are all collectively bom idealists, and therefore, and 
only therefore, are we at the same time realists. But of this the 
philosophers of the schools know nothing, or despise the faith as 
the prejudice of the ignorant vulgar, because they live and move 
in a crowd of phrases and notions from which human nature has 
long ago vanished. Oh, ye that reverence yourselves, and walk 
humbly with the divinity in your own hearts, ye are worthy of a 
better philosophy ! Let the dead bury the dead, but do you pre- 
serve yoiir human nature, the depth of which was never yet 
fathomed by a philosophy made up of notions and mere logical 
entities. 

In the third treatise of my Logosophia, announced at the end 
of this volume, I shall give (Deo volentej the demonstrations and 
constmctions of the Dynamic Philosophy scientifically arranged. 
It is, according to my conviction, no other than the system of 
Pythagoras and of Plato revived and purified from impure mix- 
tures. Doctrina per tot manus tradita tandem in vappam desiitl 
The science of arithmetic furnishes instances, that a rule may be 
useful in practical application, and for the particular purpose may 
be suflSciently authenticated by the result, before it has itself been 
fully demonstrated. It is enough, if only it be rendered intel- 
ligible. This wiU, I trust, have been effected in the following 
Theses for those of my readers who are wiUing to accompany 
me through the following chapter, in which the results will be 
applied to the deduction of the imagination; and with it the 
principles of production and of genial criticism in the fine arts. 

Thesis I. 

Tmth is correlative to being. Knowledge without a corre- 
spondent reality is no knowledge; if we know, there must be 
somewhat known by us. To know is in its very essence a verb 
active. 
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Thesis II. 

All truth is either mediate, that is, derived from some other 
truth or truths ; or immediate and original. The latter is abso- 
lute, and its formula A. A. ; the former is of dependent or con- 
ditional certainty, and represented in the formula B. A. The cer- 
tainty, which inheres in A. is attributable to B. 

Scholium A chain without a staple, from which all the links 
derived their stability, or a series without a first, has been not 
inaptly allegorized as a string of blind men, each holding the 
skirt of the man before him, reaching far out of sight, but all 
moving without the least deviation in one straight line. It would 
be naturally taken for granted, that there was a guide at the head 
of the file : what if it were answered. No ! Sir, the men are 
without number, and infinite blindness supplies the place of 
sight P 

Equally inconceivable is a cycle of equal truths without a com- 
mon and central principle, which prescribes to each its proper 
sphere in the system of science. That the absurdity does not so 
immediately strike us, that it does not seem equally unimaginable, 
is owing to a surreptitious act of the imagination, which, instinc- 
tively and without our noticing the same, not only fills up the in- 
tervening spaces, and contemplates the cycle of (B. C. B. E. F. 
&c.) as a continuous circle (A.) giving to all collectively the unity 
of their common orbit ; but likewise supplies by a sort of subinteU 
liffUur the one central power, which renders the movement har- 
monious and cyclical. 

Thesis III. 

We are to seek therefore for some absolute truth capable of 
communicating to other positions a certainty, which it has not 
itself bon-owed ; a truth self-grounded, unconditional, and known 
by its own light. In short, we have to find a somewhat which is, 
simply because it is. In order to be such, it must be one which is 
its own predicate, so far at least that all other nominal predicates 
must be modes and repetitions of itself. Its existence too must 
be such as to preclude the possibility of requiring a cause or 
antecedent without an absurdity. 

Thesis IV. 

That there can be but one such principle, may be proved a 
priori ; for were there two or more, each must refer to some other, 
by which its equality is affirmed ; consequently, neither would be 
B^-established, as the hypothesis demands. And a posteriori, it 

K 
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will be proved by tbe principle itself, when it is discovered, us in« 
volving universal ajatecedents in its very conception. 

Scholium. If we affirm of a board that it is blue, the predicate 
(blue) is accidental, and not implied in the subject, board. If we 
affirm of a circle that it is equi-radial, the predicate indeed is 
implied in the definition of the subject : but the existence of the 
subject itself is contingent, and supposes both a cause and a per- 
pient. The same reasoning will apply to the indefinite number 
of supposed indemonstrable truths exempted from the profane 
approach of philosophic investigation by the amiable Beattie, and 
I'ther less eloquent and not more profound inaugurators of 
common sense on the throne of philosophy; a fruitless attempt, 
were it only that it is the two-fold fimction of philosophy to 
reconcile reason with common sense, and to elevate common sense 
into reason. 

Thesis V. 

Such a principle cannot be any thing or object. Each thing is 
what it is in consequence of some other thing. An infinite, inde- 
pendent thing* is no less a contradiction than an infinite circle 
or a sideless triangle. Besides a thing is that which is capable 
©f being an object of which itself is not the sole percipient. But 
an object is inconceivable without a subject as its antithesis. 
Omne perceptum percipientem supponU. 

But neither can the principle be found in a subject as a subject, 
contra-distinguished from an object: for umicuigue perclpienH 
aliquid ohjicitur perceptttm. It is to be found therefore neither in 
object nor subject taken separately, and consequently, as no other 
third is conceivable, it must be found in that which is neither 
subject nor object exclusively, but which is the identity of both. 

Thesis VI. 

This principle, and so characterised, manifests itself in the Suil 
or I AM ; which I shall hereafter indiscriminately express by the 
words spirit, self, and self-consciousness. In this, and in this 
alone, object and subject, being and knowing, are identical, each 
involving and supposing the other. In other words, it is a sub- 
ject which becomes a subject by the act of constructing itself 
objectively to itself; but which never is an object except for 
itself, and only so far as by the very same act it becomes a subject. 
It may be described therefore as a perpetual self-duplication of 

* The impossibility of xii abaolnte thing sonhic system, wiU be demonstrated in tha 
(substantia unica) as neither genus, spedes, critique on Spinoiism in the fifth treatUe ul 
nor individnum : as well as its utter unfit- my LogoaopU .. 

Mss for the fundamental position of a pbilo- 
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one and the same power into object and subject, which pre-snp- 
pose each other, and can exist only as antitheses. 

Scholium. If a man be asked how he knows that he is ? ha 
can only answer, mm quia sum. But if (the absoluteness of this 
certainty having been admitted) he be again asked, how he, the 
individual person, came to be, then, in relation to the groimd of 
his existence, not to the ground of his knowledge of that existence, 
he might reply, mm quia Devs eat, or still more philosophically, 
mm quia in Deo mm. 

But if we elevate our conception to the absolute self, the great 
eternal I am, then the principle of being, and of knowledge, of 
idea, and of reality, the ground of existence, and the ground of 
the knowledge of existence, are absolutely identical. Sum quia 
sum ;* I am, because 1 affirm myself to be ; I affirm myself to be, 
because I am. 

Thesis Vil. 

If then I know myself only through myself, it is contradictory 
to require any other predicate of self, but that of self-conscious- 
ness. Only in the self-consciousness of a spirit is there the 
required identity of object and of representation ; for herein con- 
sists the essence of a spirit, that it is self-representative. If 
therefore this be the one only immediate truth, in the certainty 
of which the reality of our collective knowledge is grounded, it 
must follow that the spirit in all the objects which it views, views 
only itself. If this could be proved, the immediate reality of 
all intuitive knowledge would be assured. It has been shown. 



• It Is most worthy of notice, that in the 
first revelation of Himself, not confined to in- 
dividnals, indeed in the very first revelation 
of His ahsointe being, Jehovah at the same 
time revealed the fundamental truth of all 
philosophy, which must either commence 
with the absolute, or have no fixed commence- 
ment; i. e. cease to be philosophy. 1 cannot 
but express my regret, that in the equivocal 
use of the word that, for in that, or becaute, 
our admirable version has rendered the pas- 
sage susceptible of a degraded interpretation 
in the mind of common readers or hearers, as 
If it were a mere reproof to an impertinent 
question, 1 am what 1 am, which might be 
dually affirmed of himself by any existent 
being. 

The Cartesian Cogito ergo turn is ottJection- 
able, because either the Cogito is used extra 
Gradum, and then it is involved in the mm 
and is tautoiogical. or it is taken as a particu- 
lar mode or dignity, and then it is subordi- 
nated to the turn as the species to the genus, 
or rather as a particular modification to the 
subject modifiM ; and not pre-ordinated as 



the arguments seem to require. For Cogito 
is Sum Cogitam. This is clear by the in- 
evidence of the converse. Cogitat ergo ett is 
true, because it is a mere application of the 
logical rule : Quic^id in genere eet, est et in 
specie. Est (cogUara) ergo est. It is a 
cherry tree ; toerefore it Is a tree. But, est 
ergo cogitat, is Illogical : for quod est in specie, 
non necessario in genere est. It may be 
true. 1 bold it to be true, that quicquid cere 
est, est per veram sui affirmationem ; but it is 
a derivative, not an immediate truth. Here 
tiien we have, by anticipation, the distinction 
between the conditional finite I (which as 
known in distinct consciousness occasion 
of experience is called by Kant’s followers 
the empirical I) and the absolute I am, and 
likewise tbe dependence or rather the inhe- 
rence of the former in the latter ; in whom 
we live, and move, and have our being," as 
St Paul divinely asserts, differing widely 
from tbe Tbeists of the mechanic school (as 
Sir 1. Newton, Locke, Ac.) who must say 
from whom we bad our b^g, and withU 
life and the powers of life. 
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that a spirit is that which is its own object, yet not originally an 
object, but an absolute subject for which all, itself included, may 
become an object. It must therefore be an act ; for every object 
is, as an object, dead, fixed, incapable in itself of any action, and 
necessarily finite. Again, the spirit (originally the identity of 
object and subject) must in some sense dissolve this identity, in 
order to be conscious of it : ^ alter et idem. But this implies an 
act, and it follows therefore that intelligence or self-consciousness 
is impossible, except by and in a will. The self-conscious spirit 
therefore is a will ; and freedom must be assumed as a ground of 
philosophy, and can never be deduced from it. 

Thesis VIII. 

"WTiatever in its origin is objective, is likewise as such neces- 
sarily finite. Therefore, since the spirit is not originally an 
object, and as the subject exists in antithesis to an object, the 
spirit cannot originally be finite. But neither can it be a subject 
Avithout becoming an object, and as it is originally the identity of 
both, it can be conceived neither as infinite nor finite exclusively, 
but as the most original union of both. In the existence, in the 
reconciling, and the recurrence of this contradiction consists 
the process and mystery of production and life. 

Thesis IX. 

This prindpiv/m commune essendi et cognoscendi, as subsisting in 
a will, or primary act of self-duplication, is the mediate or in- 
direct principle of every science ; but it is the immediate and 
direct principle of the ultimate science alone, i. e., of transcen- 
dental philosophy alone. For it must be remembered, that all 
these Theses refer solely to one of the two Polar Sciences, namely, 
to that which commences with and rigidly confines itself within 
the subjective, leaving the objective (as far as it is exclusively 
objective) to natural philosophy, which is its opposite pole. In 
its very idea therefore as a systematic knowledge of our collective 
knowing fscientia scientice), it involves the necessity of some one 
highest principle of knowing, as at once the source and the accom- 
panying form in all particular acts of intellect and perception. 
This, it has been shown, can be found only in the act and evolu- 
tion of self-consciousness. We are not investigating an absolute 
principiwn essendi; for then, I admit, many valid objections 
might be stai-ted against our theory ; but an absolute prindpiwm 
‘ cognosiendi. The result of both the sciences, or their equatorial 
1 point, would be the principle of a total and undivided philosophy, 
as for prudential reasons, I have chosen to anticipate in the Scho* 
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Burn to Thesis VI. and the note subjoined. In other words, philo- 
sophy would pass into religion, and religion become inclusive of 
philosophy. We begin with the I know myself, in order to end 
with the absolute I am. We proceed from the self, in order to 
lose and hud all self in Gk)u 

Thesis X. 

The transcendental puilosopher does not inquire what ultimate 
ground of our knowledge there may lie out of our knowing, but 
what is the last in our knowing itself, beyond which we cannot 
pass. The principle of our knowing is sought within the sphere 
of our knowing. It must be something therefore which can 
itself be known. It is asserted only, that the act of self-con- 
sciousness is for ws the source and principle of all our possible 
knowledge. Whether abstracted from us there exists anything 
higher and beyond this primary self-knowing, which is for us the 
form of all our knowing, must be decided by the result. 

That the self-consciousness is the fixed point, to which for us 
all is mortised and annexed, needs no further proof. But that 
the self-consciousness may be the modification of a higher form 
of beingl perhaps of a higher consciousness, and this again of a 
yet higher, and so on in an infinite regressvs ; in short, that self- 
consciousness may be itself something explicable into something, 
which must lie beyond the possibility of our knowledge, because 
the whole synthesis of our intelligence is first formed in and 
through the self-consciousness, does not at all concern us as trans- 
cendental philosophers. For to us the self-consciousness is not a 
kind of being, but a kind of knowing, and that too the highest 
and farthest that exists for us. It may however be shown, and 
has in part already been shown in pages 55, 56, that even when 
the objective is assumed as the first, we yet can never pass beyond 
the principle of self-consciousness. Should we attempt it, we 
must be driven back from ground to ground, each of which would 
cease to be a ground the moment we pressed on it. We must be 
whirled down the gulf of an infinite series. But this would make 
our reason baffle the end and purpose of all reason, namely, unity 
and system. Or we must break off the series arbitrarily, and 
affirm an absolute something that is in and of itself at once cause 
and effect (catisa suij subject and object, or rather the absolute 
identity of both. But as this is inconceivable, except in a self- 
consciousness, it follows, that even as natural philosophers we 
must arrive at the same principle from which as transcendental 
philosophers we set out; that is, in a self-consciousness in which 
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the principium essendi does not stand to the principium cognoseendt 
in the relation of cause to effect, but both the one and the other are 
co-inherent and identical. Thus the true system of natural philo- 
Bophy places the sole reality of things in an absolute, which is at 
once causa sui et effectus Trarfip avrviraTttp, Yl6t iavroO — ^in the ahso> 
lute identity of subject and object, which it calls Nature, and 
which in its highest power is nothing else but self-conscious will 
or intelligence. In this sense the position of Malbranche, that 
we see all things in God, is a strict philosophical truth ; and 
equally true is the assertion of Hobbes, of Hartley, and of their 
masters in ancient Greece, that all real knowledge supposes a 
prior sensation. For sensation itself is but vision nascent, not 
the cause of intelligence, but intelligence itself revealed as an 
earlier power in the process of self-construction. 

Maxap, T\a6i poi ! 

Udrep, iXaSi poi 
£i irapd Kocrpov, 

El napa pxtipav 
T(ui> triuv t6iyop ! 

Bearing then this in mind, that intelligence is a self-develop« 
ment, not a quality supervening to a substance, we may abstract 
from all degree, and for the purpose of philosophic construction 
reduce it to kind, under the idea of an indestructible power with 
two opposite and counteracting forces, which by a metephor bor- 
rowed from astronomy, we may call the centrifugal and centripeda. 
forces. The intelligence in the one tends to objectize itself, and 
in the other to know itself in the object. It will be hereafter my 
business to construct by a series of intuitions the progressive 
schemes that must follow from such a power with such forces, 
till I arrive at the fulness of the human intelligence. For my 
present purpose, I assume such a power as my principle, in order 
to deduce from it a faculty, the generation, agency, and applica- 
tion of which form the contents of the ensuing chapter. 

In a preceding page I have justified the use of technical terms 
in philosophy, whenever they tend to preclude confusion of 
thought, and when they assist the memory by the exclusive 
singleness of their meaning more than they may, for a short 
time, bewilder the attention by their strangeness. I trust, that I 
have not extended this privilege beyond the grounds on which I 
have claimed it ; namely, the conveniency of the scholastic phrase 
to distinguish the kind from all degrees, or rather to express the 
kind with the abstraction of degree, as for instance multeity 
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instead of multitude ; or secondly, for the sake of correspondence 
in sound in interdependent or antithetical terms, as subject and 
object ; or lastly, to avoid the wearying recurrence of circmnlocu* 
tions and definitions. Thus I shall venture to use potence, in 
order to express a specific degree of a power, in imitation of the 
Algebraists. I have even hazarded the new verb potenziate, with 
its derivatives, in order to express the combination or transfer of 
powers. It is with new or unusual terms, as with privileges in 
courts of justice or legislature — there can be no legitimate privi- 
lege, where there already exists a positive law adequate to the 
purpose ; and when there is no law in existence, the privilege is 
to be justified by its accordance with the end, or final cause, of all 
law. Unusual and new coined words are doubtless an evil ; but 
vagueness, confusion, and imperfect conveyance of our thoughts, 
are a far greater. Every system, which is under the necessity of 
using terms not familiarized by the metaphysics in fashion, will 
be described as written in an unintelligible style, and the author 
must expect the charge of having substituted learned jargon for 
clear conception; while, according to the creed of our modem 
philosophers, nothing is deemed a clear conception, but what is 
representable by a distinct image. Thus the conceivable is 
reduced within the bounds of the picturable. Bine patet, qui fiat 
ut, cum irreprsesentabile et impossibile vulgo yuadem signijicatua 
habeantur, conceptua tarn continui, quam infiniti, a plurimia ryici- 
antwr, quippe quorum, secundum leges cognitionis intuitivas, reprea- 
aentatio eat irwpoeaibilia. Quanquam autem harum e non paueia 
scholia exploaarvm notionvm,prcBaeHim prioria, cauaam hie non gero, 
maximi tamen momenti erit monuiaae : graviaaimo iUoa errore laM, 
qui tam perverad argumentandi ratione utwntur. Quicquid enim 
repugnat legibua inteUectua et raiionia, utique eat impoaaihile ; quod 
autem, cum rationia purae ait objectwm, legihua cognitionia intuitivoe 
tantummodo non subest, non item. Nam hie diaaenaua inter facuU 
totem sensitivam et intellectualem, (quorum indolem mox exponamj 
nihil indigitai, niai, quas mens ab inteUectu acceptas fert ideas 
abstractas, illas in concrete exsequi, et in intuitus commutare 
ssepenumero non posse. Beec autem reluctantia subjectiva men- 
titur, ut plurimum, repugrumtiam aliqtiam objectivam, et incautoa 
facile faint, limitibua, quibua mens humana circumacribitwr, pro iia 
habitia, quihua ipsa rerum essentia continetur.* 

* Kant dx Mundi Semttnlit atqm Inielli- r^ect the notion of the -continaons and the 
fibiUi forma et prineijnit, 1770. infinite. They take, namely, the worda Irre- 

preaentable and imposaible in one and the 
TBAKSLATIOK. flAm p meaning; and, acoordinp to the formt 

“Hence It is clear, firoc what canse many of aenanoos evidence, the notion of the con- 
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Critics, who are most ready to bring this charge of pedantry 
and uninteUigibility, are the most apt to overlook the important 
fact, that besides the language of words, there is a language of 
spirits (aermo interior), and that the former is only the vehicle of 
the latter. Consequently their assurance, that they do not under- 
stand the philosophic vrriter, instead of proving anything 
against the philosophy, may furnish an equal and (cceteria 
paribus) even a stronger presumption against their own phi« 
losophic talent. 

Great indeed are the obstacles which an English metaphysician 
has to encounter. Amongst his most respectable and intelligent 
judges, there will be many who have devoted their attention 
exclusively to the concenis and interests of human life, and who 
biung with them to the perusal of a philosophic system an habitual 
aversion to all speculations, the utility and application of which 
are not evident and immediate. To these I would in the first 
instance merely oppose an authority, which they themselves hold 
venerable, that of Lord Bacon : non inutUes sdentuB existimandoB 
sunt, qwirvm in se nvJlvs est usus, si ingenia acuant et ordivsnt. 

There are others whose prejudices are still more formidable, 
inasmuch as they are grounded in their moral feelings and religious 
principles, which had been alarmed and shocked by the impious 
and pernicious tenets defended by Hume, Priestley, and the 
French fatalists or necessitarians ; some of whom had perverted 
metaphysical reasonings to the denial of the mysteries and indeed 
of all the peculiar doctrines of Christianity ; and others even to 
the subversion of all distinction between right and wrong. I 
would request such men to consider what an eminent and suc- 



tinuoos and tbe infinite is doubtless impos- 
sible. 1 am not now pleading the caose of 
these laws, which not a few schools have 
thought proper to explode, especially the 
former (the law of continuity). Dot It is of 
the highest importance to admonish the reader, 
that those who adopt so perverted a mode of 
reasoning, are under a grievous error. What- 
ever opposes the formal principles of the 
understanding and the reason is confessedly 
impossible; but not therefore that, which is 
therefore not amenable to the forma of sensu- 
ous evidence, because it is exclusively an ob- 
ject of pure intellect. For this non-coind- 
denoe of the sensuous and the intellectual 
(the nature of which I shall presently lay 
open) proves nothing more, but that the 
mind cannot always ^eqnately represent in 
the concrete, and transform into distinct 
images, abstract notions derived from the 
pure mteHect But this contradiction, which 



is In itself merely subjective (t. e. an Incapa- 
city in the nature of man) too often pasM 
for an incongruity or Impossibility in the 
object (t. e. tlie notions themselves) and seduces 
the in^uUous to mistake the limitations of 
the human faculties for the limits of things, 
as they really exist." 

I take this occasion to observe, that here 
and elsewhere Kant uses the terms intuition, 
and the verb active {Intueri, Uermanice An- 
tdiauen) for which we have unfortunately 
no correspondent word, exclusively for th^ 
which can be represented in space and time. 
He therefore consistently and rightly denies 
the possibility of intellectual intuitions. Bat 
as 1 see no adequate reason for this exclusive 
sense of the term, I have reverted to its wider 
signification authorized by our elder theolo- 
gians and metipbysicians, according to whom 
tile term comprehends all truths known to us 
witlKHit a me^tun 
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ceesful defender of the Christian faith has observed, that true meta* 
physics are nothing else but true divinity, and that, in fact, the 
writers, who have given them such just offence, were sophists, who 
had taken advantage of the general neglect into which the science 
of logic has unhappily fallen, rather than metaphysicians, a name 
indeed which those writers were the first to explode as unmean- 
ing. Secondly, 1 would remind them, that as long as there are 
men in the world to whom the a-€avr6v is an instinct and a 

command from their own nature, so long will there be metaphy- 
sicians and metaphysical speculations; that false metaphysics 
can be effectually coimteracted by true metaphysics alone ; and 
that if the reasoning be clear, solid and pertinent, the truth 
deduced can never be the less valuable on account of the depth 
from which it may have been drawn. 

A third class profess themselves friendly to metaphysics, and 
believe that they are themselves metaphysicians. They have no 
objection to system or terminology, provided it be the method 
and the nomenclature to which they have been familiarized in the 
writings of Locke, Hume, Hartley, Condillac, or perhaps Dr. 
Reid, and Professor Stewart. To objections from this cause it is 
a sufficient answer, that one main object of my attempt was to 
demonstrate the vagueness or insufficiency of the terms used in 
the metaphysical schools of France and Great Britain since the 
Revolution, and that the errors which I propose to attack cannot 
subsist, except as they are concealed behind the mask of a plausi- 
ble and indefinite nomenclature. 

But the worst and widest impediment still remains. It is the 
predominance of a popular philosophy, at once the counterfeit 
and the mortal enemy of all true and manly metaphysical research. 
It is that corruption, introduced by cert^ immethodical apho- 
risming Eclectics, who, dismissing not only all system, but all 
logical connection, pick and choose whatever is most plausible 
and showy ; who select whatever words can have some semblance 
of sense attached to them without the least expenditure of thought, 
in short, whatever may enable men to talk of what they do not 
understand, with a careful avoidance of everything that might 
awaken them to a moment’s suspicion of their ignorance. This, 
alas! is an irremediable disease, for it brings with it, not so 
much an indisposition to any particular system, but an utter loss 
of taste and faculty for all system and for all philosophy. Like 
echoes that beget each other amongst the mountains, the praise 
or blame of such men rolls in volleys long after the report from the 
original blunderbuss. Sequacitas est potiua et coitio quant cmsensua l 
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et tamen (quod pesstmum est) pusiUanimitas ista non sine arrogantid et 
/astidio se offert.* 

I shall now proceed to the natm*e and genesis of the imagina* 
tion ; hat I must first take leave to notice, that after a more 
accurate perusal of Mr. Wordsworth’s remarks on the Imagination 
in his preface to the new edition of his poems, I find that my con- 
clusions are not so consentient with his as, I confess, I had taken 
for granted. In an article contributed by me to Mr. Southey’s 
“ Omniana,” On the soul and its organa of sense, are the following 
sentences : — “ These (the human faculties) I would arrange under 
the different senses and powers ; as the eye, the ear, the touch, 
&c. ; the imitative power, voluntary and automatic ; the imagina* 
tion, or shaping or modifying power ; the fancy, or the aggrega- 
tive and associative power ; the understanding, or the regulative, 
substantiating and realizing power; the speculative reason — vis 
theoretica et scientijka, or the power by which we produce, or aim to 
produce, unity, necessity and university in all our knowledge by 
means of principles a prior* ;f the wiU, or practical reason; the 
faculty of choice (Qermanice, Willkuhr) and (distinct both from 
the moral wiU and the choice) the sensation of volition, which I 
have found reason to include under the head of single and double 
touch.” To this, as far as it relates to the subject in question, 
namely, the words (the aggregative and associative power), Mr. 
Wordsworth’s “ only objection is that the definition is too general. 
To aggregate and to associate, to evoke and combine, belong as 
well to the imagination as the fancy.” I reply, that if by the 
power of evoking and combining, Mr. W. means the same as, and 
no more than, I meant by the aggregative and associative, I con- 
tinue to deny that it belongs at all to the imagination ; and I am 
disposed to conjecture that he has mistaken the co-presence of 
fancy with imagination for the operation of the latter singly. A 
man may work with two very different tools at the same moment ; 
each has its share in the work, but the work effected by each is 
distinct and different. But it will probably appear in the next 
chapter, that deeming it necessary to go back much further than 
Mr. Wordsworth’s subject required or permitted, I have attached 
a meaning to both fancy and imagination, which he had not in 



• Bacon's iVonm Organttm. 
f This phrase, a priori, is in common most 
grossly misnndemto^ and an absurdity bnr- 
ihened on it, which it does not deserve ! By 
knowledge, a priori, we do tx>t mean, that we 
can know anj^bing previously to experience, 
which wonid be a contradiction in terms ; but 
that having once known it by occasion of ex- 



perience (t, e. something acting upon us from 
without), we then know that it must have 
pre-existoi, or the experience itself would 
nave been impossible. ^ experience only I 
know that I have eyes; but then my reason 
convinces me that 1 must have had eyes in 
order to the experience. 
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view, at least while he was writing that preface. He will judge. 
"Would to heaven, I might meet with many such readers. I will 
conclude with the words of Bishop Jeremy Taylor : “ He to whom 
all things are one, who draweth all things to one, and secth all 
things in one, may enjoy true peace and rest of spirit.”* 



CHAPTER XIII. 



On the Imagination, or esemplaatic power 

** 0 Adam ! one Almighty is, from whom 
All things proceed, and up to him return 
If not depraved from good : created all 
Such to perfection, one first nature all 
Indued with various forms, various degrees 
Of substance, and in things that live, of life; 

But more refin’d, more spiritous and pure. 

As nearer to him placed or nearer tending. 

Each in their several active spheres assign’d. 

Till body up to spirit work. In bounds 
Proportion’d to each kind. So from the root 
Springs lighter the green stalk : from thence the leaves 
More airy ; last, the bright consummate fiower 
Spirits odorous breathes. Flowers and their ihiit, 

Man's nourishment, by gradual scale sublim’d. 

To vital spirits aspire : to animal ; 

To intetUctual f— give both life and sense. 

Fancy and understanding : whence the soul 
Reason receives, and reason is her being. 

Discursive or Intuitive.” Pa*. Lost, b. v. 

"Sane ti res eorjiorales nil nisi materiaJe eontinerent, veritsime dieerentwr in flutu eon* 
iittere neque habere tvbetantUUe quiequam, qtiemadmcdum et I’latvnici olim recte agno- 
tire. — Bine igitur, prteter puri mathematica et phantatia tubjecta, ccUegi quadam meta- 
phytica toldque mente perceptibilia, cue admittenda: et masses vuUeriaU principium 
quoddam tuperiue et, ut tic dicam, forvude addendum r quandoquidem omnet veritatet 
rerum corporearum ex solis axiomatibut Uigitticit et geometricit, nempe de magno et parvo, 
toto et parte, figuri et situ, coUigi non pottint : ted alia de cautd et effectu, aetioneque et 
pattione, accedere debeant, quibut ordinit rerum rationet talventur. Id principium rerum, 
an ivrtkexeutv an vim appellemut, rum rqfert, mode meminerimut, per tdlam Viritm notion* 
em inteUigibUiter explicari." 

Leibnitz; Op. T. II. P. II. j>. S3.— T. m.p. 321. 

Noepuv . 

Kp.^ iav TONIS’ I U 

Xippfi TI MEXON I 

Ov xaTaxrtir. 

STNEsn, Bymn. 111. L 23L 



D ES cartes, epeaking as a naturalist, and in imitation of 
Archimedes, said. Give me matter and motion and I will 
construct you the universe. We must of course understand him 
• Jer. Taylor’t “ Via Pada." 
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to have meant, I will render the construction of the universe 
intelligible. In the same sense the transcendental philosopher 
says : Grant me a nature having two contrary forces, the one of 
which tends to expand infinitely, while the other strives to 
apprehend or find itself in this infinity, and I will cause the world 
of intelligences with the whole system of their representations to 
rise up before you. Every other science pre-supposes intelligence 
as already existing and complete: the philosopher contemplates 
it in its growth, and as it were represents its history to the mind 
from its birth to its maturity. 

The venerable Sage «f Koenigsberg has preceded the march of 
this master-thought as an effective pioneer, in his essay on the 
introduction of negative quantities into philosophy, published 
1763. In this he has shown, that instead of assailing the science 
of mathematics by metaphysics, as Berkeley did in his “ Analyst,” 
or of sophisticating it, as Wolf did, by the vain attempt of deduc- 
ing the first principles of geometry from supposed deeper grounds 
of ontology, it behoved the metaphysician rather to examine 
whether the only province of knowledge which man has succeeded 
in erecting into a pure science, might not furnish materials or at 
least hints for establishing and pacifying the unsettled, warring, 
and embroiled domain of philosophy. An imitation of the mathe- 
matical method has indeed been attempted with no better success 
than attended the essay of David to wear the armour of Saul. 
Another use, however, is possible and of far greater promise, 
namely, the actual application of the positions which had so 
wonderfully enlarged the discoveries of geometry, irmtatia mu- 
tandis, to philosophical subjects. Kant having briefly illustrated 
the utility of such an attempt in the questions of space, motion, 
and infinitely small quantities, as employed by the mathematician, 
proceeds to the idea of negative quantities and the transfer of 
them to metaphysical investigation. Opposites, he well observes, 
are of two kinds, either logical, i.e., such as are absolutely-incom- 
patible ; or real without being contradictory. The former he de- 
nominates NihUnegativumirrepraesentcibile, the connection of which 
produces nonsense. A body in motion is something — Aliquid 
cogitabile ; but a body, at one and the same time in motion and not 
in motion, is nothing, or at most, air articulated into nonsense. 
But a motory force of a body in one direction, and an equal force 
of the same body in an opposite direction, is not incompatible, 
and the result, namely rest, is real and representable. For the 
purposes of mathematical calculus it is indifferent which force we 
term negative, and which positive, and consequently we appro- 
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priate the latter to that which happens to he the principal 
object in our thoughts. Thus if a man’s capital be ten and his 
debts eight, the subtraction will be the same, whether we call the 
capital negative debt, or the debt negative capital. But inas- 
much as the latter stands practically in reference to the former, 
we of course represent the sum as 10—8. It is equally clear that 
two equal forces acting in opposite directions, both being finite 
and each distinguished from the other by its direction only, must 
neutralize or reduce each other to inaction. Now the trans- 
cendental philosophy demands, first, that two forces should be 
conceived which counteract each other by their essential nature ; 
not only not in consequence of the accidental direction of each, 
but as prior to all direction, nay, as the primary forces from 
which the conditions of all possible directions are derivative and 
deducible: secondly, that these forces should be assumed to be 
both alike infinite, both alike indestructible. The problem will 
then be to discover the result or product of two such forces, as 
distinguished from the result of those forces, which are finite, and 
derive their difference solely from the circumstance of their 
direction. When we have formed a scheme or outline of these 
two different kinds of force, and of their different results by the 
process of discursive reasoning, it will then remain for us to 
elevate the Thesis from notional to actual, by contemplating in- 
tuitively this one power with its two inherent indestructible yet 
counteracting forces, and the results or generations to which their 
inter-penetration gives existence, in the living principle and in 
the process of our own self-consciousness. By what instrument 
this is possible the solution itself will discover, at the same time 
that it will reveal to and for whom it is possible. Non omnia jm- 
mimus omnes. There is a philosophic, no less than a poetic genius^ 
which is differenced from the highest perfection of talent, not by 
degree but by kind. 

The counteraction then of the two assumed forces does not 
depend on their meeting from opposite directions; the power 
which acts in them is indestructible ; it is therefore inexhaustibly 
re-ebullient ; and as something must be the result of these two 
forces, both alike infinite, and both alike indestnictible ; and as 
rest or neutralization cannot be this result ; no other conception 
is possible, but that the product must be a tertium aliquid, or 
finite generation. Consequently this conception is necessary. 
Now this tertium aliquid can be no other than an inter-penetra* 
tion of the counteracting powers, partaking of both. 




X42 Biogra^Ma LUeraria, 

Thus far had the work been transcribed for the press, when I 
received the following letter from a friend, whose practical judg- 
ment I have had ample reason to estimate and revere, and whose 
taste and sensibility preclude all the excuses which my self-love 
might possibly have prompted me to set up in plea againrt the deci- 
sion of advisers of equal good sense, but with less tact and feeling ; 

“Dear C. 

** You ask my opinion concerning your chapter on the Imagination, 
both as to the impressions it made on mysdf, and as to those which I 
think it will make on the public, i.e., that part of the public who, from 
the title of the work and from its forming a sort of introduction to a 
volume of poems, are likely to constitute the great majority of your readers. 

“ As to myself, and stating in the first place the effect on my under- 
standing, your (pinions and method of argument were not only so new 
to me, but so directly the reverse of all I had ever been cuxustomed to 
consider as truth, that even if I had comprehended your premises suffi- 
ciently to have admitted them, and had seen the necessity of your conclu- 
sions, I should still have been in that state of mind, which in your note 
[see page 36] you have so ingeniously evolved, as the antithesis to that 
in which a man is, when he makes a hull. In your own vxrrds, I should 
have fdt as if I had been standing on my head. 

“ The effect on my feelings, on the other hand, I cannot better re- 
present, than by supposing mysdf to have known only our light airy 
modem chapds of ease, and then for the first time to have been placed, 
and Ifft al^, in one of our largest Gothic cathedrals, in a gusty moon- 
light night of autumn. ‘ Now in glimmer, and now in gloom f often in 
palpable darkness not without a chilly sensation of terror; then suddenly 
emerging into broad yet visionary lights with coloured shadows, of 
fantastic shapes, yet all decked with holy insignia and mystic symbols ; 
and ever and anon coming out full upon pictures and stone-work images 
of great men, with whose names I vxis familiar, but which looked upon 
me with countenances and an expression, the most dissimilar to all l 
had been in the habit of connecting with those names. Those whom I 
had been taught to venerate as almost super-human in magnitude of 
intellect, I found perched in little fret-work niches, as grotesque dwarfs ; 
while the grotesques, in my hitherto belief, stood guarding the high altar 
with all the characters of Apotheosis. In short, what I had supposed 
substances were thinned away into shadows, while everywhere, shadoios 
were deepened into substances : 

‘If snlMtaiHx may be call'd that shadow aeem’d. 

For each seem’d either f ytaron. 

“ Tel after all, I could not but repeat the lines which you had quoted 
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from a MS. poem of your own in The Fbiend, and applied to a work 
of Mr. W<yrdaworth'8 though with a few of the words altered: 

— ■ “ An Orphic Ule indeed, 

A tale obfcure of high and pasgloDate thonghta 
To a ttrangt music chaunted I” 

“ Be assured, however, that I look forward anxiously to your great 
hook on the Constructive Philosophy, which you have promised and 
announced : and that I will do my best to understand it. Only I will 
not promise to descend into the dark cave of Trophonius with you, there 
to rub my own eyes, in order to make the sparks and figured flashes, 
which I am required to see, 

“ So much for mysdf. But as for the public, I do not hesitate a 
moment in advising and urging you to withdraw the chapter from the 
present work, and to reserve it for your announced treatise on the Logos 
or communicative intellect in Man and Deity. First, because imper- 
fectly as I undbersland the present chapter, I see clearly that you have 
done too much, and yet not enough. You have been obliged to omit so 
many links, from the necessity of compression, that what remains looks 
(if I may recur to my former illustration) like the fragments of the 
winding steps of an old ruined tower. Secondly, a still stronger argu- 
ment (at least one that I am sure will be more forcible with you) is, 
that your readers will have both right and reason to complain of you. 
This chapter, which canrwt, when it is printed, amount to so little as an 
hundred pages, wUl of necessity greatly increase the expense of the workj 
and every reader who, like myself, is neither prepared or perhaps calcu- 
lated for the study of so abstruse a subject so abstrusely treated, will, as 
I have before hinted, be almost entitled to accuse you of a sort of im- 
position on him. For who, he might truly observe, could from your 
title-page, viz., ‘My Literary Life and Opinions,’ published too as 
introductory to a volume of miscdlaneous poems, have anticipated, or 
even conjectured, a long treatise on ideal Realism, which holds the same 
relation in abstruseness to Plotinus, as Plotinus does to Plato. It will 
be well, if already you have not too much of metaphysical disquisition in 
your work, though as the larger part of the disquisition is historical, it 
will doubtless be both interesting and instructive to many to whose 
unprepared minds your speculations on the esemplastic power would be 
utterly unintelligible. Be assured, if you do publish this chapter in the 
present work, you will be reminded of Bishop Berkeley's Siris, announced 
as an Essay on Tar-water, which beginning vnth Tar ends with the 
Trinity, the omne scibde forming the interspace. I say in the present 
work. In that greater work to which you have devoted so many years, 
and study so intense and various, it will be in its proper place. Your 
prospectus urill have described and asmounced both its contents and their 
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nature; and if any persona purchase it, who feel no interest in the 
subjects of which it treats, they vnll have themselves only to Name. 

“ I could add to these arguments one derived from pecuniary motives, 
and particularly from the probable efects on the sale of your present 
publication ; but they would weigh little with you compared with th& 
preceding. Besides, I have long observed, that arguments drawn from 
your own personal interests more often act on you as narcotics than as 
stimulants, and that in money concerns you have some small portion of 
pig-nature in your moral idiosyncracy, and like these amiable creatures, 
must occasionally he pulled backward from the boat in order to make 
you enter it. All success attend you, for if hard thinking and hard 
reading are merits, you have deserved it. 

“ Your affectionate, &cP 

In consequence of this very judicious letter, wbich produced 
complete conviction on my mind, I shall content myself for the 
present with stating the main result of the chapter, which I 
have reserved for that future publication, a detailed prospectus of 
winch the reader will find at the close of the second volume.* 
yThe imagination then I consider either as primary, or se- 
•^ondary. The primary imagination I hold to be the living power 
and prime agent of all human perception, and as a repetition in 
the fini te mind of the eternal act of creation in the infinite 
' ‘ The secondary I consider as an echo of the former, co-ei^ting- 
with the conscious will, yet still as identical with the primary in 
the kind of its agency, and differing only in degree, and in the 
mode of its operation. It dissolves, diffuses, dissipates, in order to 
re-create ; or where this process is rendered impossible, yet still, 
at all events, it struggles to idealize and to unify. It is essentially 
vital, even as all objects (as objects) are essentially fixed and dead. 

Fancy, on the contrary, has no other counters to play with, but 
fixities and definites. The Fancy is indeed no other than a mode 
of memory emancipated from the order of time and space ; and 
blended with, and modified by that empirical phenomenon of the 
will, which we express by the word choice. But equally with the 
ordinary memory, it must revive all its materials ready made 
from the law of association.^^ 

Whatever more than thre, I shall think it fit to declare con- 
cerning the powers and privileges of the imagination in the 
present work, will be found in the Critical Essay on the uses of 
the Supernatural in poetry and the principles that regulate its 
introduction : which the reader will find prefixed to the po^ of 
The Ancient Mariner. 

* lb. Colnfdge did not laeae this prospeuui. 
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CHAPTER XIV. 

Oecwioii of the I^cal Ballads, and the ol^ects originally proposed— Prelhce to the second 
edition — ^Tbe ensuing controversy, its causes and acrimony — Philosophic definitions of • 

Poem and Poetry, with schoiia. 

D uring the first year that Mr. Wordsworth and I were neigh- 
bours, our conversations turned frequently on the two car- 
dinal points ^-poetry, the power of exciting the sympathy of the 
reader by a faithful adherence to the truth of nature, ajad the 
power of giving the interest of novelty by the modifying colours / \ 
of imagination. The sudden charm, which accidents of light and 
shade, which moonlight or sunset, diffused over a known and 
familiar landscape, appeared to represent the practicability of 
combining both. These are the poetry of nature. The thought 
suggested itseK (to which of us I do not recollect) that a series of 
poems might be composed of tw o sor ts. In the one, the incidents 
and agents were to he, in part at least, supernatural; and the 
excellence aimed at was to consist in the interesting of the affec- 
tions by the dramatic truth of such emotions, as would naturally 
accompany such situations, supposing them real. And real in 
this sense they have been to every human being ^ho, from what- 
ever source of delusion, has at any time believed himself under 
supernatural agency. For the second class, subjects were to be 
chosen from ordinary life ; the characters and incidents were to 
be such as will be found in every village and its vicinity where 
there is a meditative and feeling mind to seek after them, or to , 
notice them when they present themselves. 

In this idea originated the plan of the “ Lyrical Ballads in 
which it was agreed that my endeavours should be directed to 
persons and characters supernatural, or at least romantic ; yet so 
as to transfer from our inward nature a human interest and a 
semblance of truth sufficient to procure for these shadows of 
imagination that willing suspension of disbelief for the moment, 
which constitutes poetic faith. Mr. Wordsworth, on the other 
hand, was to propose to himseK as his object, to give the charm 
of novelty to things of every day, and to excite a feeling ana- 
logous to the supernatural, by awakening the mind’s attention 
from the lethargy of custom, and directing it to the loveliness 
and the wonders of the world before us ; an inexhaustible tiea- 
Bure, but for which, in consequence of the film of familiarity and 
selfish solicitude, we have eyes, yet see not, ears that hear no^ 
and hearts that neither feel nor understand. ^ 
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With this view I wrote the “ Ancient Mariner,” and was pre- 
paring, among other poems, the “ Dark Ladie,” and the “ Chris* 
tabel,” in which I should have more nearly realized my ideal than 
I had done in my first attempt. But Mr. Wordsworth’s industry 
had proved so m^'^h more successful, and the number of his 
poems so much greater, that my compositions, instead of forming 
a balance, appeared rather an interpolation of heterogeneous 
matter. Mr. Wordsworth added two or three poems written in 
his own character, in the impassioned, lofty, and sustained_dic- 
tion which is characteristic of his genius. In this form the 
“ Lyrical Ballads ” were published ; and were presented by him, 
as an experiment, whether subjects, which from their nature i 
rejected the usual ornaments and extra-coUoquial style of poems 
in general, might not be so managed in the language of ordinary 
life as to produce the pleasurable interest which it is the peculiar ' 
business of poetry to impart. To the second edition he added a 
preface of considerable length ; in which, notwithstanding some 
passages of apparently a contrary import, he was understood 
to contend for the extension of this style to poetry of all kinds, 
and to reject as vicious hnd indefensible all phrases and forms of 
style that were not included in what he (unfortunately, I think, 
adopting an equivof;al expression) called the language of real life. 
Fi]^m this preface, prefixed to poems in which it was impossible 
td deny the presence of original genius, however mistaken its 
direction might be deemed, arose the whole long-continued con- 
troversy. For from the conjunction of perceived power with 
supposed heresy I explain the inveteracy, and in some instances, 

I grieve to say, the acrimonious passions, with which the contro- 
versy has been conducted by the assailants. 

Had Mr. Wordsworth’s poems been the silly, the childish things 
which they were for a long time described as being ; had they been, 
really distinguished from the compositions of other poets merely 
by meanness of language and inanity of thought ; had they indeed 
contained nothing more than what is found in the parodies and 
pretended imitations of them ; they must have sunk at once, a 
dead weight, into the slough of oblivion, and have dragged the 
preface along with them. But year after year increased the 
number of Mr. Wordsworth’s admirers. They were found, too, 
not in the lower classes of the reading public, but chiefly among 
young men of strong sensibility and meditative minds; and their 
admiration (inflamed perhaps in some degree by opposition) was 
distinguished by its intensity, I might almost say, by its religious 
fervour. These facts, and the intellectual energy of the author. 
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which was more or less consciously felt, where it was outwardly 
and even boisterously denied, meeting with sentiments of aversion 
to his opinions, and of alarm at their consequences, produced an 
eddy of criticism, which wovdd of itself have borne up the poems 
by the violence with which it whirled them round and round. 
With many parts of this preface, in the sense attributed to them, ' 
and which the words undoubtedly seem to authorize, I never con- 
curred; but, on the contrary, objected to them as erroneous in 
principle, and as contradictory (in appearance at least) both to i 
other parts of the same preface and to the author’s own practice j 
in the greater number of the poems themselves. Mr. Words- 
worth, in his recent collection, has, I find, degraded this prefatory 
disquisition to the end of his second volume, to be read or not at 
the reader’s choice. But he has not, as far as I can discover, an- 
nounced any change in his poetic creed. At all events, consider- 
ing it as the source of a controversy, in which I have been 
honoured more than I deserve by the frequent conjunction of my 
name with his, I think it expedient to declare, once for all, in 
what points I coincide with his opinions, and in what points I 
altogether differ. But in order to render myself intelligible, I 
must previously, in as few words as possible, explain my ideas, 
first, of a poem ; and secondly, of poetry itsedf, in kind and in 
essence. 

The office of philosophical disquisition consists in just disAnc- 
tion; while it is the privilege of the philosopher to preserve 
himself constantly aware that distinction is not division. In 
order to obtain adequate notions of any truth, we must intel- 
lectually separate its distinguishable pa^ ; and this is the tech- 
nical process of philosophy. But having so done, we must then 
restore them in our conceptions to the unity in which they actu- 
ally co-exist; and this is the result of philosophy. A poem 
contains the same elements as a prose composition ; the difference, 
therefore, must consist in a different combination of them, in 
consequence of a different object proposed. According to the 
difference of the object will be the ifference of the combination. 
It is possible that the object may be merely to facilitate the 
recollection of any given facts or observations by artificial ar- 
rangement ; and the composition will be a poem, merely because 
it is distinguished from prose by metre, or by rhyme, or by both 
conjointly. In this, the lowest sense, a man might attribute the 
name of a poem to the well-known enumeration of the days in the 
•everal months : 

Thirty days hath September. 

April, June, and November,” ftc. 
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and others of the same class and purpose. And as a particular 
pleasure is found in anticipating the recurrence of sounds and 
quantities, all compositions that have this charm supeiadded, 
whatever be their contents, may be entitled poems. 

So much for the superficial form. A difference of object and 
contents supplies an additional ground of distinction. The im* 
mediate puipose may be the communication of truths ; either of 
truth absolute and demonstrable, as in works of science ; or of 
facts experienced and recorded, as in history. Pleasure, and that 
of the highest and most permanent kind, may result from the ‘ 
attainment of the end; but it is not itself the immediate end. In 
other works the commimication of pleasure may be the immediate 
purpose ; and though truth, either moral or intellectual, ought to 
be the ultimate end, yet this will distinguish the character of the 
author, not the class to which the work belongs. Blest indeed is 
that state of society, in which the immediate purpose would be 
baffled by the perversion of the proper ultimate end ; in which no 
charm of diction or imagery could exempt the Bathyllus even of 
an Anacreon, or the Alexis of Virgil, from disgust and aversion ! 

But the communication of pleasure may be the immediate 
object of a work not metrically composed ; and that object may 
have been in a high degree attained, as in novels and romances. 
Would then the mere superaddition of metre, with or without 
rhyme, entitle these to the name of poems P The answer is, that 
not hin g can permanently please, which does not contain in itself 
the reason why it is so, and not otherwise. If metre- be super- 
added, all other parts must be made consonant with it. They 
must be such as to justify the perpetual and distinct attention to 
each part, which an exact correspondent recurrence of accent and 
sound are calculated to excite. The final definition then, so 
deduced, may be thus _wor ded. A poem is that species of com- 
position, which is opposed to works of science, by proposing for 
its immediate object pleasure, not truth; and from all othei 
species (having this object in common with it) it is discriminated 
by proposing to itself such delight from the whole, as is compati- 
ble with a distinct gratification from each component part. 

Controversy is not seldom excited in consequence of the dispxi* 
tants attaching each a different meaning to the same word; and 
in few instances has this been more striking than in disputes 
concerning the present subject. If a man chooses to call every 
composition a poem, which is rhyme, or meas\ire, or both, I most 
leave his opinion unconti'overted. The distinction is at least 
competent to characterize the writer’s intention. If it were sub> 
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joined, that the whole is likewise entertaining or affecting, as a 
tale, or as a series of interesting reflections, I of course admit 
this as another fit ingredient of a poem, and an additional merit. 
But if the definition sought for be that of a legitimate poem, I 
answer, it must be one the parts of which mutually support and 
explain each other ; all in their proportion harmonizing with, and 
supporting the purpose and known influences of metrical arrange- 
ment. The philosophic critics of all ages coincide with the ulti- 
mate judgment of a^ countries, m equally denying the praises of 
a just poem, on the one hand to a series of striking lines or 
distichs, each of which absorbing the whole attention of the 
reader to itself, disjoins it from its context, and makes it a 
separate whole, instead of a harmonizing pai-t ; and on the other 
hand, to an unsustainsd composition, from which the reader 
collects rapidly the general result unattracted by the component 
parts. The reader should be carried forward, not merely or 
chiefly by the mechanical impulse of curiosity, or by a restless 
desire to arrive at the final solution; but by the pleasurable 
activity of mind excited by the attractions of the journey itself. 
Like the motion of a serpent, which the Egyptians made the 
emblem of intellectual power ; or like the path of sound through 
the ail', at every step he pauses and half recedes, and from the 
retrogressive movement collects the force which again carries him 
onward. FrcBcipitandus est liber spiribis, says Petronius Arbiter 
most happily. The epithet, liber, here balances the preceding 
verb : and it is not easy to conceive more meaning condensed in 
fewer words. 

But if this should be admitted as a satisfactory character of a 
poem, we have still to seek for a definition of poetry. The 
writings of Plato, and Bishop Taylor, and the Theoria Sacra of 
Burnet, furnish undeniable proofs that poetry of the highest kind 
may exist without metre, and even without the contradistinguish- 
ing objects of a poem. The first chapter of Isaiah (indeed a very 
large proportion of the whole book) is poetry in the most em- 
phatic sense ; yet it would be not less irrational than strange to 
assert, that pleasure, and not truth, was the immediate object of 
the prophet. In short, whatever specific import we attach to the 
word poetry, there will be found involved in it, as a necessary 
consequence, that a poem of any length neither can be, nor ought 
to be, all poetry. Yet if a harmonious whole is to be produced, 
the remaining parts must be preserved in keeping with tho 
poetry; and this can be no otherwise effected than by such 9 
studied selection and artificial arrangement as will pai*take <t 
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cne, thongli not a peculiar, property of poetry. And this again 
can be no other than the property of exciting a more continuous 
and equal attention than the language of prose aims at, whether 
colloquial or written. 

My own conclusions on the nature of poetry, in the strictest use 
of the word, have been in part anticipated in the preceding dis- 
quisition on the fancy and imagination. What is poetry P is so 
nearly the same question with, what is a poet P that the answer 
to the one is involved in the solution of the other. For it is a 
distinction resulting from the poetic genius itself, which sustains 
and modifies the images, thoughts, and emotions of the poet’s 
own mind. The poet, described in ideal perfection, brings the 
whole soul of man into activity, with the subordination of its 
faculties to each other, according to their relative worth and 
dignity. He diffuses a tone and spirit of unity, that blends, 
and (as it were) fuses, each into each, by that synthetic and 
magical power to which we have exclusively appropriated the 
name of imagination. This power, first put in action by the will 
and understanding, and retained under their iiremissive, though 
gentle and unnoticed, control {JLaxis effertwf habenis) reveals 
itself in the balance or reconciliation of opposite or discor- 
dant qualities: of sameness, with difference; of the general, with 
the concrete ; the idea, with the image ; the individual, with the 
^ representative ; the sense of novelty and freshness, with old and 
familiar objects ; a more than usu^ state of emotion, with more 
than usual order; judgment ever awake and steady self-posses- 
sion, with enthusiasm and feeling profound or vehement; and 
while it blends and haimonizes the natural and the artificial, still 
subordinates art to nature ; the manner to the matter ; and our 
admiration of the poet to our sympathy with the poetry. 

Doubtless,” as Sir John Davies observes of the soul (and his 
words may with slight alteration be applied, and even more 
appropriately, to the poetic imagination), — 

Donbtlen this could not be, but tbet ebe turns 
Bodies to spirit by subliniution strange, 

As fire converts to fire tbe things it bums. 

As we our food into our nature change. 

From tb^r gross matter she abstracts their forms. 

And draws a kind of quintessence from things ; 

Which to her proper nature she transforms 
To bear them light on her celestial wings. 

Thus does she, when ftom individual states 
She doth abstract the universal kinds ; 

Which then re-clothcd in divers names and fthA 
Bteal access through our senses to our minds.’* 
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Finally, good sense is the body of poetic genins, fancy its f 
drapery, motion its life, and imagination the soul that is every 
where, and in each ; and forms all into one graceful and intelli* 
gent whole. 



CHAPTEK XV. 

The specific symptoms of poetic power elucidated in a critical analysis of Shakespeare's Venus 
and Adonis, and Bape of Lucrec& 

I N the application of these principles to purposes of practical 
criticism as employed in the appraisal of works more or less 
imperfect, I have endeavoured to discover what the qualities in a 
poem are, which may be deemed promises and specific symptoms 
of poetic power, as distinguished from general talent determined 
ta poetic composition by accidental motives, by an act of the will, 
rather than by the inspiration of a genial and productive nature. 
In this investigation, I could not, I thought, do better, than keep 
before me the earliest work of the greatest genius, that perhaps 
human nature has yet produced, our myriad-minded* Shake- 
speare. I mean the “Venus and Adonis,” and the “ Lucrece 
works which give at once strong promises of the strength, and 
yet obvious proofs of the immaturity, of his genius. From these 
I abstracted the following marks, as characteristics of original 
poetic genius in general. 

1. In the “Venus and Adonis,” the first and most obvious 
excellence is the perfect sweetness of the versification ; its adap- 
tation to the subject; and the power displayed in varying the 
march of the words without passing into a loftier and more 
majestic rhythm than was demanded by the thoughts, or per- 
mitted by the propriety of preserving a sense of melody predomi- 
nant. The delight in richness and sweetness of soimd, even to a 
faulty excess, if it be evidently original, and not the result of an 
easily imitable mechanism, I regard as a highly favourable pro- 
mise in the compositions of a young man. “ The man that hath 
not music in his soul” can indeed never be a genuine poet. 
Imagery (even taken from nature, much more when transplanted 
from books, as travels, voyages, and works of natural history) ; 
affecting incidents; just thoughts; interesting personal or do- 

* 'Anip pvptii<ovt, a phnue which I have borrowed It : for It se«ii8 to belong to ^lakea- 
ttorrowed from a Greek monk, who applies it peare de jure tinguUxri, et ea privUegia 
to a Patriarch of Constantinople. 1 might vatura, 
bave said, that I have reclaimed rather than 



Digitized by Google 




152 Biographia Literaria. 

mestic feelings ; and with these the art of their combination or 
intertextore in the form of a poem ; maj all by incessant effort be 
acquired as a trade, by a man of talents and much reading, who, 
as I once before observed, has mistaken an intense desire of poetic 
reputation for a natural poetic genius ; the love of the arbitrary 
end for a possession of the peculiar means. But the sense of 
musical delight, with the power of producing it, is a gift of imagi- 
nation ; and this, together with the power of reducing multitude 
into unity of effect, and modifying a series of thoughts by some 
one predominant thought or feeling, may be cultivated and im* 
proved, but can never be learnt. It is in these that “ Poeta naa- 
titur non fit” 

2. A. second promise of genius is the choice of subjects very 
remote from the private interests and circumstances of the writer 
himseK. At least I have found, that where the subject is taken 
immediately from the author’s personal sensations and expe- 
riences, the excellence of a particular poem is but an equivocal 
mark, and often a fallacious pledge, of genuine poetic power. We 
may perhaps remember the tale of the statuary, who had acquired 
considerable reputation for the legs of his goddesses, though the 
rest of the statue accorded but indifferently with ideal beauty ; 
till his wife, elated by her husband’s praises, modestly acknow- 
ledged that she herself had been his constant modd. In the 
Venus and Adonis, this proof of poetic power exists even to 
exc^s. It is throughout as if a superior spirit, more intuitive, 
more intimately conscious even than the characters themselves, 
not only of every outward look and act, but of the flux and reflux 
of the mind in all its subtlest thoughts and feelings, were placing 
the whole before our view ; himself meanwhile unparticipating in 
the passions, and actuated only by that pleasurable excitement 
which had resulted from the energetic feiwour of his own spiiit, 
in so vividly exhibiting what it had so accurately and profoundly 
contemplated. I think I should have conjectured from these 
poems, that even then the great instinct which impelled the poet 
to the di'ama was secretly workmg in him, prompting him by a 
series and never-broken chain of imagery, always vivid, and 
because imbroken, often minute; by the highest effort of the 
picturesque in words, of which words ai*e capable, higher perhaps 
than was ever realized by any other poet, even Dante not ex- 
cepted; to provide a substitute for that visual language, that 
constant intervention and running comment by tone, look, and 
gesture, which, in his dramatic works, he was entitled to expect 
^om the players. His Venus and Adonis seem at once the 
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sharacters themselves, and the whole representation of those 
characters by the most consummate actors. Ton seem to be told 
nothing, but to see and hear everything. Hence it is, that from 
the perpetual activity of attention required on the part of the 
reader ; from the rapid flow, the quick change, and the playful 
nature of the thoughts and images; and, above all, from the 
alienation, and, if I may hazard such an expression, the utter 
aloofness of the poet’s own feelings from those of which he is at 
once the painter and the analyst; that though the very subject 
cannot but detract from the pleasure of a delicate mind, yet never 
was poem less dangerous on a moral account. Instead of doing 
as Ariosto, and as, still more offensively, Wieland has done; 
mstead of degrading and deforming passion into appetite, the 
trials of love into the struggles of concupiscence, Shakespeare has 
here represented the animal impulse itself, so as to preclude all 
sympathy with it, by dissipating the reader’s notice among the 
thousand outward images, and now beautiful, now fanciful cir- 
cumstances, which form its dresses and its scenery ; or by divert- 
ing our attention from the main subject by those frequent witty 
or profound reflections which the poet’s ever active mind has 
deduced from, or connected with, the imagery and the incidents. 
The reader is forced into too much action to sympathise with the 
merely passive of our nature. As little can a mind thus roused 
and awakened be brooded on by mean and instinct emotion, as 
the low, lazy mist can creep upon the surface of a lake while a 
strong gale is driving it onward in waves and billows. 

3. It has been before observed that images, however beautiful, 
though faithfully copied from nature, and as accvirately repre- 
sented in words, do not of themselves characterize the poet. They 
become proofs of original genius only as far as they are modified 
by a predominant passion ; or by associated thoughts or images 
awakened by that passion ; or when they have the effect of re- 
ducing multitude to unity, or succession to an instant ; or lastly, 
when a human and intellectual life is transferred to them from 
the poet’s own spirit, 

“ Which shoots its being through earth, sea, and air.” 

In the two following lines, for instance, there is nothing objec- 
tionable, nothing which would preclude them from forming, in 
their proper place, part of a descriptive poem : 

“ Behold yon row of pines, that shorn and bow'd 
Bend from the sea-blast, seen at twilight eve.” 

But with the small alteration of rhythm, the same words would 
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bo equally in their place in a book of topography, or in a descrip* 
tive tour. The same image will rise into a semblance of poetry if 
thus conveyed : 

" Yon row of bleak and visionary pines, 

By twilight-glimpse discerned, mark ! bow they See 
From the ileroe sea-blast, all their tresses wild 
Streaming before them.” 

I have given this as an illustration, by no means as an instance, 
of that particular excellence which I had in view, and in which 
Shakespeare, even in his earliest as in his latest works, surpasses 
all other poets. It is by this that he still gives a dignity and a 
passion to the objects which he presents. Unaided by any pre- 
vious excitement, they burst upon us at once in life and in 
power. 

“ Full many a glorions morning have I seen 
Flatter the mountain-tops with sovereign eye.’ 

Shakespeare's 33rd. Sonnet. 

“ Not mine own fears, nor the prophetic soul 
. Of the wide world dreaming on things to come — 

a * * * • 

***** 

The mortal moon hath her eclipse endured. 

And the sad augurs mock their own presage : 

Incertainties now crown themselves assured. 

And peace proclaims olives of endless age. 

Now with the drops of this most balmy time 
Hy love looks fresh ; and Death to me subscribes, 

Since, spite of him, I'll live in this poor rhyme, 
tVhile he insults o’er dull and speechless tribes. 

And thou in this shalt find thy monument. 

When tyrants’ crests, and tombs of brass ate spent.” 

sWiet 107. 

As of higher worth, so doubtless stiU more characteristic of 
poetic genius does the imagery become, when it moulds and 
colours itself to the circumstances, passion, or character, present 
and foremost in the mind. For unrivalled instances of this 
excellence, the reader’s own memory will refer him to the Lear, 
Othello, in short to which not of the “great, ever living, dead 
man’s” dramatic works? Inopem me copia fecit. How true it is 
to nature, he has himself finely expressed in the instance of love 
in Sonnet 98 : 

" From you have I been absent in the spring, i 

When proud-pied April drest in all bis trim 
Hath put a spirit of youth in every thing ; 

That heavy ^tum laugh’d and leap'd with him. 

Yet nor the lays of birds, nor the sweet smell 
Of dilferent flowers in odonr and in hue. 

Could make me any summer’s story teU, 
i Or fh>m their proud lap pluck them where they grew t 
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ICor did I wonder at the lily's white, 

Nor praise the deep vermilion in the rose ; 

They were, but sweet, but figures of delight, 
Drawn after you. you pattern of all those. 

Yet seem'd it winter still, and you away. 

At with yowr thadm I with that did play."' 



Scarcely less sure, or if a less valuable, not less indispensable 
mark 



Tovtfiov fjiiv noiTyrov 

o<ms y^wtuov Aoxoty 



will the imagery supply, when, with more than the power of the 
painter, the poet gives us the liveliest image of succession with 
the feeling of simultaneousness ! 

“ With this he breaketh from the sweet embrace 
Of those fair arms, that bound him to her breast, 

And homeward through the dark laund runs apace : 

Look how a bright ttar thootethfrom the iky ! 

So glides he in the night from Venus’ eye.” 

Venus and Adonis, 1. 811. 



4. The last character I shall mention, which would prove indeed 
but little, except as taken conjointly with the former; yet without 
which the former could scarce exist in a high degree, and (even if 
this were possible) would give promises only of transitory flashes 
and a meteoric power ; — is depth and energy of thought. No man 
was ever yet a great poet, ■without being at the same time a pro- 
found philosopher. For poetiy is the blossom and the fragrancy 
of all human knowledge, human thoughts, human passions, emo- 
tions, language. In Shakespeare’s Poems, the creative power and 
the intellectual energy wrestle as in a war embrace. Each in its 
excess of strength seems to threaten the extinction of the other. 
At length, in the drama they were reconciled, and fought each 
■with its shield before the breast of the other. Or like two rapid 
streams that, at their first meeting within narrow and rocky 
banks, mutually strive to repel each other, and intermix reluc- 
tantly and in tumult, but soon finding a ■wider channel and more 
yielding shores, blend and dilate, and flow on in one current and 
with one voice. The Yenus and Adonis did not perhaps allow 
the display of the deeper passions. But the story of Lucretia 
seems to favour, and even demand, their intensest workings. And 
yet we find in Shakespeare’s management of the tale neither 
pathos nor any other dramatic quality. There is the same minute 
and faithful imagery as in the former poem, in the same vi-vid 
colours, inspirited by the same impetuous vigour of thought, and 
diverging and conti'acting ■with the same activity of the assimi- 
lative and of the modifying faculties ; and ■with a yet larger 
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display, a yet wider range of knowledge and reflection ; and lastly, 
with the same perfect dominion, often domination, over the whole 
world of language. What, then, shall we say? even this, that 
Shakespeare, no mere child of nature ; no automaton of genius ; 
no passive vehicle of inspiration possessed by the spirit, not 
possessing it; first studied patiently, meditated deeply, under- 
stood minutely, till knowledge, become habitual and intuitive, 
wedded itself to his habitual feelings, and at length gave birth to 
that stupendous power, by which he stands alone, with no equal 
or second in his own class ; to that power which seated him on 
one of the two glory-smitten summits of the poetic mountain, 
with Milton as his compeer, not rival. While the former darts 
himself forth, and passes into all the forms of human character 
and passion, the one Proteus of the fire and the flood ; the other 
attracts all forms and things to himself, into the unity of his own 
ideal. All things and modes of action shape themselves anew in 
the being of Milton; while Shakespeare becomes all things, yet 
for ever remaining himself. O what great men hast thou not 
produced, England ! my country ! Truly, indeed, 

“ Host we be free or die, who speak the tongue. 

Which Shakespeare spake ; the faith and morals hold. 

Which Milton held. In every thing we are spmng 
Of earth's first blood, have titles manifold i” 

WOEMWOETH. 



CHAPTER XVI. 

Striking points of difference between the Poets of the present age and those of the 15th and 
16th centuries — ^Wish expressed for the union of the characteristic merits of both. 

C HRISTENDOM, from its first settlement on feudal rights, has 
been so far one great body, however imperfectly organized, that 
a similar spirit will be found in each period to have been acting in 
all its members. The study of Shakespeare’s Poems (I do not 
include his dramatic works, eminently as they too deserve that 
title) led me to a more careful examination of the contemporary 
poets both in this and in other countries. But my attention was 
especially fixed on those of Italy, from the birth to the death of 
Shakespeare ; that being the country in which the fine arts had 
been most sedulously, and hitherto most successfully, cultivated. 
Abstracted from the degrees and peculiarities of individual genius, 
the properties common to the good writers of each period seem to 
establish one striking point of difference between the poetry of 
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the fifteenth and sixteenth centuries, and that of the present age; 
The remark may perhaps be extended to the sister art of painting. 
At least the latter wiU serve to illustrate the former. In the 
present age the poet (I would wish to be understood as speaking 
generally, and without allusion to individual names) seems to 
propose to himself as his main object, and as that which is the 
most characteristic of his art, new and striking images ; with 
incidents that interest the afiections or excite the curiosity. Both 
his characters and his descriptions he renders, as much as pos- 
sible, specific and individual, even to a degree of portraiture. In 
his diction and metre, on the other hand, he is comparatively 
careless. The measure is either constructed on no previous 
system, and acknowledges no justifying principle but that of the 
writer’s convenience ; or else some mechanical movement is 
adopted, of which one couplet or stanza is so far an adequate 
specimen, as that the occasional differences appear evidently to 
arise from accident, or the qualities of the language itself, not 
from meditation and an intelligent purpose. And the language 
from Pope’s translation of Homer, to Darwin’s “Temple of 
Nature,” may, notwithstanding some illustrious exceptions, be 
too faithfully characterized as claiming to be poetical for no 
better reason than that it would be intolerable in conversation oi 
in prose. Though, alas ! even our prose writings, nay, even the 
style of our more set discourses, strive to be in the fashion, and 
trick themselves out in the soiled and over-worn finery of the 
meretricious muse. It is true, that of late a great improvement 
in this respect is observable in our most popular writers. But it 
is equally true, that this recurrence to plain sense and genuine 
mother English is far from being general ; and that the compo- 
sition of our novels, magazines, public harangues, &c., is com- 
monly as trivial in thought, and yet enigmatic in expression, as 
if Echo and Sphinx had laid their heads together to construct it. 
Nay, even of those who have most rescued themselves from this 
contagion, I should plead inwardly guilty to the charge of du- 
plicity or cowardice if I withheld my conviction, that few have 
guarded the purity of their native tongue with that jealous care, 
which the sublime Dante, in his tract, “De la nohUe volgare 
eloquenza,” declares to be the first duty of a poet. For language 
is the armoury of the human mind; and at once contains the 
trophies of its past, and the weapons of its future conquests. 

Animadoerte, quam sit ab improprietate verborum pronvm horn ini- 
bus prolabi in errores circa res!”* “ 8cd vero, in vitae brevitate 
* Hobbvs: £zam. et Exaund. hod. Hoik. 
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»l naiurce obscwritate, rerum eat, quUma cognoacendus iempua impen- 
datur, ut eonfuaia et midtivocia aermonibua inteUigendia illud con^ 
avmere non opua eat. Ekeu / quantaa atragea paravere verba nubila, 
quae tot dicv^, ut nihil dicr^ — nubea potiua, e quibua et in rebua 
poliiicia et in eecleaid turbinea et toniirua erumpunt ! Et proinde 
recte dictum putamua a PlcUone in Oorgid : 6t av ra ovofxara ctStl, 
tiotrai KoX ra npayfiara ; et ah Epicteto, apxq naibivatas q tSjp 
opopMTtiv iiriaiceylns: et prudentiaaime Oalenua acribit, f) rwv ovophrav 
Xpri<ris irapax^tiva Ka'i rrjv tS>v irpaypArw tiriraparTfi yvSxriv. Egregie 
vero J. 0. Scaliger, in Lib. I. de Plantis: Eat primvm, inquit, 
aapientia qfidum, bene aentire, ut aihi vivat : proximvm, bene loqui, 
ut patriae vivat,”* 

Something analogous to the materials and structure of modem 
poetry I seem to have noticed (but here I beg to be understood as 
speaking with the utmost diffidence) in our common landscape 
painters. Their foregrounds and intermediate distances are com- 
paratively unattractive : while the main interest of the landscape 
is thrown into the back-ground, where mountains and torrents 
and castles forbid the eye to proceed, and nothing tempts it to 
trace its way back again. But in the works of the great Italian 
and Flemish masters, the front and middle objeots of the land- 
scape are the most obvious and determinate, the interest gradually 
dies away in the back-ground, and the charm and peculiar worth 
of the picture consists, not so much in the specific objects which 
it conveys to the understanding in a visual language formed by 
the substitution of figures for words, as in the beauty and har- 
mony of the colours, lines and expression, with which the objects 
are represented. Hence novelty of subject was rather avoided 
than sought for. Superior excellence in the manner of treating 
the same subjects was the trial and test of the artist’s merit. 

Not otherwise is it with the more polished poets of the 15th 
and 16th centuries, especially with those of Italy. The imagery is 
almost always general; sun, moon, flowers, breezes, murmuring 
streams, warbling songsters, delicious shades, lovely damsels 
cruel as fair, nymphs, naiads, and goddesses, are the materials 
which are common to all, and which each shaped and arranged 
according to his judgment or fancy, little solicitous to add or to 
particularise. If we make an honourable exception in favour of 
some English poets, the thoughts too are as little novel as the 
images ; and the fable of their narrative poems, for the most part 
drawn from mythology, or sources of equal notoriety, derive their 
chief attractions from the manner of treating them, from iiQ* 
• SiSKUTUS de PuU : 
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passioned flow, or picturesque arrangement. In opposition to tlie 
present age, and perhaps in as faulty an extreme, they placed 
the essence of poetry in the art. The excellence at which they 
aimed consisted in the exquisite polish of the diction, combined 
with perfect simplicity. This, their prime object, they attained 
by the avoidance of every word which a gentleman would not use 
in dignified conversation, and of every word and phrase which 
none but a learned man would use ; by the studied position of 
words and phrases, so that not only each part should be melodious 
in itself, but contribute to the harmony of the whole, each note 
referring and conducing to the melody of aU the foregoing and 
following words of the same period or stanza ; and, lastly, with 
equal labour, the greater because imbetrayed, by the variation and 
various harmonies of their metrical movement. Their measures, 
however, were not indebted for their variety to the introduction of 
new metres, such as have been attempted of late in the “Alonzo 
and Imogen,” and others borrowed from the German, having in 
their very mechanism a specific overpowering tune, to which the 
generous reader humours his voice and emphasis, with more in- 
dulgence to the author than attention to the meaning or quantity 
of the words, but which, to an ear familiar with the numerous 
sounds of the Greek and Bioman poets, has an effect not unlike 
that of galloping over a paved road in a German stage-waggon 
without springs. On the contrary, the elder bards, both of Italy 
and Engird, produced a far greater as well as more charming 
variety, by countless modifications and subtle balances of sound 
in the common metres of their country. A lasting and enviable 
reputation awaits that man of genius who should attempt and 
realise a union ; who should recall the high finish, the appropri- 
ateness, the facility, the delicate proportion, and, above all, the 
peifusive and omnipresent grace which have preserved, as in a 
shrine of precious amber, the Sparrow of Catullus, the Swallow, the 
Grasshopper, and all the other little loves of Anacreon ; and which, 
with bright though diminished glories, revisited the youth and 
early manhood of Christian Eiirope in the vales of Amo,* and the 



• These thoughts were suggested to me 
during the perusal of the Madrigals of 6io- 
vaml«tUta Strozzl published in Florence 
(oella Stamperia del Sennartelli) 1st May, 
1593, by his sons Lorenzo and Filippo Strozzl, 
with a dedication to their deceased paternal 
uncle. Signor Leone Stroexi, Gentrale delle 
battaglie di Santa Chieta. As 1 do not re- 
member to have seen either the poems or 
their author mentioned In any English work, 
«r to have found them in any of the common 



collections of Italian poetry ; and as the little 
work is of rare occurrence ; I will transcribe 
a few spccimena i have seldom met with 
compositions that possessed, to my feelings, 
more of that satisfi^g entireness, that com- 
plete adequateness of the manner to the matter 
which so charms us in Anacreon, Joined wiUi 
the tenderness, and more than the delicacy of 
Catullua Trifles as they are, they were pro- 
bably elaborated with great care ; yet in the 
peru^ we refer them to a spontaneous energy 
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groves of Isis and of Cam ; and who with these should combine the 
keener interest, deeper pathos, manlier reflection, and the fresher 
and more various imagery which give a value and a name that 



Tstber (bin to Toltmtarr effort. To a calti- 
rated taste there is a delight in perfection for 
its own sake, independent of the material in 
which it is mauiieeted, that none bat a culti- 
vated taste can understand or appreciate. 

After what I have advanced, it would 
appear presumption to offer a translation; 
even if the attempt were not discouraged by 
the different genius of the English mind and 
language, which demands a denser body of 
thought as the condition of a high polish, 
than the Italian. I cannot but deem it like- 
wise an adwantage in the Italian tongue, in 
many other respe^ inferior to our own, that 
the language of poetry is more distinct from 
that of prose than with us. From the earlier 
wpearanoe and established primacy of the 
Tuscan poets, concurring with the number of 
independent states, and the diversity of written 
dialects, the Italians have gained a poetic 
idiom, as the Greeks before them bad obtained 
fiom the same causes, with greater and more 
various discriminations — ex. gr. the Jonic for 
their heroic verses ; the^t^c^r theif iambic ; 
and tbe two modes of the dqric, the lyric or 
sacerdotal, and the pastoml, (he distinctions 
of which were doubtless more obvious to the 
Greeks themselves than they are to us. 

1 will venture to add one other observation 
before I proceed to the transcription. I am 
aware that the sentiments wUch I have 
avowed concerning tbe points of difference 
between the poetry of the present age, and 
that of the period between ISOO and 1650 are 
the reverse of the opinion commonly enter- 
tained. I was conversing on this subject 
with a friend, when tbe servant, a worthy 
and sensible woman, coming in, 1 placed 
before her two engrar^gs, the one a pinky- 
ooionred plate of the day, the other a masterly 
etching by Salvator Rosa, from one of his own 
pictures. On pressing her to tell us which 
she preferr^, after a little blushing and flutter 
of feeling, she replied — " why, that. Sir ! to be 
sure ! (pointing to the ware from the Fleet- 
street print shops). It’s so neat and elegant. 
T’other is such a scratchy slovenly thing.” 
An artist, whose writings are scarcely less 
valuable than his works, and to whose au- 
thority more deference will be willingly paid, 
than I could even wish should be shown to 
mine, has told us, and from his own experi- 
ence too, that good taste must be acquired, 
aixi like all other good things, is the result of 
thought, and the submissive study of the best 
models. If it be asked, “ But what shall I 
deem such V the answer is : ” Presume these 
to be the best, the reputation of which bos 
been matured into fame by tbe consent of 
ages. For wisdom always has a final ma- 
j«tty> if not by conviction, yet by acqul(» 



oence.” In addition to Sir J. Reynolds I may 
mention Harris of Salisbury, who in one of 
his philosophical disquisitiofis has written on 
the means of acquiring a Just taste with the 
precision of Aristotle, and the elegance of 
QuintilUan. 

MADRIGALE. 

Gdido tuo rutod chiaro, t tranquitio 
M'iruegnd Amor, di ttaU a mesxo'l giomo i 
Ardean le lelve, ardean It piaggt, e t eolli. 
Ond 'to, ch’ <U piu gran gielo ardo s 
ifavillo, 

Subito corn ; nut tipuro adomo 
Girtene U vidi, die turbar no'l vatli : 

Sol mi xpecchiava, e'n dolce ombroia 
tponda 

Ui data intento al mormorar deU' onda 
MADRIGALE, 

Jure dell’ angotcioto viver mio 
Rrfrigerio toave, 

S dolce ti, che mii non mf pew grave 
Nt'l order, ne’i morir, anx' il dexio ; 

Dell von ghiaccio, e le nubi, e’l tempo rio 
Dixeacciatene omai, che I'onda diiara, 

Ji {’ ombra non men cara 
A tcherxare, e cantor per tuoi baidieUi 
£prati Pexla td AUe^exxa alletti. 

MADRIGALE. 

Pacijiehe, ma tpexxo in amoroia 
Guerra co’Jiori, e I’ erba 
Alla xtagione acerba 
Verde integne del giglio e deUa rota 
UoctXe, Aure, pian pian \ che treguaopoxa 
Se non pace, to ritroce : 

£ to bm doce—Oh vago, el manxueto 
Sguardo, oh labbra d’ambrotia, oh rider 
lieto ! 

MADRIGALE. 

Bor come un Scoglio xlaxxi, 

Bor come un Rio u'nfugge, 

Ed hor crud’ Orxa rugge, 

Bor canta Angelo pio ; ma che non fatn I 
£ che non fammi, o Satri, 

O Rivi, 0 belue, o Dii, quexta mia raga 
Bon to, te A'in/o, o Maga, 

Non to, te Donna, o 
Non to, te dolce 6 rea t 

MADRIGALE. 

Piangendo mi baciaxte, 

£ ridenilo U negatU : 

In doglia hebbivi pia. 

In fetla hebbivi ria ; 

Naeque Gioia dipianti. 

Dolor di rito ; O amanti 
Miteri, habbiate intieme 
Ognar Paura e Sptme. 
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<nll not pass away to the poets who have done honour to our own 
times, and to those of our immediate predecessors. 



CHAPTER XVII. 



Examination of the tenets peculiar to Mr. Wordsworth— Knstio life (above all, low and 
mstic life) especially unfavourable to the formation of a human diction -The best parts 
of language the products of philosophers, not of clowns or shepherds — Poetry essentially 
ideal and generic— The language of Milton as much the language of real life, yea, incom- 
parably more so, than that of the cottager. 

A S far, then, as Mr. Wordsworth in his preface contended, and 
most ably contended, for a reformation in our poetic diction ; 
as far as he has evinced the truth of passion, and the dramatic 
propriety of those fighres and metaphors in the original poets, 
which, stripped of their justifying reasons and converted into 
mere artifices of connection or ornament, constitute the charac- 
teristic falsity in the poetic style of the modems ; and as far as he 
has, with equal acuteness and clearness, pointed out the process by 
which this change was effected, and the resemblances between that 
state into which the reader’s mind is thrown by the pleasurable 
confusion of thought from an unaccustomed train of words and 
images, and that state which is induced by the natural language of 
impassioned feeling ; he_undertook a useful task, and deserves all 
praise, both for the attempt and for the execution. The provoca- 
tions to this remonstrance in behalf of tmth and nature were still 
of perpetual recm-rence before and after the publication of this 



MADRIGALK 

Bd Fior, tu mt rimembri 
La rugiadma gvancia dd bd tiito ; 

B ti vera I'atiembri, 

Che'n te STvente, come in lei m’affito : 

Ed hor dd rago rito, 

Bor dell sereno tguardo 
Jo ;ur cieco rigvardo. Ua qualfuggt, 
O Hota, il Tnallin lieve f 
E rhi te, come neve, 

JTl mio cor teco, e la mia vita etruggef 
MADRIGAI.E. 

Anna mia, Anna doke, oh tempre nu<^ 
E piu ehiaro concento. 

Quanta dukezea tento 

In id Anna dioendo t Jo mi pur pruova. 

Me qui tra not ritrvoiw, 

Ke ti-a cidi armonia, 

Che del bd name tuo piu dole* tia : 

AUro 0 Cido, allro Amoi e. 

AUro non tuona I'Ecco dd mio oar*. 



MADRIGALE. * 

Bor chel proto, e la selva ti toolora, 

Al tuo Sereno ombroto 
Muoeine, alto Ripoio ! 

Dek eh 'to rtpoti una ( 0 l notte, un hora ! 
Ban lefere, e gli augelli, omun talora 
ha qualch* pace ; io quanao, 

Ijuto I non vonne errando, 

E non piango, e non grido t e qual pur 
forte t 

Ba poichd non tent', egli odine, Morte i 
MAURIGALE. 

Riti e pianti d'Amor ; ne ptrd mat 
i>e non in famma, d n’ onda, b 'n rente 
tcritsi; 

Spetto merci trorai 
C'ludd : tempre in me marto, in aUri 
vtui! 

Hor da 'piit tcuri abyiti al Cid m'aUai 
Bor ne pur caddi giiuo ; 

Sttmeo nl fin qui ion chititol 

M 
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preface. I cannot likewise but add that the comparison of such 
poems of merit as have been given to the public within the last ten 
or twelve yeai’s, with the majority of those produced previously to 
the appearance of that preface, leave no doubt on my mind that 
Mr. Wordsworth is ftiUy justified in believing his efforts to have 
been by no means ineffectual. Not only in the verses of those who 
■ have professed their admiration of his genius, but even of those 
who have distinguished themselves by hostility to his theory and 
depreciation of his writings, are the impressions of his principles 
plainly visible. It is possible that with these principles others 
may have been blended, which are not equally evident, and some 
which are unsteady and subvertible from the narrowness or im- 
perfection of their basis. But it is more than possible that these 
errors of defect or exaggeration,|l)y kindling and feeding the con- 
troversy, , may have conduced not only to the wider propagation of 
the accompanying truths, but that, by their frequent presentation 
to the mind in an excited state, they may have won for them a more 
permanent and practical result. A man will borrow a pai’t from 
his opponent the more easily, if he feel himself justified in con- 
tinuing to reject a pai't. While there reTnain impoi'tant points in 
which he can stiU feel himself in the right, in which he still finds 
firm footing for continued resistance, he will gradually adopt 
those opinions which were the least remote from his own convic- 
tions, as not less congruous with his own theory than with that 
which he reprobates. In like manner, with a kind of instinctive 
prudence, he will abandon by little and little his weakest posts, 
till at length he seems to forget that they had ever belonged to 
him, or affects to consider them at most as aceidental and “ petty 
annexments,” the removal of which leaves the citadel unhurt and 
unendangered. 

My own differences from certain supposed parts of Mr. Words- 
worth's theory ground themselves on the assumption that hia 
words had been rightly interpreted, as purporting that the proper 
diction for poetry in general consists altogether in a language 
' t.aken, with due exceptions, from the mouths of men in real life, a 
( language which actually constitutes the natural conversation of 
) men under the influence of natural feelings. My objection is, 
1 first, that in any sense this rule is applicable onlj^ to certain chisse? 
' of poetry ; secondly, that even to these classes it is not applicable, 
, except in sucETa sense as hath never by any one (as far as I know 
or have read) been denied or doubted ; and, lastly, that as far as, 
and in that degree in which, it is practicable, it is yet, as a rule, 
useless, if not injurious, and, therefore, either need not or ought 
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not to be practised. Tbe poet informs his reader that he had ge- 
nerally chosen low and rustic life, but not as low and rustic, or in 
order to repeat that pleasure of doubtful moral effect which persons 
of elevated rank and of superior refinement oftentimes derive from 
a happy imitation of the rude unpolished manners and discourse 
of their inferioi*s. For the pleasure so derived may be ti’aced to 
three exciting causes. The fii’st is the naturalness, in fact, of 
the things represented. The second is the apparent naturalness 
of the representation, as raised and qualified by an imperceptible 
infusion of the author’s own knowledge and talent, which infusion 
does indeed constitute it an imitation, as distinguished from a 
mere copy. The third cause may be foimd in the reader’s con- 
scious feeling of his superiority, awakened by the contrast pre- 
sented to him ; even as for the same purpose the kings and great 
barons of yore retained sometimes actual clowns and fools but 
more frequently shrewd and witty fellows in that character. These, 
however, were not Mr. Wordsworth’s objects. He chose low and 
rustic life, “because in that condition the essential passions of the 
heart find a better soil in which they can attain their maturity, 
are less under restraint, and speak a plainer and more emphatic 
language ; b^ause in that condition of life our elementary feelings 
co-exist in a state” of greater simplicity, and consequently may bo 
more acwrately contemplated and more forcibly comm\inicated ; 
because the manners of rural life germinate from those elemen- 
tary feelings, and from the necessary character of rural occupa- 
tions are more easily comprehended and are more durable ; and, 
lastly, because in that condition the passions of men are incor- 
porated with the beautiful and permanent forms of nature.” 

Now it is clear to me that in the most interesting of the poems, 
in which the author is more or less dramatic, as The Brothers, 
Michael, Ruth, The Mad Mother, &c., the persons introduced are 
by no means taken from low or rustic life in the common accep- 
tation of those words ; and it is not less clear, that the sentiments 
and language, as far as they can be conceived to have been retiUy 
transfeiTed from the minds and conversation of such persons, are 
attributable to cauaag and circumstances not necessarily connected 
with “ their occiiijiy^ns and abode.” The thoughts, feelings, lan- 
guage, and manners bix the shepherd-farmers in the vales of Ciun- 
berland and Westmoreland, as fai^ as they are actually adopted iu 
those poems, may be accounted causes which will and do 
produce the same results in eVeiy state of fife, whether in town 
or country. As the two principal, I rank that independence which 
raises a man above servitude or daily toil for the profit of others, 
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jdt not above the necessity of industry and a frugal simplicity of 
domestic life, and the accompanying imambitious, but solid and 
religious, education which has rendered few books familiar but the 
Bible and the liturgy or hymn-book. To this latter cause indeed, 
which is so far accidental that it is the blessing of particular 
countries and a particular age, not the product of particular 
places or employments, the poet owes the show of probability that 
his personages might really feel, think, and talk with any tolerable 
resemblance to bis representation- It is an excellent remark of 
Dr. Henry More’s,* that “ a man of confined education, but of good 
parts, by constant reading of the Bible, will naturally form a more 
winning and commanding rhetoric than those that are learned, 
the intermixture of tongues and of artificial phrases debasing 
their style.” 

It is, moreover, to be considered, that to the formation of 
healthy feelings, and a reflecting mind, negations involve impedi- 
ments not less formidable than sophistication and vicious inter- 
mixture. I am convinced that for the human soul to prosper in 
rustic life a certain vantage-ground is pre-requisite. It is not 
every man that is likely to be improved by a country life or by 
country labours. Education, or ori^nal sensibility, or both, 
must pre-exist, if the changes, forms, and incidents of nature are 
to prove a sufficient stimulant. And where these are not suffi- 
cient, the mind contracts and hardens by want of stimulants, and 
the man becomes selfish, sensual, gross, and hard-hearted. Let 
the management of the Poor Laws in Liverpool, Manchester, or 
Bristol, be compared with the ordinary dispensation of the poor 
rates in agricultural villages, where the farmers are the overseers 
and guardians of the poor. If my own experience has not been 
particularly unfortunate, as well as that of the many respectable 
coimtry clergymen with whom I have conversed on the subject, 
the result would engender more than scepticism concerning the 
desirable influences of low and rustic life in and for itself. 
Whatever may be concluded on the other side, from the stronger 
local attachments and enterprising spirit of the Swiss, and other 
moimtaineers, applies to a particular mode of pastoral life, under 
forms of property that permit and beget manners truly repub- 
lican, not to rustic life in general, or to the absence of artificial 
cultivation. On the contrary the mountaineers, whose manners 
have oeen so often eulogized, are in general better educated and 
greater readers than men of equal rank elsewhere. But where 
this is not the case, as among the pi^isantry of North Wales, the 
* EtUhutiamut Triuwiphjtu$, See. xxxt. 
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ancient mountains, with all their terrors and all their glories, are 
pictures to the blind and music to the deaf. 

I should not have entered so much into detail upon this 
passage, but here seems to be the point to which all the lines of 
difference converge as to their source and centre. (I mean, as far 
as, and in whatever respect, my poetic creed does differ from the 
doctrines promulged in this preface.) I adopt with full faith the 
principle of Aristotle, that poetry as poetry is essentially ideal.* 
tliati^avoidj^and excludes all acciienta; that its apparent indivi- 
dualities of rank, character, or occupation must be representative 
of a class ; and that the persons of poetry must be clothed with 
generic attributes, with the common attributes of the class ; not 
with such as one gifted individual might possibly possess, but 
such as from his situation it is most probable before-hand that 
he would possess. If my premises are right, and my deductions 
legitimate, it follows that there can be no poetic medium between 
the swains of Theocritus and those of an imaginary golden age. 

The characters of the vicar and the shepherd-mariner in the 
poem of The Brothers, those of the Shepherd of Green-head Gill 
in The Michael, have all the verisimilitude and representative 
quality that the purposes of poetry can require. They are 
persons of a known and abiding class, and their manners and 
sentiments the natural product of circumstances common to the 
class. Take Michael for instance : 



“ An old man stont of heart, and strong of limb : 
His bodily frame had been from youth to age 
Of an unusual strength: his mind was keen, 
Intense and fnigal, apt for all aOairs, 



* Say not that I am recommending abstrac- 
tions, for these class-characteristics which 
constitute the instructiveness of a character 
are so modified and purticularized in each 
person of the Shakesp^rian drama, that life 
Itself d^ not excite more distinctly that 
sense of individuality which belongs to real 
existence. Paradoxical as it may sound, one 
of the essential properties of geometry is not 
less essential to dramatic excellence; and 
Aristotle has accordingly required of the 

E »et an involution of the universal in the 
dividual. The cliief differences are, that in 
geometry it is the universal truth which is 
oppermost in the consciousness; in poetrv 
the individual form in which truth is clothed. 
With the ancients, and not less with the elder 
dramatists of England and France, both 
comedy and tragedy were considered as kinds 
of po^Tr. They neither sought in comedy 
to make us laugh merely ; much less to make 
IS Laugh by wry luxs, accidents of jargon, 
dang phrsMS for the day, or the clothing of 



common-place morals in metaphors drawn 
from the shops or mechanic occupations of 
their characters. Nor did they condescend in 
tragedy to wheedle away the applause of the 
spe^tors, by representing before them fac- 
similes of their own mean selves in all tiieir 
existing meanness, or to work on their slug- 
gish sympathies by a pathos not a whit more 
respectable than the maudlin tears pf drunken- 
ness. Their tragic scenes were meant to affect 
ns indeed; but yet within the bounds of 
pleasure, and in union with the activity both 
of our understanding and imagination. They 
wished to transport the mind to a sense of 
its possible greatness, aixl to implant tlie 
germs of that greatness, during the temporary 
oblivion of the worthless “ thing we are,” 
and of the peculiar state in which each man 
happens to be, suspending our individiul 
recollection* and lulling them to sleep amid 
'the music of nobler thoughts. 

Tbb Fknxn. 
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And in bU sbepberd’s calling he waa prompt 
And watchful more than ordinary men. 

Hence he had learnt the meaning of alt windiK 
Of blasU of every tone, and oftentimes 
When others heeded not, he heard tlie South 
Make subterraneou.-i music, like the noise 
Of bagpipers on distant Highland hills. 

The shepherd, at such warning, of his flock 
Bethought him, and be to himself vroiiid say, 

' The winds are now devising work for me 
And truly at all times the storm, that drives 
The traveller to a shelter, summoned him 
Up to the mountains. He bod been alone 
Amid the heart of many thousand mists. 

That came to him and left him on the heights. 

So lived be, till his eightieth year was passed. 

And groesly that man errs, who should supp<3sc 
That the green vallie.s and the streams and rocU-s 
Were things indifferent to the shepherd’s thoughts. 

Fields, where with cheerful spirits he h;id breathed 
The common air ; the hills, wliich he so oft 
Had climbed with vigorous steps; whicli bad impresaed 
So many incidents upon his mind 
Of hardship, skill or courage, Joy or fear ; 

Which like a book preserved the memory 
Of the dumb animals, whom he had saved. 

Had fed or sheltered, linking to sitch acts. 

So grateful in tiiemselves, the cerhiinty 
Of honourable gain ; these flelds, these bills 
Wbicli were bis living being, even more 
Than his own blood— what could they less ? — bad laid 
Strong hold on his affections,— were to him 
A pleasurable feeling of blind love, — 

The pleasure which there is in life itselC* 

On the other hand, in the poems which are pitched at a lower 
note, as the Harry Gill, the Idiot Boy, &c., the feelings are those 
of human nature in general ; though the poet has judiciously laid 
the scene in the country, in order to place himself in the vicinity 
of interesting images, without the necessity of ascribing a sen- 
timental perception of their beauty to the persons of his drama. 
In the Idio t Boy, indeed, the mothei‘’a chai-acter is not so much a 
real and native product of a “ situation where the essential pas- 
sions of the heart find a better soil, in which they can attain their 
maturity and speak a plainer and more emphatic language,” as 
it is an impersonation of an instinct abandoned by judgment. 
Hence the two following charges seem to me not wholly ground- 
less ; at least, they are the only plausible objections which I have 
heard to that fine poem. The one is, that the author has not, in 
the poem itself, taken sufficient care to preclude from the reader’s 
fancy the disgusting images of ordinary, morbid idiocy, which 
yet it was by no means his intention to represent. He has even 
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by the " burr, burr, burr,” uncounteracted by any preceding dc- 
scription of the boy’s beauty, assisted in recalling them. The 
other is, that the idiocy of the boy is so evenly balanced by the 
folly of the mother, as to present to the general reader rather a 
laughable burlesque on the blindness of anile dotage, than an 
analytic display of maternal affection in its ordinary workings. 

In The Thom, the poet himself acknowledges in a note the 
necessity of an introductory poem, in which he should have poui- 
trayed the character of the person from whom the woi-da of the 
poem are supposed to proceed : a superstitious man moderately 
imaginative, of slow faculties and deep feelings, “ a captain of a 
small trading vessel, for example, who, being past the middle age 
of life, had retired upon an annuity, or small independent income, 
to some village or country town of which he was not a native, or 
in which he had not been accustomed to live. Such men, having 
nothing to do, become credulous and talkative from indolence.” 
But in a poem, stiU more in a lyric poem (and the Nurse in 
Shakespeare’s Romeo and Juliet alone prevents me from extend- 
ing the remark even to dramatic poetry, if indeed the Nurse itself 
can be deemed altogether a case in point), it is not possible to 
imitate truly a dull and garrulous discourser without repeating 
the effects of dulness and gamility. However this may be, 1 dare 
assert,. that the parts (and these form the far larger portion of 
the whole) which might as well or still better have proceeded 
from the poet’s own imagination, and have been spoken in his 
own character, are those which have given, and which will con- 
tinue to give, universal delight ; and that the passages exclusively 
appropriate to the supposed narrator, such as the last couplet of 
the third stanza,* the seven last lines of the tenth,f and the five 



• “ I've measured It from ride to ride ; 

Tls three feet long, and two feet wide.” 
t “ Nay. rack your brain— tis all In vain, 
I'll tell you every thing I know; 

But to the Thorn, and to the Pond 
Which is a little step beyond, 

1 wish that you would go ; 

Perhaps, when you are at the place. 
You eometblng of her tale may trace. 
Ill give you the best help I can : 

Before you up the mountain go. 

Up to the dreary mountain-top. 

I’ll tell you all 1 know. 

TU now some two-and-twenty years 
Since she (her name is Martha Ray) 
Oave, with a maiden's tnio good will. 
Her company to Stephen Hill ; 

And she was blithe and gay. 

And she was happy, happy still 
Wheoc er she thought of Stephen Hill. 



And they had fixed the wedding-diy. 

The morning that must wed them bolh ; 
But Stephen to another maid 
Had sworn another oath ; 

And with this other maid to church 
Unthinking Stephen went — 

Poor Martha I on that woeful day 
A pang of pitiless dismay 
Into her soul was sent ; 

A fire was kindled in her breast. 

Which might not bum itself to rest. 

They say, full six months alter this. 
While yet the summer leaves were green. 
She to the mountain-top would go. 

And there was often seen. 

’'I'is said, a child was in her womb. 

As now to any eye was plain ; 

She was with child, and she was mist; 
Yet often she was sober sad 
From her exceeding pain. 
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following stanzas, with the exception of the four iidinirable lines 
at the commencement of the fourteenth, are felt by many unpre- 
judiced and unsophisticated hearts, as sudden and unpleasant 
sinkings from the height to which the poet had previously lifted 
them, and to which again re-elevates both himself and his 
reader. 

If then I am compelled to doubt the theory, by which fhe 
choice of characters was to be directed, not only d priori, from 
grounds of reason, but both from the few instances in which the 
poet himself need be supposed to have been governed by it, and 
from the comparative inferiority of those instances; still more 
must I hesitate in my assent to the sentence which immediately 
follows the former citation, and which I can neither admit as 
particular fact, or as general rule. “ The language too of these 
men is adopted (purified indeed from what appeal' to be its real 
defects, from all lasting and rational causes of dislike or disgust) 
because such men hourly communicate with the best objects from 
which the best part of language is originally derived; and be- 
cause, from their rank in society, and the sameness and narrow 
circle of their intercourse, lieing less under the action of social 
, vanity, they convey their feelings and notions in simple and un- 
elaborated expressions.” To this I reply, that a rustic’s language, ' 
purified from all provincialism and grossdess, and so far re-con 
structed as to be made consistent with the rules of grammar 
(which are in essence no other than the laws of universal logic, 
applied to psychological materials), will not differ from the lan- 
guage of any other man of common sense, however learned or 
refined he may be, except as far as the notions which the rustic, 
has to convey are fewer and more indiscriminate. This will be- 
come still clearer, if we add the consideration (equally important 
though less obvious) that the rustic, from the more imperfect de- 
velopment of his faculties, and from the lower state of their 
cultivation, n-ims almost solely to convey insulated facts, either 
those of his scanty experience or his traditional belief ; while the 
educated man chiefly seeks to discover and express those connec- 



Oh me ! ten thousand times I’d rather 
That be had died, that cruel father ! 

a a • a • a 

I.ast Christmas when we talked of this. 
Old farmer Simpson did maintain. 

That in her womb the Infant wrought 
About its mother’s heart, and brought 
H-r eenses back again ; 

And when at Ust her time drew near. 
Her looks were calm, her senses clear. 



No more I know, I wish I did. 

And I would tell it all to you ; 

For what became of this poor child 
There’s none that ever knew ; 

And if a child was bo^ or no. 

There's no one that could ever tell : 
And If ‘twas bom alive or dead. 
There’s no one knows, as 1 have said ; 
But some remember well. 

That Martha Ray about this time 
Would up the momtain often cUmh.* 
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Hous of things, or those relative hearings of fact to fact, from 
which some more or less general law is deducible. For facts are 
valuable to a wise man, chiefly as they lead to the discovery of the 
indwelling law, which is the true being of things, the sole solu- 
tion of their modes of existence, and in the knowledge of which 
consists our dignity and our power. 

As little can I agree with the assertion, that from the objects 
with which the rustic hourly communicates the best part of Ian- 
guage is formed. For, first, if to communicate with an object 
implies such an acquaintance with it /as renders it capable of 
being discriminately reflected on, the distinct knowledge of an 
uneducated rustic would furnish a very scanty vocabulmy. The 
few things, and modes of action, requisite for his bodily con- 
veniences would alone be individualized; while all the rest of 
nature would be expressed by a small number of confused 
general terms. Secondly, I deny that the words and combina- 
tions of words derived from the objects with which the rustic is 
familiar, whether with distinct or confused knowledge, can be 
justly said to form the best part of language. It is more than 
probable, that many classes of the brute creation possess dis- 
criminating sounds, by which they can convey to each other 
notices of such objects as concern their food, shelter, or safety. 
Yet we hesitate to call the aggregate of such sounds a language 
otherwise than metaphorically. The best part of human lan- 
guage, properly so called, is derived from reflection on the acta 
of the mind itself. It is formed by a voluntary appropriation of 
fixed symbols to internal acts, to processes and results of imagi- 
'nation, the greater part of which have no place in the conscious- 
'hess of uneducated man ; though in civilized society, by imitation 
'and passive remembrance of what they hear from their religious 
instructors and other superiors, the most uneducated share in the 
harvest which they neither sowed or reaped. If the history of 
the phrases in hourly currency among our peasants were traced, 
a person not previously aware of the fact would be surprised at 
finding so large a number, which three or four centuries ago were 
the exclusive property of the universities and the schools, and 
at the commencement of the Reformation had been transferred 
from the school to the pulpit, and thus gradually passed into 
common life. The extreme difficulty, and often the impossibility, 
of findin g words for the simplest moral and intellectual processes 
in the languages of uncivilized tribes has proved perhaps tho 
weightiest obstacle to the progress of our most zealous and adroit 
missionaries. Yet these tribes are surrounded by the same 
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nature as our peasants are ; but in still more impressive foims ; 
and they are, moreover, obliged to particularize many more of 
them. When therefore Mr. Wordsworth adds, “ accordingly such 
a language” (meaning, as before, the language of rustic life 
purified from provincialism), “ arising out of repeated experience 
and regular feelings, is a more permanent, and a far more philo- 
sophical^ language than that which is frequently substituted for it 
by poets, who think they are conferring honour upon themselves 
and their art in proportion as they indulge in arbitrary and 
capricious habits of expression;” it may be answered, that the 
language which he has in view can be attributed* to rustics with 
no greater right than the style of Hooker or Bacon to Tom 
Brown or Sir Eoger L’Estrange. Doubtless, if what is peciiliar 
to each were omitted in each, the result must needs be the same. 
Fvuther, that the poet who uses an illogical diction, or a style 
fitted to excite only the low and changeable pleasure of wonder 
by means of groundless novelty, substitutes a language of folly 
and vanity, not for that of the rustic, but for that of good sense I 
and uatm^ feeling. 

i Here let me be permitted to remind the reader, that 'the posi- 
/tions which I controvert are contained in the sentences — “a 
I selection of the real language of men;” — “ the language of these 
men (i.e., men in low and rustic life) I propose to myself to imi- 
tate, and as far as possible to adopt the very language of men.” 

“ Between the language of prose and that of metrical composition 
there neither is, nor can be, any essential difference.” It is 
I against these exclusively that my opposition is directed. 

' I object, in the very first instance, to an equivocation in the use 
of the word “ r^eal. ” Every man’s language varies, according to 
the extent of ^ is knowledge, the activity of his faculties, and 
the depth or quickness of his feelings. Every man’s language 
has, first, its individualities; secondly, the common properties 
of the class to which he belongs ; and thirdly, words and phrases 
of universal use. The language of Hooker, Bacon, Bishop Taylor, 
and Burke, differs from the common language of the learned class 
only by the superior number and novelty of the thoughts and rela- 
tions which they had to convey. The language of Algernon Sidney 
differs not at all from that which eveiy weU-educated gentleman 
would wish to write, and (with due allowances for the undeliberate- 
ness, and less connected train of thinking natural and proper to 
conversation) such as he would wish to talk. Neither one or thd 
other differ half as much from the general language of cultivate^ 
society as the language of Mr. Wordsworth’s homeliest composi- 
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tion differs from that of a common peasant. For “ real ,” therefore, 
we must substitute ordinary, or lingua communis. And this, we 
have proved, is no more 16 be found in the phraseology of low and 
rustic life than in that of any other class. Omit the peculiarities 
of each, and the result of course must be common to all. And 
assuredly the omissions and changes to be made in the langnage 
of rustics, before it could be transferred to any species of poem, 
except the drama or other professed imitation, are at least as 
numerous and weighty as would be required in adapting to the 
same purpose the ordinary language of tradesmen and manufac- 
turers. Not to mention that the language so highly extolled by 
Mr. Wordsworth varies in every county, nay, in eveiy village, 
according to the accidental character of the clergyman, the exist- 
ence or non-existence of schools ; or even, perhaps, as the excise- 
man, publican, or barber, happen to be, or not to be, zealous poli- 
ticians, and readers of the weekly newspaper pro bono publico. 
Anterior to cultivation the lingua communis of every country, as 
Dante has well observed, exists everywhere in pajds, and no- 
where as a whole. 

Neither is the case rendered at all more tenable by the addition 
of the words, “ in a state of excitement.” For the nature of a 
man’s words, when he is strongly affected by joy, grief, or anger, 
must necessarily depend on the number and quality of the general 
truths, conceptions, and images, and of the words expressing them, 
with which his mind had been previously stored. For the pro- 
perty of passion is not to create, but to set in increased activity. 
At least, whatever new connections of thoughts or images, or 
(which is equally, if not more than equally, the appropriate effect 
of strong excitement) whatever generalizations of truth or expe- 
rience the heat of passion may produce, yet the terms of their 
conveyance must have pre-existed in his former conversations, 
and are only collected and crowded together by the imusual 
stimulation. It is indeed very possible to adopt in a poem the 
Tinmeaning repetitions, habitual phrases, and other blank coimters 
which an unfurnished or confused understanding interposes at 
short intervals in order to keep hold of his subject, which is still 
slipping from him, and to give him time for recollection ; or in 
mere aid of vacancy, as in the scanty companies of a country 
stage the same player pops backwards and forwards, in order to 
prevent the appearance of empty spaces, in the processions of 
Macbeth or Henry VIII. But what assistance to the poet, or 
ornament to the poem, these can supply, I am at a loss to conjec- 
ture. Nothing assuredly can differ either in origin or in mode 
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more widely from the apparent tautologies of intense and turbu- 
lent feeling, in which the passion is greater and of longer endu* 
ranee than to he exhausted or satisfied by a single representation 
of the image or incident exciting it. Such repetitions I admit to 
be a beauty of the highest kind; as illustrated by Mr. Words- 
worth liimself from the song of Deborah. “ At her feet he bowed, 
he fell, he lay down: at her feet he bowed, he fell: where he 
bowed, there he fell down dead.” — Jxjdoes v. 27. 



CHAPTER XVIIL 

Langoage of metrical composition, why and wherein essentially different from that of prose 
—Origin and elements of metre— Its necessary conseqneooes, and the conditions thereby 
imposed on the metrical writer in the choice of his diction. 

I CONCLUDE, therefore, that the attempt is impracticable ; and 
that, were it not impracticable, it would still be useless. For 
the very power of making the selection implies the previous pos- 
session of the language selected. Or where can the poet have 
lived? And by what rules could he direct his choice, which 
would not have enabled him to select and arrange his words by 
the light of his own judgment P We do not adopt the language of 
a class by the mere adoption of such words exclusively as that class 
would use, or at least understand ; but likewise by following tne 
order in which the words of such men are wont to succeed each 
other. Now this order, in the intercourse of imeducated men, is 
distinguished from the diction of their superiors in knowledge and 
power by the greater disjunction and separation in the compo- 
nent parts of that, whatever it be, which they wish to commnni- 
cate. There is a want of that prospectiveness of mind, that swr- 
view, which enables a man to foresee the whole of what he is to 
convey, appertaining to any one point ; and by this means so to 
subordinate and arrange the different parts according to their re- 
lative importance, as to convey it at once, and as an organized 
whole. 

Now I will take the first stanza, on which I have chanced to 
open, in the Lyrical Ballads. It is one the most simple and the 
l^t peculiar in its language : 

** In distant countries I have been. 

And yet I have not often seen 
A healthy man, a man full grown. 

Weep in the puhUc roads, ak»e. 
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Bnt 8odi ft one, on English ground, 

And in the brood highly, 1 met; 

Along the broad highway he came, 

Hla cheeks with tears were weL 
Sturdy he seemed, thongh he was sad^ 

And in his arms a lamb he had.” 

The words here are doubtless such as are current in all ranha 
of life : and of course not less so in the hamlet and cottage, than 
in the shop, manufactory, college, or palace. But is this the 
order in which the rustic would have placed the words ? I am 
grievously deceived, if the following less compact mode of com- 
mencing the same tale be not a far more faithful copy, “ I have 
been in a many parts far and near, and I don’t know that I ever 
saw before a man crying by himself in the public road ; a grown 
man I mean, that was neither sick nor hurt,” &c. &c. But when 
1 turn to the following stanza in The Thom : 

” At all times of the day and night 
This wretched woman thither goes. 

And she is known to every star 
And every wind that blows : 

And there beside the thorn she sits. 

When the blue day-Iigfat’s in the ski 
And when the whirlwind's on the hi' 

Or frosty air la keen and still ; 

And to herself she cries. 

Oh misery ! Oh misery I 
Ob woe is me I Oh misery !” 

and compai'c this with the language of ordinary men, or with 
that which I can conceive at all likely to proceed, in real life, from 
such a narrator as is supposed in the note to the poem — compare 
it either in the succession of the images or of the sentences — I am 
reminded of the sublime prayer and hymn of praise which Milton, 
in opposition to an established liturgy, presents as a fair speci- 
men of common extemporary devotion, and such as we might 
expect to hear from every self -inspired minister of a conventicle ! 
And I refl ect with delight, how little a mere theory, though_of_his 
own workmanship, interferes with the processes of genuine im'a^ 
gmation in a man of trae poetic genius, who possesses, as 
Mr. Wordsworth, if ever*man did, most assuredly does possess, 

" yiatei and the Faculty divli^’ 

One point then alone remains, but that ths most important; 
its examination having been, indeed, my chief inducement for the 
preceding inquisition. “ Ther e neither is or caniie any essential 
difference between the language of prose and__metrical composi- 
Such is Mx. Wordsworth’s assertion. Now prose itself, 
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at leaat in all argumentative and consecutive works, differs, and 
ought to differ, from the language of conversation ; even as read- 
ing ought to differ from talking.* Unless, therefore, the differ- 
ence denied be that of the mere words, as materials common to 
all styles of writing, and not of the style itself in the imiversally 
admitted sense of the term, it might be naturally presumed that 
there must exist a still greater between the ordonnance of poetic 
composition and that of prose, than is expected to distinguish 
prose from ordinary conversation. 

There are not, indeed, examples wanting in the history of lite- 
rature, of apparent paradoxes that have summoned the public 
wonder as new and startling truths, but which on examination 
have shrunk into tame and harmless truisms; as the eyes of a 
cat, seen in the dark, have been mistaken for flames of fire. But 
Mr. Wordsworth is among the last men to whom a delusion of 
this kind would be attributed by any one who had enjoyed the 
slightest opportunity of understmding his mind and character. 
Where an objection has been anticipated by such an author as 
natural, his answer to it must needs be interpreted in some sense 
which either is, or has been, or is capable of being controverted. 
My object, then, must be to discover some other meaning for the^. 
term “ essential difference ” in this place, exclusive of the indis- » 
tinction anT comrnunity of the words themselves. For whether 
there ought to exist a class of words in the English in any degi’ee 
resembling the poetic dialect of the Greek and Italian, is a ques- 
tion of very subordinate importance. The number of such words 
would be small indeed in our language ; and even in the Italian 
and Greek, they consist not so much of different words as of 
slight differences in the forms of declining and conjugating the 

* It is DO less an error in teachers, than a and chains on the child, to the music of which 
torment to the poor children, to enforce the one of his school-fellows, who walks before, 
necessity of reading as they would talk. In dolefully chants out the child’s last speech 
order to cure them of singing, as it is called, and confession, birth, parentage, and edtica- 
that is. of too great a difference, the child is tion. And this soul-benumbing ignominy, 
made to repeat the words with his eyes from this unholy and heart-hardening burlesque on 
off the book; and then, indeed, bis tones re- the last fearful infliction of outraged law, in 
semble talking, as far as his fears, tears, and pronouncing the sentence to which the stem 
trembling will permit. But as soon as the and familiarized Judge not seldom bursts into 
eye is again directed to the printed page, the tears, has been e.\toUed as a happy and in- 
spell b^ns anew; for an instinctive sense genlous method of remedying— w^t ? and 
tells the child’s feelings, that to utter its own how?— why, one extreme in order to introduce 
momentary thoughts, and to recite the written another, scarce less distant from good sense, 
thoughts of another, as of anotlier, and a far and certainly likely to have worse moral 
wiser than himself, are two widely different effects by enforcing a semblance of petulant 
things ; and as the two acts are accompanied ease and sclf-sufliciency, in repression, and 
with widely different feelings, so must tliey possible after-perversion of the natural feel- 
Justlfy different modes of enunciation. Joseph ings. 1 have to beg Dr. Boll’s pardon for this 
Lancaster, among bis other sophistications of connection of the two names, but be knowi 
the excellent Dr. Bell’s invaluable system, that contrast is no less powerful a cause ol 
cures this fault of singing, by hanging fetters associatiou than likeness. 




175 



Biographia Liieraria. 

same words ; forms, doubtless, whicb having been, at some period 
more or less remote, the common grammatic flexions of soms 
tribe or province, bad been accidentally appropriated to poetry by 
the general admiration of certain master intellects, the first 
estabbsbed lights of inspiration, to whom that dialect happened 
to be native. 

Essenc e, in its primary signification, means the principle of ! 
individuntion, the inmost principle of the possibility of any thing, 1 
as that particular thing. It is equivalent to the idea of a thing, 
whenever we use the word idea with philosophic precision. Exist- 
ence, on the other hand, is distinguished from essence by the 
superinduction of reality. Thus we speak of the essence and 
essential properties of a circle; but we do not therefore asseri, 
that any thing which really exists is mathematically circular. 
Thus too, without any tautology, we contend for the existence of 
the Supreme Being ; that is, for a reality correspondent to the . 
idea. There is, next, a secondary use of the word essence, in | 
which it signifies the point or grormd of contradistinction be- j 
tween two modifications of the same substance or subject. Thus j 
we should be allowed to say, that the style of architecture of 
AVestminster Abbey is essentially different from that of Saint 
Paul’s, even though both had been built with blocks cut into the 
same form, and from the same quarry. Only in this latter sense 
of the term must it have been denied by Mr. Wordsworth (for in 
this sense alone is it affirmed by the general opinion) that the 
language of poetry {i.e., the formal construction, or architectm’e, 
of the words and phrases) is essentially different from that of 
prose. Now the burthen of the proof lies with the oppugn er, 
not with the supporters of the common belief. Mr. Wordsworth, 
in consequence, assigns as the proof of his position, “that not 
only the language of a large portion of eveiy good poem, even of 
the most elevated character, must necessarily, except with refer- 
ence to the metre, in no respect differ from that of good prose, 
but likewise that some of the most interesting parts of the best 
poems will be found to be strictly the language of prose, when 
prose is weU written. The truth of this assertion might bo de- 
monstrated by innumerable passages from almost all the poetical 
writings even of Milton himself.” He then quotes Gray’s sonnet : 

“ In vain to me the smiling mornings shine, 

And reddening Phcebus liUs his goiden fire ; 

The birds in vain their amorous descant Join 
Or chcerfui fieids resume their green attire ; 

These ears, ahis ! for other notes repine ; 

A d^erenl obfect do then eya require i 
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My londy anguUh mdU no heart but nttrM, 

And in my breait the imperfect joyt expire! 

Tet morning smiles the busy race to cheer. 

And new-born pleasure brings to happier men 
The Beids to all their wonted tribute bear. 

To warm their little loves the birds complain. 

I fruitUu mourn to him who cannot hear. 

And weep the more because I weep in vain 

and adds the following remark : “ It will easily be perceived, that 
the only part of this sonnet which is of any value is the lines 
printed in italics. It is equally obvious that, except in the rhyme, 
and in the use of the single word ‘ fruitless ’ for fruitlessly, which 
is so far a defect, the language of these lines does in no respect 
differ from that of prose.” 

An idealist defending his system by the fact, that when asleep 
we often believe ourselves awake, was well answered by his plain 
neighbour, “Ah! hut when awake do we ever believe ourselves 
asleep P” Things identical must be convertible. The preceding 
passage seems to rest on a similar sophism. For the question is 
not, whether there may not occur in prose an order of words, 
which would be equally proper in a poem ; nor whether there are 
not beautiful lines and sentences of frequent occurrence in good 
poems, which would be equally becoming as weU as beautiful in 
good prose ; for neither the one or the other has ever been either 
denied or doubted by any one, ^ejtrue question must be, whether | 
there are not modes of expression, a construction, and an order of | 
sentences, which are in their fit and natural place in a serious I 
prose composition, but would be disproportionate and hetero- i 
geneous in metrical poetry ; and, vice versa, whether in the Ian- i 
guage of a serious poem there may not be an arrangement both of 
words and sentences, and a use and selection of (what are called) • 
figures of speech, both as to their kind, their frequency, and their 
occasions, which on a subject of equal weight would be vicious 
and alien in correct and manly prose. I contend, chat in both 
cases this unfitness of each for the place of the other frequently 
will and ought to exist. 

And, first, from the origin of metre. This I would trace to the 
balance in the mind efiected by that spontaneous efibrt which 
strives to hold in check the workings of passion. It might be 
easily explained likewise in what manner this salutary antagonism 
is assisted by the very state which it counteracts ; and how this 
balance of antagonists became organized into metre (in the usual 
acceptation of that term) by a supervening act of the will and 
judgment, consciously and for the foreseen purpose of pleasure. 
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Assuming these principles as the data of our argument, we 
deduce from them two legitimate conditions, which the critic is 
entitled to expect in every metrical work. _ Fii*st, that as the 
elements of metre owe their existence to a state of increased 
excitement, so the metre itself should he accompanied by the 
natural language of excitement. Secondl y, that as these elements 
are formed into metre artificiall^~by a voluntary act, with the 
design and for the purpose of blending delight with emotion, so 
the traces of present volition should throughout the metrical 
language be proportionally discernible. Now these two conditions 
must be reconciled and co-present. There must be not only a 
partnership, but a union ; an interpenetration of passmn and of 
will, of spontaneous impulse and of voluntary purpose. Again, 
this union can be manifested only in a frequency of forms anu 
figures of speech (originally the offspring of passion, but now the 
adopted children of power) greater than would be desired or 
endured, where the emotion is not voluntarily encouraged, and 
kept up for the sake of that pleasure, which such emotion so 
tempered and mastered by the will is found capable of communi- 
cating. It not only dictates, but of itself tends to produce, a 
more frequent employment of picturesque and vivifying language 
than would be natui^ in any other case in which there did not 
exist, as there does in the present, a previous and well understood, 
though tacit, compact between the poet and his reader, that the 
latter is entitled to expect, and the former bound to supply, this 
species and degree of pleasurable excitement. We may in some 
measure apply to this union the answer of Pohxenes, in the 
Winter’s Tale, to Perdita’s neglect of the streaked gilly-flowers, 
because she had heard it said : 

“ There is an art which in their piedneas eharea 
With great creating nature. 

Pol. Say there be. 

Yet nature is made better by no mean, 

But nature makes that mean. So over that art. 

Which you say adds to nature, is an art 

That nature makes I You see, sweet maid, we marry 

A gentler tcion to the toUdett stock : 

And make conceive a bark of boser kind 
By bud of nobler race. This is an art, 

^^^tlch does mend nature— change it rather ; but 
The art itself is nature.” 

Secondly, I argue from the effects of metre. As far as metre 
acts in and for itseK, it tends to increase the vivacity and suscep- 
tibility both of the general feelings and of the att^tion. This 
effect it produces by the continued excitement of surprise, and by 

N 



Digitized by Google 




178 Biographia Literaria. 

the quick I'eciprocations of curiosity still gratified and still ro« 
excited, which are too slight indeed to be at any one moment 
objects of distinct consciousness, yet become considerable in their 
aggi’egate influence. As a medicated atmosphere, or as wine 
during animated conversation, they act powerfully, though them- 
selves unnoticed. Where, therefore, correspondent food and ap- 
propriate matter are not provided for the attention and feelings 
thus roused, there must needs be a disappointment felt ; like that 
of leaping in the dark from the last step of a staircase, when we 
had prepared our muscles for a leap of three or four. 

The discussion on the powers of metre in the preface is highly 
ingenious, and touches at aU points on truth. But I cannot find 
any statement of its powers considered abstractly and separately. 
On the contrary, Mr. Wordsworth seems always to estimate metre 
by the powers which it exerts during (and, as I think, in conse- 
quence of ) its combination with other elements of poetry. Thus 
the previous difficulty is left unanswered, what the elements are 
with which it must be combined in order to produce its own 
effects to any pleasurable purpose. Double and trisyllable 
rhymes, indeed, form a lower species of wit, and, attended to ex- 
clusively for their own sake, may become a source of momentary 
amusement ; as in poor Smart’s distich to the Welch Squire who 
had promised him a hare : 

* Tell me, thou son of great Cadwallader ! 

Hast sent the bare ? or bast tbou swallow’d her K 

But for any poetic purposes, metre resembles (if the aptness of 
the*” simile may excuse its meanness) yeast, worthless or disagree- 
able by itself, but giving vivacity and spirit to the liquor with 
which it is proportionally combined. 

The reference to the OhUdren in the Wood by no means 
satisfies my judgment. We all willingly throw ourselves back for 
awhile into the feelings of our childho^. This ballad, therefore, 
wc read under such recollections of our own childish feelings, as 
would equally endear to us poems which Mr. Wordsworth himself 
would regard as faulty in the opposite extreme of gaudy and 
technical ornament. Before the invention of printing and, in a 
still greater degree, before the introduction of writing, metre, 
especially alliterative meti^ (whether alliterative at the beginning 
of the words, as in Pierce Plouman, or at the end as in rhymes), 
possessed an independent value as assisting the recollection, and 
consequently the preservation, of any series of truths or inci- 
dents. Bu^ am not convinced by the collation of facts that the 



Digitized by Googli 




179 



Biographia Literaria. 

Cliildi'en in the Wood owes either its preservation or its popu- 
larity to its metrical form. Mr. Marshal’s respository affords a 
number of tales in prose inferior in pathos and general merit 
some of as old a date, and many as widely popular. Tom Hicka- 
thrift, Jack the Giant Killer, Goody Two Shoes, and Little Red 
Riding Hood, are formidable rivals. And that they have con- 
tinued in prose cannot be fairly explained by the assumption 
that the comparative meanness of their thoughts and images 
precluded even the humblest forms of metre. The scene of Goody 
Two Shoes in the church is perfectly susceptible of metrical nar- 
ration ; and among the Qaifwxa dav/iaarorara even of the present 
age, I do not recollect a more astonishing image than that of the 
“ whole rookery, that flew out of the giant’s beard,” scai*ed by the 
tremendous voice with which this monster answered the challenge 
of the heroic Tom Hickathrift ! 

If from these we turn to compositions unive-^y, and inde- 
pendently of all early associations, beloved and adWred, would 
the Maria, the Monk, or the Poor Man’s Ajbs of Sterne, be read 
with more delight, or have a better chance of immortality, had 
they, without any change in the diction, been composed in rhyme, 
than in their present state P If I am not grossly mistaken, the 
general reply would be in the negative. Nay, I will confess, that 
in Mr. Wordsworth’s own volumes, the Anecdote for Fathers, 
Simon Lee, Alice Fell, the Beggars, and the Sailor’s Mother; not- 
withstanding the beauties which are to be found in each of them 
where the poet interposes the music of his own thoughts, would 
have been more delightful to me in prose, told and managed, as 
by Mr. Wordsworth they would have been in a moral essay or 
pedestrian tour. 

Metre in itself is simply a stimulant of the attention, and therefore 
excites the question. Why is the attention to be thus stimulated ? 
Now the question cannot be answered by the pleasure of the metre 
itself : for this we have shown to be conditional, and dependenc 
on the appropriateness of the thoughts and expressions to which 
tlie metrical form is superadded. Neither can I conceive any 
other answer that can be rationally given, short of this : I write 
in metre, because I am about to use a language different from 
that of prose. Besides, where the language is not such, how inte- 
resting soever the reflections are that are capable of being drawn 
by a philosophic mind from the thoughts or incidents of the 
poem, the metre itself must often become feeble. Take the three 
last stanzas of the Sailor’s Mother, for instance. If I could for a 
•uoment abstract from the effect produced on the author’s feelings 
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as a mas, by the incident at the time of its real occnrrence, I weald 
dare appeal to his own judgment, whether in the metre itself he 
found sufficient reason for their being written metiicallj P 

“ And thus continuing, she said 
I had a son, who many a day 
Sailed on the seas ; but he is dead ; 

In Denmark he was cast away : 

And 1 have travelled far as Hull, to see 

What clothes be might have left, or other property. 

'rbe bird and cage, they both were his ; 

’Twas my eon's bird ; and neat and trim 

He kept it: many voyages 

This singing bird hath gone with him ; 

When last he sailed he left the bird behind ; 

As it might be, perhaps, from bodings of bis mind. 

He to a fellow-lodger’s care 
Had left it, to be watched and fed, 

'nil he came back again ; and there 
1 found it when my son was dead ; 

And now, God help me for my little wit 1 
1 trail it with me. Sir I he took so much delict in It.” 

If disproportioning the emphasis we read these stanzas so as 
to make the rhymes perceptible, even trisyllable rhymes could 
scarcely produce an equal sense of oddity and strangeness, as we 
feel here in finding rhymes at all in sentences so exclusiyely col- 
loquial. I would further ask whether, but for that visionary state 
into which the figure of the woman and the susceptibility of his 
own genius had placed the poet’s imagination (a state which 
spreads its infiuence and colouring over all, that co-exists with 
the exciting cause, and in which 

The simplest, and the most familiar things 

Gain a strange power of spreading awe around them ”*}— 

I would ask the poet whether he would not have felt an abrupt 
down-fall in these verses from the preceding stanza P 

" The ancient spirit is not dead ; 

Old times, thought I, are breathing there I 
Proud was I, that my country bred 
Such strength, a dig^ty so ftir I 
She begged an alms, like one in poor estate ; 

1 looked at her again, nor did my pride abate.” 



* Altered from the description of Nigbl- 
Moir in the Remorse. 

*■ Ob Heaven ! 'twos frightful t How run 
down and stared at. 

By hideous shapes that cannot be remem- 
b(s^: 

How seeing nothing and imagining nothing ; 
lint only b^g afirald— etitled with fear I 



While every goodly or fiuniltar Ihrm 
Had a strange power of spreading terror 
round me.” 

H.B. Though Shakespeare bos ibr bis own 
all- Justifying purposes Introdnocd the Hlgbu 
Mart wi& her own foals, yet Hair meazs a 
Sister, or perhaps a Hag. 
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It must not be omitted, and is besides worthy of notice, that j 
those stanzas furnish the only fair instance that I have been 
able to discover in all Mr. Wordsworth’s writings of an actual ! 
adoption, or true imitation, of the real and very language of low 
and rustic life, freed from provincialisms. 

Thirdly, I deduce the position from all the causes elsewhere 
assigned, which render metre the proper form of poetry, and 
j^try imperfect and defective without metre. Metre therefore 
Having been connected with poetry most often and by a peculiar 
fitness, whatever else is combined with metre must,^hough it be 
not itself essentially poetic,^have nevertheless some property in 
common with poetry, as an' intermedium of afl&nity, a sort (if I 
may dare boiTow a well-known phrase ft:om technical chemistry) 
of mordaunt between it and the superadded metre. Now poetry, 

Mr. Wordsworth truly affirms, does always imply passion : which 
word must be here imderstood, fn its most general sense, as an 
excited state of the feelings and faculties. And as every passion 
Has'its proper pulse, so will it likewise have its characteristic modes 
of expression. But where there exists that degree of genius and 
talent which entitles a writer to aim at the honours of a poet, the 
very act of poetic composition itself is, and is allowed to imply 
and to produce, an unusual state of excitement, which of com*se 
justifies and demands a correspondent difierence of language, as 
truly, though not perhaps in as marked a degree, as the excitement 
of love, fear, rage, or jealousy. The vividness of the descriptions 
or declamations in Donne, or Dryden, is as much and as often 
derived from the force and fervour of the describer, as from the 
reflections, forms, or incidents which constitute their subject and 
materials. The wheels take fire from the mere rapidity of their 
motion. To what extent, and under what modifications, this 
may be admitted to act, 1 shall attempt to define in an after 
remark on Mr. Wordsworth’s reply to this objection, or rather 
on his objection to this reply, as already anticipated in his 
preface. 

Fourthly, and as intimately connected with this, if not the same 
argument in a more general form, I adduce the high spiritual 
instinct of the human being impelling us to seek unity by harmo- 
nious a^^tmeint, and thus establishiug the j^hciple, that aU tne 
'pixts of an organized whole must be assimilated to the more ini- 
portant and essential parts. This and the preceding arguments 
may be strengthened by the reflection, that the composition of a 
poem is among the imitotive arts ; and that imitation, as opposed 
to copying, consists either in the interfusion of the same through* 
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out the radically different, or of the different thronghont a base 
radically the same. 

Lastly, I appeal to the practice of the best poets, of all coirntries 
and in all ages, as authorizing the opinion (deduced from all the 
foregoing) that m every import of the word essential, which would 
not here involve a mere truism, there may be, is, and ought to 
be, an essential difference between the language of prose and of' 
'metrical composition. 

In Mr. Wordsworth’s criticism of Gray’s Sonnet, the reader’s 
sympathy with his praise or blame of the different parts is taken 
for gi*anted rather perhaps too easily. He has not, at least, 
attempted to win or compel it by argumentative analysis. In my 
conception at least, the lines rejected as of no value do, with the 
exception of the two first, differ as much and as little from the 
language of common life, as those which he has printed in italics 
as possessing genuine excellence. Of the five lines thus honoxu*- 
ably distinguished, two of them differ from prose even more 
widely than the lines which either precede or follow, in the 
position of the words ; — 

••A differtut <Aject do tkae eya require; 

tly lonely anguish melts no heart but mine ; 

And in my bretui, the imperfect joyt expire." 

But were it otherwise, what would this prove but a truth of 
which no ttulu ever doubted ? — videlicet, that there are sentences, 
which would be equally in their place both in verse and prose. 
Assuredly it does not prove the point which alone requires proof ; 
namely, that there are not passages, which would suit the one 
and not suit the other. T he first lin e of this sonnet is distin- 
guished from the ordinary language~'of men by the epithet to 
morning. (For we will set aside, at present, the consideration, 
that the particular word “smiling” is hacknied, and — as it 
involves a sort of personification — ^not quite congruous with the 
common and material attribute of shining.) And, doubtless, this 
adjunction of epithets for the purpose of additional description, 
where no particular attention is demanded for the quality of the 
thing, wo^d be noticed as giving a poetic cast to a man’s con- 
versation. Should the sportsman excMm, “ Gome boys ! the rosy 
morning calls you up,” he will be supposed to have some song in 
his head. But no one suspects this when he says, “ A wet morn- 
ing shall not confine ua to our beds.” This then is either a defect 
in poetry, or it is not. (Whoever should decide in the affirmative, 

I would request him to i:e-peruse any one poem of any confessedly 
great poet from Homer to Milton, or from JElschylus to Shake- 
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8x>eare ; and to strike out (in thought I mean) every instance of 
this kind. If the number of these fancied erasures did not startle 
him, or if he continued to deem the work improved by their total 
omission, he must advance reasons of no ordinary strength and 
evidence, reasons grounded in the essence of human nature. 
Otherwise I should not hesitate to consider him as a man not so 
much proof against all authority as dead to it. 

The second line, 

" And reddening Pheebus lifts his golden fire,” 

has indeed almost as many faults as words. But then it is a bad 
line, not because the language is distinct from that of prose, but 
because it conveys incongruous images, because it confounds the 
cause and the effect, the real thing with the personified represen- 
tati^ of the thing ; in short, because it differa from the language 
of good sense. That the “ Phoebus ” is hacknied, and a school- 
boy image, Is an accidental fault, dependent on the age in which 
the author wrote, and not deduced from the nature of the thing. 
That it is part of an exploded mythology, is an objection more 
deeply groxinded. Yet when the torch of ancient learning was 
rekindled, so cheering were its beams, that our eldest poets, cut off 
by Christianity from all accredited machinery, and deprived of all 
acknowledged guardians and symbols of the great objects of nature, 
were naturally induced to adopt, as a poetic language, those fabu- 
lous personages, those forms of the supernatural in nature,* which 
had given them such dear delight in the poems of their great 
masters. Nay, even at this day what scholar of genial taste vrill 
not so far sympathize with them, as to read with pleasure in 
Petrarch, Chaucer, or Spenser, what he would perhaps condemn 
as puerile in a modem poet ? 

I remember no poet, whose writings would safelier stand the 
test of Mr. Wordsworth’s theory, than Spenser. Yet will Mr. 
Wordsworth say, that the style of the following stanzas is either 
undistinguished from prose, and the language of ordinary life? 
Or that it is vicious, and that the stanzas are blots in the Faery 
Queen P 

" By this the northern waggoner had set 
His sevenfold teme behind the stedfast starre. 

That was in ocean waves yet never wet. 

But firme is fixt and sendeth light firom farre 
To all that in the wild deep wandering arre. 



* But still more by the mechanical system 
of philosophy which has needlessly infected 
oar theological opinions, and teaching ns to 
consider the world in its relation to Qod, as of 



a building to its mason, leaves the Idea o) 
omnipresence a mere abstract nution in tbs 
state-room of our reason. 
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And chearfull chauntlcleer with his note sbriU 
Had warned once that Phcebua' fiery catre 
In hast was climbing up the easterne hill. 

Full envious that night so long his roome did fill.* 

Book I. Ocm. 3, 5L 1. 



" At last the golden orientall gate 
or greatest heaven gun to open fa}re, 

And Phoebus fresh as brydegrome to his mate. 

Came daundng forth, shaking his deawie hayre. 

And hurl'd his glist’ring beams through gloomy ayre ; 

Which when the wakeful elfe perceived, streightway 
He started up, and did him selfe prepayre 
In sun-bright annes, and battailous array; 

For with that pagan proud he combat will that day." 

Book /. Can. 6, SL 3. 

On the contrary, to how many passages, both in hynm books and 
in blank verse xioems, could I (were it not invidious) direct the 
reader’s attention, the style of which is most unpoetic, because, 
and only because, it is the style of prose? ~He noib suppose 
me capable of having in my mind such verses as 

•< I put my hat upon my head 
And walked into the Strand ; 

And there 1 met another man, 

Whose hat was in bis band.” 

To such specimens it would indeed be a fair and full reply, that 
these lines are not bad because they are unpoetic, hut because 
they are empty of all sense and feeling ; and that it were an idle 
attempt to prove that “ an ape is not a Newton, when it is evident 
that he is not a man.” But the sense shall be good and weighty, ^ 
the language correct and dignified, the subject interesting and 
treated with feeling ; and yet the style shall, notwithstanding all 
these merits, be justly blameable as prosaic, and solely because 
the words and the order of the words would find their appropriate 
place in prose, but are not suitable to metrical composition. The \ 
Civil Wars of Daniel is an instructive, and even interesting work s 
but take the following stanzas (and from the hundred instances 
which aboimd I might probably have selected others far moie 
striking) : 

v And to the end we may with better ease 
Dlsoem the true discourse, vouchsafe to shew 
What were the times foregoing near to these. 

That these we may with better profit know. 

Tell bow the world fell into this disease ; 

And bow so great distemperature did grow ; 

So shall we see with what degrees it came ; 

Uow thing s at full do soon was out of frauie." 
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• Ten kings had from the Norman conqu'ror reign'd 
With intennixt and variable fate, 

When Engiand to her greatest height attain’d 
Ur power, dominion, gloiy, wealth, and state ; 

After it had with much ado sustain’d 
The Tiolence of princes with debate 
For titles, and the often mutinies 
Of nobles for their ancient liberties.” 

•* For first the Norman, conqu'ring all by might. 

By might was forced to keep what he had got ; 

Mixing our customs and the form of right 
With foreign constitutions, he had brought ; 

Mastering the mighty, humbiing the poorer wight. 

By all severest means that could be wrought ; 

And making the succession doubtful, rent 
His new.got state and left it turbuient.” 

Book /. St. 7, 8, 9. 

Will it be contended, on the one side, that these lines are mean 
and senseless P Or on the other, that they are not prosaic, and for 
that reason unpoetic ? This poet’s well-merited epithet is that of 
the “ well-languaged Daniel but likewise and by the consent of 
his contemporaries no less than of all succeeding critics, the 
“ prosaic Daniel.” Tet those, who thus designate this wise and 
amiable writer from the frequent incorrespondency of his diction 
to his metre in the majority of his compositions, not only deem 
them valuable and interesting on other accounts, but willingly 
admit that there are to be found throughout his poems, and 
especially in his Epistles and in his Hymen’s Triumph, many and 
exquisite specimens of that style which, as the neutral ground of 
prose and verse, is common to both. A fine and almost faultless 
extract, eminent as for other beauties so for its perfection in this 
species of diction, may be seen in Lamb’s Dramatic Specimens, 
&c., a work of various interest from the nature of the selections 
themselves (aU from the plays of Shakespeare’s contemporaries), 
and deriving a high additional value from the notes, which are 
full of just and original criticism, expressed with all the freshness 
of originality. 

Among the possible effects of practical adherence to a theory 
that aims to identify the style of prose and verse (if it does not 
indeed claim for the latter a yet nearer resemblance to the average 
style of men in the viva voce intercourse of ,real life) we might 
anticipate the following as not the least likely to occur. It wilPi 
happen, as I have indeed before observed, that the metre itself, ! 
the sole acknowledged difference, will occasionally become metre '< 
to the eye only. The existence of prosaisms, and that they detra^ 
from the merits of a poem, must at length be conceded, when a 
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number of successire lines can be rendered, even to the most 
delicate ear, unrecognizable as verse, or as having even been 
intended for verse, by simply transcribing them as prose : when 
if the poem he in blank verse, this can be effected without any 
alteration, or at most by merely restoring one or two words to 
their proper places, from which they had been transplanted * for 
no assignable cause or reason but that of the author’s convenience ; 
but if it be in rhyme, by the mere exchange of the final word of 
each line for some other of the same meaning, equally appropriate, 
dignified and euphonic. 

The answer or objection in the preface to the anticipated remark 
“ that metre paves the way to other distinctions,” is contained in 
the following words : — “ The distinction of rh3Tne and metre is > 
voluntaiy and uniform, and not like that produced by (what is j 
called) poetic diction, arbitrary and subject to infinite caprices, j 
upon which no calculation whatever can be made. In the one | 
case the reader is utterly at the mercy of the poet respecting what ' 
imageiy or diction he may choose to connect with the passion.” 
But is this a poet, of whom a poet is speaking ? No, surely— 
rather of a fool or madman, or at best of a vain or ignorant 
phantast ! And might not brains so wild and so deficient make 
just the same havoc with rhymes and metres as they are supposed 
to effect with modes and figures of speech P How is the reader at 
the mercy of such men P If he continue to read their nonsense, is 
it not his own fault P The ultimate end of criticism is much more 
to establish the principles of writing than to furnish iniles how to 
pass judgment on what has been written by others ; if indeed it 



* As the ingenious gentleman under the 
influence of ttie Tragic Muse contrived to dis- 
locate, “ 1 wish you a guod morning, Sir ! 
Tliank yon. Sir, and I wbh yon the same,” 
into two blank-veise heroics : 

To you a morning good, good Sir ! I wish. 

You, Sir I 1 thimk : to you the same wish I. 

In those parts of Mr. Wordsworth's works 
which 1 have thoroughly studied, 1 find fewer 
instances in which this would be practicable 
than 1 have met in many poems, where an 
approximation of prose 1^ been sedulously 
attd on system guarded against. Indeed, ex- 
cepting the stanzas already quoted from the 
Sailor’s Mother, I can reooi.ect but one in- 
stance: viz. a ^ort passage of four or five 
lines in the Brothers, that mouel of English 
pastoral, which I never yet read with un- 
clouded eye. " James, pointing to its 
summit, over which they had all purposed to 
return together, informed them that be would 
wait for them there. They parted, and bis 
comrades passed that way some two hours 



after, but they did not find him at the ap- 
pointed place, a circunutance of which theg 
took no heed; but one of them going 
chance into the bouse, which at this time was 
James's bouse, learnt tiiere that nobody bad 
seenhimall thatday.” The only change which 
has been made is in the position of ^e little 
word “ there " in two instances, the position in 
the original being clearly such as Is not adop- 
ted in ordinary conversation. The other 
words printed in italics were so marked 
because, though good and genuine English, 
they are not the phraseology of common 
conversation either In the word put in appo- 
sition, or in the connection by the genitive 
pronoun. Men in general would have said, 
“ but that w as a circumstance they paid no 
attention to, or took no notice of," and the 
language is, on the theory of the preface. 
Justified only by the narrator’s being the 
Vicar. Yet if any ear could suspect that 
the.-e sentences were ever printed as metre, 
on those very words alone could the suspidoB 
have been grounded. 
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were possible that the two could be sepaa-ated. But if it be asked, 
by what principles the poet is to regulate his own style, if he do 
not adhere closely to the sort and order of words which he heai'S 
in the market, wake, high-road, or plough-field? I reply, by 
principles, the ignorance or neglect of which would convict him 
of being no poet, but a silly or presumptuous usurper of the name ! 
By the principles of grammar, logic, psychology ! In one word, by 
Buch'*a~knowledge of the facts, material and spiritual, that most 
appertain to his art, as, if it have been governed and applied by 
good sense, and rendered instinctive by habit, becomes the repre- 
sentative and reward of our past conscious reasonings, insights, 
and conclusions, and acquires the name of taste. By what rule 
that does not leave the reader at the poet’s mercy, and the poet at 
his own, is the latter to distinguish between the language suitable 
to suppressed, and the language which is characteristic of in- 
dulged, anger? Or between that of rage and that of jealousy? 
Is it obtained by wandering about in search of angry or jealous 
people in imcultivated society, in order to copy their words ? Or 
not far rather by the ^ower of imagina-tion proceeding upon the 
all in each of human nature? By mentation, rather than by 
observation? And by the latter in*"coniequence only of the 
former ? As eyes, for which the former has predetermined their 
field of vision, and to which, as to its organ, it communicates a ^ 
microscopic power? There is not, I firmly believe, a man now 
living, who has from his own inward experience a clearer intui- 
tion than Mr. Wordsworth himself, that the last mentioned are 
the true sources of genial discrimination. Through the same pro- 
cess and by the same creative agency will the poet distinguish the 
degree and kind of the excitement produced by the very act of 
poetic composition. As intuitively will he know, what differences 
of style it at once inspires and justifies; what intermixture of 
conscious volition is natural to that state ; and in what instances 
such fig^es and colours of speech degenerate into mere creatures 
of an arbitrary purpose, cold technical artifices of ornament or 
*onne<'tion. For even as truth is its own light and evidence, 
discovering at once itself and falsehood, so is it the prerogative of 
poetic genius to distinguish by parental instinct its proper offspring 
from the changelings, which the gnomes of vanity or the fairies 
of fashion may have laid in its cradle or called by its name& 
Could a rule be given from without, poetry would cease to be 
poetry, and sink into a mechanical art. It would be fi6p<f>w<rtt 
not jTotijo-tr. Km J^les of the imagination are themselves the 
very powers of growth and production. The words, to which they 
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are redncible, present only the outlines and external appeaiunce 
of the fruit. A deceptive counterfeit of the superficial form and 
colours may be elaborated ; but the marble peach feels cold and 
heavy, and children only put it to their mouths. We find no 
difficulty in admitting as excellent, and the legitimate language of 
poetic fervour self-impassioned, Donne’s apostrophe to the Sun in 
the second stanza of his Progress of the Soul : 

“ Thee, eye of heaven ! this great soul envies not: 

By thy male force Is all we have hegut. 

In the first East thou now beginn'st to shine, 

Suck'st early balm and island spires there ; 

And wilt anon In thy loose-reln'd career 
At Tagus, Po, Seine, Thames, and Danow dine. 

And see at night this western world of mine : 

Yet hast thou not more nations seen than she, 
tVho before thee one day began to be. 

And thy ftail light being quenched, shall long, long outlive tbeeP* 

Or the next stanza but one : 

“ Great Destiny, the commissary of God, 

That hast marked out a path and period 

For ev'ry thing 1 tVho, where we offspring took. 

Our ways and ends aee’st at one instant : thon 
Knot of all causes I Thou, whose changeless brow 
Ne’er smiles or frowns ! 0 1 vouchsafe thou to look. 

And shew my story In thy eternal book," Ac. 

As little difficulty do we find in excluding from the honours of 
unaffected warmth and elevation the madness prepense of pseudo- 
poesy, or the startling hysteric of weakness over-exerting itself, 
which bursts on tJie unprepared reader in sundry odes and apo- 
strophes to abstract terms. Such are the Odes to Jealousy, to 
Hope, to Oblivion, and the like, in Dodsley’s Collection and the 
magazines of that day, which seldom fail to remind me of an 
Oxford copy of verses on the Two Buttons, commencing with : 

" Inoculation, heavenly maid ! descend !” 

It is not to be denied that men of imdoubted talents, and even 
poets of true though not of first-rate genius, have, from a mis- 
taken theory, deluded both themselves and others in the opposite 
extreme. I once read to a company of sensible and well-educated 
women the introductory period of Cowley’s preface to his Pindaric 
odes, written in imitation of the style and manner of the odes of 
Pindar. “ If,” says Cowley, “ a man should undertake to trans- 
late Pindar, word for word, it would be thought that one madman 
had translated another ; as may appear when he that understands 
not the original reads the verbal traduction of him into Latiii 
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prose, tlian wliicli nothing seems more raving.” I then proceeded 
with his own free version of the second Olympic, composed for the 
charitahlc purpose of rationalizing the Theban Eagle : 

“ Qneen of all hamonions things, 

Dancing words and speaking strings, 

What Qod, what hero wilt thou sing ? 

What happy man to eqnal glories bring? 

Begin, begin thy noble choice. 

And let the hills around reflect the image of thy voice. 

Pisa does to Jove belong, 

Jove and Pisa claim tby song. 

The fair first-bruits of war, th' Olympic games, 

Alddes ofler’d up to Jove ; 

Alcides too thy strings may move ! 

But oh ! what man to Join with these can worthy prove ? 

Join Theron boldly to their sacred names ; 

Theron the next honour claims ; 

Theron to no man gives place ; 

Is first in Pisa's and In Virtue’s race ; 

Theron there, and he alone, 

Ev'n hia own swift forefathers has outgone.’’ 

One of the company exclaimed, with the full assent of the rest, 
that if the original were madder thaji this, it must be incurably 
mad. I then translated the ode from the Greek, and as nearly as 
possible word for word ; and the impression was, that in the gene- 
ral movement of the periods, in the foim of the connections and 
ti'ansitions, and in the sober majesty of lofty sense, it appeared to 
them to approach more nearly th^ any other poetry they had 
heard to the style of our Bible in the prophetic books. The first 
strophe will suffice as a specimen : 

Te harp-controlling hymns ! (or) ye hymns the sovereigns of harps ! 
What God ? what Hero ? 

What Man snail we celebrate ? 

Truly Pisa indeed is of Jove, 

But the Olympiad (or the Olympic games) did Hercules establish. 

The flrst-fVuits of ^ spoils of war. 

But Theron for the four-horsed cor. 

That bore victory to him. 

It behoves us now to voice aloud : 

The Just, the Hospitable, 

The Bulwark of Agrigentnm, 

Of renowned fathers 
The Flower, even him 

Who preserves bis native city erect and safe.” 

But are such rhetorical caprices condemnable only for their de. 
viation from the language of real life ? and are they by no other 
means to be precluded, but by the rejection of all distinctions be- 
tween prose and verse, save that of metre ? Surely, good sense 
and a moderate insight into the constitution of the human min d 
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would be amply sufficient to prove that such language and such 
combinations are the native produce neither of the fancy nor of 
the imagination ; that their operation consists in the excitement 
of surprise by the juxtaposition and apparent reconciliation of 
widely different or incompatible things. As when, for instance, 
the hills are made to reflect the image of a voice. Surely no un- 
usual taste is requisite to see clearly that this compulsory juxta- 
position is not produced by the presentation of impressive or de- 
lightful forms to the inward vision, nor by any sympathy with the 
modifying powers with which the genius of the poet had \mited 
and inspirited all the objects of his thought ; that it is therefore 
a species of wit, a pure work of the will, and implies a leisure and 
self-possession both of thought and of feeling, incompatible with 
the steady fervour of a mind possessed and filled with the grandeur 
of its subject. To sum up the whole in one sentence ; When a 
poem, or a part of a poem, shall be adduced, which is evidently 
vicious in the figures and contexture of its style, yet for the con- 
demnation of which no reason can be assigned, except that it 
differs from the style in which men actually converse, then, and 
not till then, can I hold this theory to be either plausible or prac- 
ticable, or capable of furnishing either rule, guidance, or precau- 
tion, that might not, more easily and more safely, as well as more 
naturally, have been deduced in the author’s own mind from con- 
siderations of grammar, logic, and the truth and nature of things, 
confirmed by the authority of works whose fame is not of one 
country, nor of one age. 



CHAPTER XIX. 

Oontiuuotlou— Concerning the real ohiject which. It Is probable, Mr. Wordsworth bod before 
him. In his critical preface— Elucidation and application of this. 

I T might appear from some passages in the former part of Mr. 

Wordsworth’s preface, that he meant to confine his theory of 
style, and the necessity of a close accordance with the actual lan- 
guage of men, those particular subjects from low and rustic 
life, which by way of experiment he had purposed to naturalize as 
"a new species in our English poetry. But from the train of argu- 
ment that follows, from the reference to Milton, and from the 
spirit of his critique on Gray’s Sonnet, those sentences appear to 
have been rather courtesies of modesty than actual limitations of 
his ^stem. Yet so gi’oundless does this system appear on a clo£e 
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examination, and so strange and ovei'whelming * in its conse- 
quences, that I cannot, and I do not, believe that the poet did 
ever himself adopt it in the unqualified sense in which his express 
Sons have been understood by others, and which indeed, according 
to all the common laws of interpretation, they seem to bear. What 
then did he mean ? I apprehend that, in the clear perception, not 
unaccompanied with disgust or contempt, of the gaudy affecta- 
tioim_<)f .a style which passed too current with too many for poetic 
diction (though, in truth, it had as little pretensions to poeti'y as 
to logic or common sense), he naiTOwed his view for the time ; 
and feeling a justifiable preference for’the language of nature and , 
of good sense, even in its humblest and least ornamented forms, ! 
he suffered himself to express, in terms at once too large and too 
exclusive, his predilection for a style the most remote possible ; 
from the false and showy splendour which he wished to explode. ; 
It is possible that this predilection, at first merely comparative, 
deviated for a time into direct partiality. But the real object 
which he had in view was, I doubt not, a species of excellence 
which had been long before most happily chai'acterized by the 
judicious and amiable Garve, whose works are so justly beloved 
and esteemed by the Germans, in his remarks on Gellert,t from 
which the following is literally translated : — “ The talent that is 
required, in order to make excellent verses, is perhaps greater than 
the philosopher is ready to admit, or would find it in his power to 
acquire ; the talent to seek only the apt expression of the thought, 
and yet to find at the same time with it the rhyme and the metre. 
GeUert possessed this happy gift, if ever any one of our poets 
possessed it ; and nothing perhaps contributed more to the great 
and universal impression which his fables made on their first pub- 
lication, or conduces more to their continued popularity. It was a 
strange and curious phenomenon, and such as in Germany had 
been previously unheard of, to read verses in which ever^hing 
was expressed, just as one would wish to talk, and yet all dignified, 

I attractive, and interesting; and all at the same time perfectly 
correct as to the measure of the syllables and the rhyme. JLt is 
certain that poetry, when it has attained this excellence, makes a 

* I had in my mind the striking but nn- " Bless’d in the happy marriage of street 
translatable epithet, which the celebrated words.” 

Mendelssohn applied to the great founder of 

the Critical Philosophy, “ Mr aUattrmal- It Is in the woefhl harshness of its soanda 
mends Kast," vs. the all-becnishing or alone that the German need shrink from the 
raUier the aIl4o-noVting-cnuhing ^ht. comparison. 

In the facility and force of compound See Sammlteng Exniger dbAandlunpsr% 
epithets, the German from the number of its ton Chrittian Garve, 
cases and inflections approaches to the Greek, 
that language s* 
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t&c greater impression than prose. So much so indeed, that even 
^e gratification which the very rhymes afford, becomes then no 
longer a contemptible or trifling gratification.” 

However novel this phenomenon may have been in Germany at 
the time of Gellert, it is by no means new, nor yet of recent ex- 
istence in our language. Spite of the licentiousness with which 
Spenser occasionally compels the orthography of his words into a 
subservience to his rhymes, the whole Faery Queen is an almost 
continued instance of this beauty. Waller’s song. Go, lovely 
Rose, &c., is doubtless familiar to most of my readers ; but if I 
had happened to have had by me the poems of Cotton, more but 
far less deservedly celebrated as the author of the Virgil travestied, 
1 should have indulged myself, and I think have gratified many 
who are not acquainted with his serious works, by selecting some 
admirable specimens of this style. There are not a few poems in 
that volume, replete with every excellence of thought, image, and 
passion, which we expect or desire in the poetry of the milder muse, 
and yet so worded that the reader sees no one reason either in the 
selection or the order of the words why he might not have said 
the very same in an appropriate conversation, and cannot conceive 
how indeed he could have expressed such thoughts otherwise, 
without loss or injury to his meaning. 

But in truth our language is, and from the first dawn of poetry 
ever has been, particularly rich in compositions distinguished by 
this excellence. The final e, which is now mute, in Chaucer’s age 
was either sounded or di-opped indifferently. We ourselves still 
use either beloved or belov’d according as the rhyme, or measure, 
or the purpose of more or less solemnity may require. Let th< 
reader, then, only adopt the pronunciation of the poet and of the 
court at which he lived, both with respect to the final e and to 
the accentuation of the last syllable : I would then venture to ask, 
what even in the colloquial language of elegant and unaffected 
women (who tre the peculiar mistresses of “ pure English and 
ondefiled ”) — what could we hear more natural, or seemingly more 
unstudied, than the following stanzas from Chaucer’s Troilus and 
Oreseide ; 

“ And after this forth to the gate he went, 

Ther as Creseide ont rode a ful gode pass : 

And up and donn there made he many a wente. 

And to himselfe ful oU he said, Alas I 
Fro hennts rode my blisse and my solas : 

As would6 blisful God now for bis Jole, 

I might her sene agcn come in to Troie I 
And to the yondir bil I ean her guides 
Alas I and there 1 toke of her my lev*: 
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And jrotid I ww her to her fatbir rids ; 

For gorow of wbicbe mine ban shall lo-cleve; 

And hithir borne 1 came whun it was eve j 
And here I dwel ; out-cast from alle Joie. 

And shall, til 1 maie sene her efie in Troie. 

And of bimselfe imagiuld be ofte 
To ben defaltid, pale and woxen lesK 
Than be was wonte, and that men saldln softe, 

Wbat may it be ? who can the sothb guess, 

Why Troilus hath al this heviness i 
And al this n’ as but his melancoUe, 

That he had of bimselfe sncbe fantasle. 

Anotbir time imaginin be would 
Thate every wight, that past him by the wey 
Hod of him ruuthc, an<l tiiat thei saien should, 

I am right sorr|f, Troilus wol dey ! 

And thus he drove a dale yet forth or twey 
As ye have herde ; suche life gan he to lede 
As he that stode bctwixin ho|ie and drede : 

For which him likid in bis songis sbewe 
Th’ encbeson of his wo as be best might. 

And made a songe of wordis but a fewe. 

Somwhat his woeful hcrte for to light. 

And when he was from every mann’is sight 
With softd voice he of his lady dere. 

That absent was. gan sing as ye may here : 

• * * * s 

This song when be thus songin had, ful son©' 

He fel aj^n inlo his sigbis olde: 

And every night, as was his wonte to done. 

He stodi the bright moond to beholde 
And all his sorowe to the moone he tolde. 

And said : I wis, whan thou art hornid ncwe, 

I shall be glad, if al the world be trewe t" 

Another exquisite master of this species of style, where the 
scholar and the poet supplies the material, hut the perfect well- 
bred gentleman the expressions and the arrangement, is George 
Herbert. As from the nature of the subject, and the too frequent 
quaintness of the thoughts, his Temple, or Sacred Poems and 
Private Ejaculations, are comparatively but little known, I shall 
extract two poems. The fiiet is a sonnet, equally admirable for 
the weight, number, and expression of the thoughts, and for the 
simple dignity of the language (unless, indeed, a fastidious 
taste should object to the latter half of the sixth line). The 
second is a poem of greater length, which I have chosen not only 
for the present purpose, but likewise as a striking example and 
illustration of an assertion hazarded in a former page of these 
sketches ; namely, that the characteristic fault of our elder poets 
is the reverse of that which distinguishes too many of our more 
recent versifiers ; the one conveying the most fantastic thoughts 
in the most con-ect uid natural language, the other in the most 

o 
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fantastic language conveying the most trivial thoughts. The 
latter is a riddle of words; the former an enigma of thoughts. 
The one reminds me of on odd passage in Drayton’s Ideas : 

SOSNET IX. 

As other men, so I myself do mnse, 

Why in this sort 1 wrest Invention so ; 

And why these giddy metaphort I use. 

Leaving the path the greater part do go I 
I will resolve you ; I am lunatic ! 

The other recalls a still odder passage in The Synagogue, or 
the Shadow of the Temple, a connected series of poems in imita* 
tion of Herbert’s Temple, and in some editions annexed to it. 

0 how my mind 

Is gravell’d ! 

Not a thought. 

That I can find, 

But’s ravell’d 

All to nou^t I 
Short ends of threads. 

And narrow shreds 
Of lists. 

Knot’s snarled ruffs. 

Loose broken tnlls 
Of twists. 

Are my tom meditation’s ragged clothing. 

Which, wonnd and woven, shape a suit for nothing: 

One while I think, and then I am in pain 
To think bow to unthink that thought again !” 

Immediately after these burlesque passages, I cannot proceed 
to the extracts promised, without changing the ludicrous tone of 
feeling by the interposition of the three following stanzas of 
Herbert’s : 

VIRTUE. 

Sweet day, so cool, so calm, so bright, 

'The brid^ of the earth and sky : 

The dew shall weep thy full to-night. 

For thou must die ! 

Sweet rose, whose hue angry and brave 
Bids the rash gazer wipe his eye : 

’Thy root i.s ever in its grave. 

And thou mnst die I 

Sweet spring, full of sweet days and roeea, 

A box where sweets compacted lie: 

My music shows ye have your closes. 

And all must die I 

THE BOSO.M SIN: 
a SOXKET BT GEOItOE HERBEaT. 
t/irH, with what care bust thou begirt us round I 
j'amiu brat season us; tlicn scbuolmasteta 



Digitized by Google 




195 



Biographia Literana. 

Deliver us to laws : they send ns bound 
To rules of reason, holy messengers, 

Pulpits and Sundays, sorrow do^ng sin, 

Afflictions sorted, anguish of all sizes. 

Fine nets and stratagems to catch us in, 

Bibles laid open, millions of surprises; 

Blessings beforehand, ties of gratefulness, 

The sound of Glory ringing in our ears: 

Without, our shame; within, our consciences; 
Allgels and grace, eternal hopes and fears ! 

Yet all these fences, and their whole array 
One cunning bosom-sin blows quite away. 

LOVE UNKNOWN. 

Dear fHend, sit down, the tale Is long and sod: 

And in my faintings, I presume, your love 
Will more comply than help. A Lord I had. 

And have, of whom some grounds, which may improve^ 
1 bold for two lives, and both lives in me. 

To him 1 brought a diah of fruit one day 
And in the middle placed my heart But he 

(1 sigh to 8oy) 

Look'd on a servant who did know his eye 
Better than you know me, or (which is one) 

Than 1 myself. 1'hc servant instantly 
Quitting the fruit seized on my heart alone, 

And threw It in a font, wherein did fall 
A stream of blood, which issued from the side 
Of a great rock : 1 well remember all, 

And have gofKl cause: there it was, dipped and dyed, 
And washed, and wrung ! the very wringing yet 
Enforceth tears. ** Your heart was foul, I fear.'* 

Indeed 'tis true. 1 did and do commit 
Many a fault, more than my lease will bear ; 

Yet still ask'd pardon, and was not denied. 

But you shall hear. After my heart was well, 

And clean and fair, as 1 one eventide 

(1 sigh to teO) 

Walked by myself abroad, 1 saw a large 
And spacious furnace flaming, and thereon 
A boiling caldron, round about whose vergej 
Was In great letters set AFFLICTION. 

The greatness show ‘d the owner. So I went 
To fetch a sacrifice out of my fold, 

'lliinking with that, which I did thus present, 

To warm his love, which, i did fear, grew cold. 

But as my heart did tender It, the man 
Who was to take it from me, slipped bis hand. 

And threw my heart into the scalding pan ; 

My heart that brought it (do you understand ?) 

The offerer’s heart •' Your heart was hard, 1 few,* 
Indeed *tis true. 1 found a callous matter 
Begun to spread and to expatiate there: 

But with a richer drug' than scalding water 
1 Ki'li d it often, oven with holy blood, 

Wliich at u b^*ard, while many drank bare wtan^ 

A fl hnid did steal Into my enp for good, 
hrffon taken inwartUy, and moat diviiifi 
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To supple hardnesses. But at the length 
Out of the caldron getting, soon 1 fled 
Unto my house, where to repair the strength 
M'hlch J had lost, 1 hasted to my bed ; 

But when 1 thought to sleep out all these faults 

(1 sigh to speak) 

I found that some bad stuff'd the bed with thoughts, 
1 would say thmnt. Bear, could my heart not break 
AVhen with my pleasures even my rest was gone i 
Full well I iHiderstood who had been there: 

For I bad given the key to none but one : 

It must be he. “ Your heart was dull, I fear.’* 
Indeed a slack and sleepy state of mind 
Did oft possess me so, that when I prayed. 

Though my lips went, my heart did stay behincL 
But all my scores were by another paid. 

Who took the debt upon him. — “ Truly, friend, 

For aught 1 hear, your Master shows to you 
More favour than you wot ot Mark the end I 
The font did only what was old renew : 

The caldron suppled what was grown too hard : 

The thorns did quicken what was grown too dull : 
All did but strive to mend what you had marr'd. 
Wherefore be cheered, aixl praise him to the full 
Each day, each hour, each moment of the week. 

Who fain would have you be new, tender, quick I” 




CHAPTER XX. 

The former sultject continued— The neutral style, or that common to Prtwe and Poetr) 
exemplified by q>eclmens from Chaucer, Herbert, and others. 

I HAVE no fear in declaring my conviction, that the excellence 
defined and exemplified in the preceding chapter is not the 
characteristic excellence of Mr. Wordsworth’s style ; because I can 
add, with equal sincerity, that it is precluded by higher powers. 
The praise of uniform adherence to genuine logical English is 
undoubtedly his; nay, laying the main emphasis on the wf»rd 
uniform, I will dare add that, of all contemporary poets, it is 
his alone. For in a less absolute sense of the word, I should 
certainly include Mr. Bowles, Lord Byron, and, as to all his later 
writings, Mr. Southey, the exceptions in their works being so few 
and unimportant. But of the specific excellence described in the 
quotation from Garve, I appear to find more and more undoubted 
specimens in the works of others ; for instance, among the minor 
poems of Mr. Thomas Moore, and of our illustrious Laureate. To 
me it will always remain a singular and noticeable fact, that a 
theory which would establish this lingua coinmunis, not only as 
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the best, but as the only commendable style, should have pro- 
ceeded from a poet, whose diction, next to that of Shakespeare 
and Milton, appears to me, of all others, the most individualized 
and characteristic. And let it be remembered, too, that 1 am now 
interpreting the controverted passages of Mr. W.’s critical preface 
by the purpose and object which he may be supposed to have 
intended, rather than by the sense which the words themselves 
must convey, if they xre taken without this allowance. 

A person of any taste, who had but studied three or four of 
Shakespeare’s principal plays, would, without the name affixed, 
scarcely fail to recognise as Shakespeare’s a quotation from any 
other play, though but of a few lines. A similar peculiarity, 
though in a less degree, attends Mr. Wordsworth’s style, when- 
ever he speaks in his own person ; or whenever, though under a 
feigned name, it is clear that he himself is stiU speaking, as in 
the different dramiatis personce of 'The Recluse. Even in the other 
poems in which he purposes to be most dramatic, there are few 
in which it does not occasionally burst forth. The reader might 
often address the poet in his own words with reference to persons 
introduced : 

" It seems, as I retrace the ballad line by line. 

That bat half of it is theirs, and the better half is thme. ' 

Who, having been previously acquainted with any considerable 
portion of Mr. Wordsworth’s publications, and having studied 
them with a full feeling of the author’s genius, would not at once 
claim as Wordsworthian the little poem on the rainbow P 

“ The child is father of the man," ftc 

Or in tJie Lucy Gray P 

“ No mate, no comrade Lncy knew ; 

She dwelt on a wide moor ; 

The noeetett thing that ever grew 

Beside a human door." 

Or in the Idle Shepherd Boys P 

“ Along ithe river's stony marge 
The sand-lark chaunta a Joyons song; 

The thrush is busy in the wood. 

And carols load and strong. 

A thousand lambs are on the rocks 
All newly bom I both earth and sky 
Keep jubilee, and more than all. 

Those boys with their green coronal. 

They never heard the cry. 

That plaintive cry 1 which up the hiU 
Comes from the depth of Dongeon (iUL” 
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Need I mention the exquisite description of the Sea Louh in 
the Blind Highland Boy. Who but a poet tells a tale in such 
language to the little ones by the fire-side as — 

“ Yet bad he many a restless dream. 

Both when he heard the eagle’s, screen^ 

And when he heard the torrents roar, 

And heard the water beat the shore 

Near where their cottage stood. 

* Beside a lake their cottage stood, 

Not small like onrs, a peaceful flood ; 

But one of mighty size, and strange ; 

That rough or smooth Is full of change. 

And stirring in Its bed. 

" For to this lake by ni^t and day. 

The great sea-water finds its way 
Through long, long windings of thebilll, 

And drinks up all the pretty rills ; 

And livers large and strong : 

*' Then hurries back the road It cam^~ 

Returns on errand still the same; 

This did it when the earth was new ; 

And this for evermore will do. 

As long as earth shall last. 

" And with the coming of the tide. 

Come boats and ships that sweetly ride; 

Between the woods and lofty rocks ; 

And to the shepherds with their flocks 
Bring tales of distant lands." 

I might quote almost the whole of his Buth, but take tho 
following stanzas : 

** But as you have before been told, 

This stripling, sportive, gay, and bold, , 

And with his dancing crest. 

So beautiful, through savage lands 
Had roam'd alx>ut with vagrant bands 
Of Indians in the West. 

■' The wind, the tempest roaring high. 

The tumult of a tropic sky. 

Might well be dangerous food 

For him, a youth to whom was given 

So much of earth, so much of heaven, ' 

And such impetuous blood. 

Whatever In those climes he found 
irregular in sight or sound. 

Did to his mind im|iart 
A kindred impulse ; seem'd allied 
To his own powers, and Justified 
The workings of bis heart. 

" Nor less to feed voluptuous thought 
The beauteous forms of iiatnre wnni|h^ 
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Fair trees and lovely flowers ; 

The breezes their own languor lent, 

The stars had feelings, which they sent 
Into those magic bowers. 

“ Yet In his worst pursuits, I ween. 

That sometimes there did intervene 
Pure hopes of high intent : 

For passions, link’d to forms so fair 
And stately, needs must have their share 
Of noble sentimenL" 

But from Mr. Wordsworth’s more elevated compositions, which 
ah'eady form three-fourths of his works, and will, I trust, consti- 
tute hereafter a still greater proportion ; — from these, whether in 
rhyme or in blank verse, it would be difficult and almost super- 
fluous to select instances 6f~a diction peculiarly his own, of a 
style which cannot be imitated without being at once recognised 
a^riginating in Mr. Wordsworth. It would not be easy to open 
on any one of his loftier strains, that does not contain examples 
of this ; and more in proportion as the lines are more exceUent 
and most like the author. For those who may happen to be less 
familiar with his writings, I will give three specimens taken with 
little choice. The first from the lines on the Boy of Windermere,— 
who 

“ Blew mimic bootings to the silent owls. 

That they might answer him. And they would shout. 

Across the watery vale and shout again 
With long ballooe, and screams, and echoes loud 
Kedoubled and redoubled, concourse wild 
Of mirth and Jocund din ! And when it chanced. 

That pauses of deep silence mock'd his skill. 

Then tomelimet in OuU rilence, nhile he hung 
Littening, a gentle ihock of mild turprite 
Bat carried far into hit heart the voice 
Of mountain torrentt .* or the vitiUe scene • 



• lllr. Wordsworth s having Judiciously 
adoi'tid concourte wild ” in this passage fur 
"a wild scene," as it stood in the former 
edition, encourages me to hazard a remark, 
which 1 certainly should not have made in 
the world of a poet less austerely accurate In 
the use of words than he Is, to his own great 
honour. It respects the propriety of the word 
“scene,” even in the sentence in which it is 
retained. iiryden,and he only in bis mure 
careless verses, was the first, os far as my 
researches have discovered, who, fur tlie con- 
venience of rhyme, used this word In the 
vague sense which has been since too cur- 
rent even In our l»st writers, and which 
(unfortunately, 1 think) is given as its first 
explanation in Dr. Johnson's Dictionary, and 
therefore would be taken by an Incautious 
reader as its prop<‘r sense, in Shakespeare 
and Milton the word is never used without 



some clear reference, proper or metaphorical, 
to the theatre. Thus Milton ; 

“Cedar and pine, and fir and branching 
palm 

A sylvan scene; and os the ranks ascend 
Shade above shade, a woody theatre 
Ol stateliest view.” 

1 olj< ct to any extension of its meaning 
because the word is already more equivocal 
than might be wished; Inasmuch as in ill.- 
limited use, which 1 recommend. It may sti I 
signify two different things; namely, ihe 
sa-nery, and the characters and actions pre- 
sented on the stage during the presence of 
particular scenes. It can therefore be pro- 
served from obscurity only by keeping the 
original signifleatiun full In the mind. Tbue 
Milton again: 

” Prepare thee for another bccd»” 
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Would aUer unawam into hU mind 
With all it! tolann imagery, itt rocks. 

Its woods, and that uncertain heaven, received 
Into the bosom qf the steady Jake.” 

The second shall be that noble imitation of Drayton * (if it was 
aot rather a coincidence) in the Joanna : 

** When 1 bad gazed perhaps two minntea’ space, 

Joanna, looking in my eyes, beheld 

That ravishment of mind, and laagbed alond. 

The rock, like something starling from a sle<^ 

Took up the lady's voice, and bkughed again ! 

That ancient woman seated on Helm-crag 
Was ready with her cavern I Hammar-scar, 

And the tall steep of Silver- How sent forth 
A noise of laughter : southern Loughrigg heard. 

And FairUeld answered with a monnlain tone. 

Helvellyn liir into the clear blue sky 
Carried the lady’s voice !— old Skiddaw blew 
His speaking trumpet !— back out of the clonds 
From Glaramara southward came the voice ; 

And Kirkatone tossed it from bis misty bead 1” 

The third, which is in rhyme, I take from the Song at the Feast 
of Brougham Castle, upon the restoration of Lord Clifford, the 
shepherd, to the estate of his ancestors : 

“ Now another day Is come 
Fitter hope, and nobler doom ; 

He nath thrown aside his crook, 

And hath buried deep his book ; 

Armour rusting in the halls 
On the blood of Clifford calls ; 

Quell the Soot, exclaims the lance I 
Bear me to the heart of France, 

Is the longing of the shield — 

Tell thy name, thou trembling field 1 
Field of death, where’er thou be. 

Groan thou with our victory I 
Happy day, and mighty hour. 

When our shepherd, in his power. 

Mailed and horsed with lanro and sword. 

To bis ancestors restored. 

Like a re-appearing star, 

Like a glory from afar. 

First shall head the flock of war I” 



* ■* Which Copland scarce had spoke, but 
quickly every hill 

Upon her verge that stands, the neighbour- 
ing vallies fill ; 

Helvillon from his height, it through the 
mountains threw. 

From whom as soon again, the sound 
Duiibalrase drew. 

From whose stone-trophied head, it on the 
Wendross went, 



Which, tow’ids the sea again, resounded it 
to Dent. 

That Brodwater, therewith within her 
bank-s astound. 

In sailing to the sea told it to Kgremonml, 

Whose buildings, walks and streets, wl^ 
echoes loud and long. 

Did mightily commend old Copland fur 
her song!” 

DaaYTax's PdyMion ; Song XXX 
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“Alas ! the fervent harper did not know, 

That for a tranquil soul the lay waa framed. 

Who. long compelled in humble walks to go. 

Was sofiened into feeling, soothed, and turned. 

“ Love bad he found in huts where poor men lie : 

His daily teachers had been woods and rills. 

The silence that is in the starry sky, 

I he sleep that is among the lonely hills.’’ 



The words themselves in the foregoing extracts are, no doubt, 
sufficiently common for the greater part. (But in what poem are 
they not so ? if we except a few misad venturous attempts to trans- 
late the arts and sciences into verse ?) In The Excursion the 
number of polysyllabic (or what the common people call dic- 
tionary) words is more than usually great. And so must it needs 
be, in proportion to the number and variety of an author’s con- 
ceptions, and his solicitude to express them with precision. But 
are those words in those places commonly employed in real life to 
express the same thought or outward thing ? Are they the style 
used in the ordinary intercourse of spoken words P No ; nor are 
the modes of connections : and still less the breaks and transitions. 
Would any but a poet-^at least could any one without being con- 
scious that he had expressed himself with noticeable vivacity — 
have described a bird singing loud by, “ The thrush is busy in the 
woodP” Or have spoken of boys with a string of club-moss 
round their rusty hats, as the boys “with their green coronal”! 
Or have translated a beautiful May-day into “ Both earth and shy 
keep jvhilee?” Or have brought all the different marks and cir- 
cumstances of a sea-loch before the mind, as the actions of a 



living and acting power ? Or have represented the reflection of 
the sky in the water as, " That uncertain heaven received into the 
bosom of the steady lake ” ? Even the grammatical construction is 
not unfrequently peculiar ; as, “ The wind, the tempest roaring 
high, the tumult of a tropic sky, might well be dangerous food to 
him, a youth to whom was given,” &c. There is a peculiarity in 
the frequent use of the dauvapTr/roi/ (i. e., the omission of the connec- 
tive particle before the last of several words, or several sentences 
used grammatically as single words, all being in the same case and 
governing or governed by the same verb), and not less in the con- 
struction of words by apposition {to him, a youth). In short, were 
there excluded from Mr. Wordsworth’s poetic compositions all 
that a literal adherence to the theory of his preface would 
exclude, two-thirds at least of the marked beauties of his poetry 
must be erased. For a far greater number of lines would be 



sacrificed than in any other recent poet; because the pleasure 
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received from Wordsworth’s poems being less derived either fron 
excitement of cm^iosity or the rapid flow of narration, the striking 
passages form a larger proportion of their value. I do not adduce* 
it as a fair criterion of comparative excellence, nor do I even think 
it such ; but merely as matter of fact. I a£Brm, that from no con- 
temporary writer could so many lines he quoted, without reference 
to the poem in which they are found, for their own independent 
weight or beauty. From the sphere of my own experience, I can 
bring to my recollection three persons, of no every-day powers 
and acquirements, who had read the poems of others with more 
and more unalloyed pleasure, and had thought more highly of 
their authors, as poets ; who yet have confessed to me, that from 
no modem work had so many passages started up anew in their 
minds at different times, and as different occasions had awakened 
a meditative mood. 



CHAPTER XXI. 



Remarks on the present mode of oondneting critical Journals. 

L ong have I wished to see a fair and philosophical inquisition 
into the character of Wordsworth, as a poet, on the evidence 
of his published works ; and a positive, not a comparative, appre- 
ciation of their characteristic excellences, deflciencies, and defects. 
I know no claim that the mere opinion of any individual can have 
to weigh down the opinion of the author himself ; against the pro- 
bability of whose parental partiality we ought to set that of his 
having thought longer and more deeply on the subject. But I 
should call that investigation fair and philosophical, in which the 
critic announces and endeavours to establish the principles, which 
he holds for the foundation of poetry in general, with the speci- 
fication of these in their application to the different claseea of 
poetry. Having thus prepared his canons of criticism for praise 
and condemnation, we would proceed to particularize the most 
striking passages to which he deems them applicable, faithfully 
noticing the frequent or infrequent recurrence of similar merits 
or defects, and as faithfully distinguishing what is characteristic 
from what is accidental, or a mere flagging of the wing. Then if 
his premises be rational, his deductions legitimate, and his con- 
clusions justly applied, the reader, and possil)ly the poet himself, 
may adopt his judgment in the light of judgment and in the inde 
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pendence of free agency. If he has en-ed, he presents his errors 
m a definite place and tangible form, and holds the torch and 
guides the way to their detection. 

I most willingly admit, and estimate at a high value, the services 
which the Edinburgh Review, and others formed afterwards on 
the same plan, have rendered to society in the diffusion of know- 
ledge. I think the commencement of the Edinburgh Review an 
important epoch in periodical criticism ; and that it has a claim 
upon the gratitude of the literai*y republic, and indeed of the 
reading public at large, for having originated the scheme of 
reviewing those books only, which are susceptible and deserving 
of argumentative criticism. Not less meritorious, and far more 
faithfully and in general far more ably executed, is their plan of 
supplying the vacant place of the trash or mediocrity wisely left 
to sink into oblivion by their own weight, with origin^ essays on 
the most interesting subjects of the time, religious or political ; 
in which the titles of the books or pamphlets prefixed furnish 
only the name and occasion of the disquisition. I do not arraign 
the keenness or asperity of its damnatory style, in and for itself, 
as long as the author is addressed or treated as the mere imperso- 
nation of the work then under trial. I have no quarrel with them 
on this account, as long as no personal allusions are admitted, and 
no re-commitment (for new trial) of juvenile performances, that 
were published, perhaps forgotten, many years before the com- 
mencement of the review : since for the forcing back of such works 
to public notice no motives are easily assignable, but such as are 
furnished to the critic by his own personal malignity ; or what is 
still worse, by a habit of malignity in the form of mere wantonness, 

" No private gntdge they need, no personal spite: 

The vttxt sectio is its own delight I 
All enmity, all envy, they disclaim. 

Disinterested thieves of our good name ; 

Cool, sober murderers of their neighbour’s feme I” 

S.T.C. 

Every censure, every sarcasm respecting a publication which 
the critic, with the criticized work before him, can make good, is 
the critic’s right. The writer is authorized to reply, but not to 
complain. Neither can any one prescribe to the critic how soft 
or how hard, how friendly or how bitter, shall be the phrases 
which he is to select for the expression of such reprehension or 
ridicule. The critic must know what effect it is his object to 
produce; and with a view to this effect must he weigh his words. 
But as soon as the critic betrays that he knows more of his 
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author than the author’s publications could have told him, as 
soon as from this more intimate knowledge, elsewhere obtained, he 
avails him self of the slightest trait against the author, his censure 
instantly becomes personal injury, his sarcasms personal insults. 
He ceases to be a critic, and takes on him the most contemptible 
character to which a rational creature can be degraded, that of a 
gossip, backbiter, and pasquiUant : but with this heavy aggrav&> 
tion, that he steals the unquiet, the deforming passions of the 
world, into the museum ; into the very place which, next to the 
chapel and oratory, should be ovir sanctuary, and secure place of 
refuge ; offers abominations on the altar of the Muses ; and makes 
its sacred paling the very circle in which he conjures up the lying 
and profane spirit. 

This determination of unlicensed personality, and of permitted 
and legitimate censure (which I owe in part to the illustrious 
Lessing, himself a model of acute, spirited, sometimes stinging, 
hut always argumentative and honourable criticism) is, beyond con- 
troversy, the true one ; and though I would not myself exercise 
all the rights of the latter, yet, let but the former be excluded, I 
submit myself to its exercise in the hands of others, without 
complaint and without resentment. 

Let a communication be formed between any number of learned 
men in the various branches of science and literature ; and whether 
the president or central committee be in London, or Edinburgh, 
if only they previously lay aside their individuality, and pledge 
themselves inwardly, as well as ostensibly, to administer judgment 
according to a constitution and code of laws ; and if by groimding 
this code on the two-fold basis of universal morals and philosophio 
reason, independent of all foreseen application to particular works 
and authors, they obtain the right to speak each as the represen- 
tative of their body corporate ; they shall have honour and good 
wishes from me, and I shall accord to them their fair dignities, 
though self-assumed, not less cheerfully than if I could inquire 
concerning them in the herald’s office, or turn to them in the book 
of peerage. However loud may be the outcries for prevented or 
subverted reputation, however numerous and impatient the com- 
plaints of merciless severity and insupportable despotism, I shall 
neither feel nor utter aught but to the defence and justification 
of the critical machine. Should any literary Quixote find him- 
self provoked by its sounds and regular movements, I should 
admonish him, with Sancho Panza, that it is no giant, but a 
windmill ; there it stands on its own place and its own hillock, 
never goes out of the way to attack any one, and to none, and 
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from none, ei^er gives or asks assistance. When the public press 
has poured in any part of its produce between its mill-stones, it 
grinds it off, one man’s sack the same as another, and with what- 
ever wind may then happen to be blowing. All the two-and-thirty 
winds are alike its friends. Of the whole wide atmosphere, it 
does not desire a single finger-breadth more than what is necessary 
for its sails to turn round in. But this space must be left free 
and unimpeded. Gnats, beetles, wasps, butterflies, and the whole 
tribe of ephemerals and insignificants, may flit in and out and be- 
tween ; may hum, and buzz, and jar ; may shrill their tiny pipes, 
and wind their puny horns, unchastised and unnoticed. But 
idlers and bravados of larger size and prouder show must beware 
how they place themselves within its sweep. Much less may they 
presume to lay hands on the sails, the strength of which is neither 
greater or less than as the wind is which drives them round. 
Whomsoever the remorseless arm slings aloft, or whirls along 
with it in the air, he has himself alone to blame ; though when the 
same arm throws him from it, it will more often double than break 
the force of his fall. 

Putting aside the too manifest and too frequent interference of 
national party, and even personal predilection or aversion, and re- 
serving for deeper feelings those worse and more criminal in- 
trusions into the sacredness of private life, which not seldom 
merit legal rather than literary chastisement, the two principal 
objects and occasions which I find for blame and regret in the 
conduct of the review in question are, first, its unfaithfulness to 
its own announced and excellent plan, by subjecting to criticism 
works neither indecent or immoiul, yet of such trifling importance 
even in point of size, and, according to the critic’s own verdict, so 
devoid of all merit, as must excite in the most candid mind the 
suspicion cither that dislike or vindictive feelings were at work ; 
or that there was a cold prudential pre-determination to inci'ease 
the sale of the Review by flattering the malignant passions of 
human nature. That I may not myself become subject to the 
charge, which I am bringing against others, by an accusation 
without proof, I refer to the article on Dr. B.ennell’s sermon in 
the very first number of the Edinburgh Review as an illustra- 
tion of my meaning. If in looking through all the succeeding 
volumes the reader should find this a solitary instance, I must 
submit to that painful forfeiture of esteem which awaits a ground- 
less or exaggerated charge. 

The second point of objection belongs to this review only in 
common with all other works of periodical criticism ; at least, it 
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applies in common to the general system of all, whatever excep* 
tion there may be in favour of particular articles. Or if it at- 
taches to the Edinburgh Review, and to its only co-rival, the 
Quarterly, with any peculiaa* force, this results from the superi- 
ority of talent, acquirement, and information which both have so 
undeniably displayed, and which doubtless deepens the regret ■ 
though not the blame. I am referring to the substitution of asser- 
tion for argument ; to the frequency of arbitrary and sometimsB 
petulant verdicts, not seldom unsupported even by a single quota- 
tion from the work condemned, which might at least have ex- 
plained the critic’s meaning, if it did not prove the justice of his 
sentence. Even where this is not the case, the extracts are too 
often made without reference to any general grounds or rules 
from which the faultiness or inadmissibility of the qualities at- 
tributed may be deduced, and without any attempt to show that 
the qualities are attributable to the passage extracted. I have 
met with such extracts from Mr. Wordsworth’s poems, annexed to 
such assertions, as lead me to imagine that the reviewer, having 
written his critique before he had read the work, had then pricked 
with a pin for passages wherewith to illustrate the various branches 
of his preconceived opinions. By what principle of rational choice 
can we suppose a critic to have been directed (at least in a Chris- 
tian country, and himself, we hope, a Christian) who gives the 
following lines, portraying the fervour of solitary devotion excited 
by the magnificent display of the Almighty’s works, as a proof 
and example of an authorts tendency to downright ravings, and 
absolute uninteUigibility P 

, ~ 0 then wliat soul was his, when on the tope 

Of the high mountains he beheld the sun 
Klse up, and bathe the world in light ! He looked — 

Ocean and earth, the solid frame of earth, 

And ocean’s liquid mass, beneath him lay 
In gladness and deep Joy. The clouds were touched. 

And in their silent laces did he read 
Unutterable love! .Sound neetied none. 

Nor any voice of Joy : his spirit drank 
The spectacle I sensation, soul, and form. 

All melted into him. They swallowed up 
His animal being: in them did he live. 

And by them did be live: they were bis life. 

Thb Eictjksiob. 

Can it be expected that either the author or his admirers should 
be induced to pay any serious attention to decisions which prove 
nothing but the pitiable state of the critic’s own taste and sensi- 
bility ? Ou opening the Review they see a favourite passage, of 
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the force and troth of which they had an intuitive certainty in 
their own inward experience, confirmed, if confirmation it could 
receive, by the sympathy of their most enlightened friends, some 
of whom perhaps, even in the world’s opinion, hold a higher in- 
tellectual rank than the critic himself would presume to claim. 
And this very passage they find selected as the characteiistio 
effusion of a mind deserted by reason; as furnishing evidence 
that the writer was raving, or he could not have thus strung words 
together without sense or purpose ! No diversity of taste seems 
capable of explaining such a contrast in judgment. 

That I had overrated the merit of a passage or poem, that I 
had erred concerning the degree of its excellence, I might be 
easily induced to believe or apprehend. But that lines, the sense 
of which I had analyzed and found consonant with all the best 
convictions of my understanding, and the imagery and diction 
of which had collected roimd those convictions my noblest as 
well as my most delightful feelings; that I should admit such 
lines to be mere nonsense or lunacy, is too much for the most 
ingenious arguments to effect. But that such a revolution of 
taste should be brought about by a few broad assertions, seems 
little less than impossible. On the contrary, it would require 
an effort of charity not to dismiss the criticism with the aphorism 
of the wise man, in animam malevolam sapientia hand intrare 

then if this very critic should have cited a large number 
of single lines, and even of long paragraphs, which he himself ac- 
knowledges to possess eminent and origmal beauty P What if he 
himself has owned that beauties as great are scattered in abun- 
dance throughout the whole book ? And yet, though under this 
impression, should have commenced his critique in vulgar exalta- 
tion with a prophecy meant to secure its own fulfilment ? With 
a “ This won’t do !” What if after such acknowledgments, ex- 
torted from his own judgment, he should proceed from charge to 
charge of tameness and raving, flights and flatness ; and at length, 
consigning the author to the house of incurables, should conclude 
with a strain of rudest contempt, evidently grounded in the dis- 
tempered state of his own moral associations P Suppose, too, all 
this done without a single leading principle established or even an- 
nounced, and without any one attempt at arg^umentative deduction, 
though the poet had presented a more than usual opportunity for 
it, by having previously made pubHc his own principles of judg- 
ment in poetry, and supported them by a connected train of 
yeasoning ! 



potest. 

What 
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The office and duty of the poet is to select the most dignified aa 
vrell as 



The gayest, happiest attitude of things.” 



The reverse, for in all cases a reverse is possible, is the appropriate 
business of burlesque and travesty, a predominant taste for which 
has been always deemed a mark of a low and degraded mind. 
When I was at Rome, among many other visits to the tomb of 
Julius II., I went thither once with a Prussian artist, a man of 
genius and great vivacity of feeling. As we were gazing on Michad 
Angelo’s Moses, our conversation turned on the horns and beard 
of that stupendous statue; of the necessity of each to support the 
other ; of the superhuman effect of the former, and the necessity 
of the existence of both to give a harmony and integrity both to 
the image and the feeling excited by it. Conceive them removed, 
and the statue would become «?i-natural, without being super- 
natural. We called to min d the horns of the rising sun, and I 
repeated the noble passage from Taylor’s Holy Dying. That 
horns were the emblem of power and sovereignty among the 
Eastern nations, and are still retained as such in Abyssinia ; the 
Achelous of the ancient Greeks ; and the probable ideas and feel- 
ings that originally suggested the mixture of the human and the 
brute form in the figure by which they realized the idea of their 
mysterious Pan, as representing intelligence blended with a darker 
power, deeper, mightier, and more universal than the conscious 
intellect of man, than intelligence ; all these thoughts and recol- 
lections passed in procession before our minds. My companion, 
who possessed more than his share of the hatred which his coun- 
trymen bore to the French, had just observed to me, “ A French- 
man, sir, is the only animal in the human shape that by no 
possibility can lift itself up to religion or poetry when, lo ! 
two French officers of distinction and rank entered the church ! 
“ Mark you,” whispered the Prussian, “ the first thing which those 
scoundrels will notice (for they will begin by instantly noticing 
the statue in parts, without one moment’s pause of admiration 
impressed by the whole) will be the horns and the beard. And the 
associations which they will immediately connect with them will 
be those of a he-goat and a cuckold.” Never did man guess more 
luckily. Had he inherited a portion of the great legislator’s pro- 
phetic powers, whose statue we had been contemplating, he could 
scarcely have uttered words more coincident with the result ; for 
even as he had said, so it came to pass. 

In The Excursion the poet has introduced an old man, bom in 
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ktimble but not abject circumstances, who had enjoyed more than 
nsual advantages of education, both from books and from the more 
awful discipline of nature. This person he represents as having 
been driven by the restlessness of fervid feelings and from a crav- 
ing intellect to an itinerant life, and as having, in consequence, 
passed the larger portion of his time, from earliest manhood, in 
villages and hamlets from door to door ; 

“ A vagrant merchant bent beneath his load." 

Now whether this be a character appropriate to a lofty didactic 
poem, is perhaps questionable. It presents a fair subject for con- 
troversy ; and the question is to be determined by the congmity 
or incongruity of such a character with what shall be proved to 
be the essential constituents of poetry. But surely the critic 
who, passing by all the opportunities which such a mode of life 
would present to such a man ; all the advantages of the libei'ty of 
nature, of solitude, and of solitary thought ; all the varieties of 
places and seasons, through which his track had lain, with all the 
varying imagery they bring with them ; and lastly, all the obser- 
vations of men, 

** Thdr maunera, tbelr eqJoTments and pmrauita, 

Tbelr paaaioDS and tbeir feelings,’’ 

which the memory of these yearly journeys must have given and 
recalled to such a mind — ^thc critic, I say, who from the multitude 
of possible associations should pass by ^ these in order to fix his 
attention exclusively on the pin-papers, and stay-tapes, which 
might have been among the wares of his pack : this critic, in my 
opinion, cannot be thought to possess a much higher or much 
healthier state of moral feeling than the Frenchman above 
recorded. 



CHAPTER XXII. 

’Tba cbaTacteristIc defects of Wordsworth’s poetry, with the principles from which the Judg- 
ment, that they are defects, is deduced— Their proportion to the beauties — For the greatest 
part characteristic of his theory only. 

I P Mr. Wordsworth has set forth principles of poetry which his 
arguments are insufficient to support, let him and those who 
have adopted his sentiments be set right by the confutation of 
those arguments, and by the substitution of more philosophical 
principles. And still let the due credit be given to the portion 
and importance of the truths which are blended with his theory ; 

P 
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truths, the too exclusive attention to which had occasioned ita 
eiTors, by tempting him to cany those truths beyond their proper 
limits. If his mistaken theory has at all influenced his poetic 
compositions, let the effects be pointed out, and the instances 
given. But let it likewise be shown how far the influence has 
acted ; whether diffusively, or only by starts ; whether the number 
and importance of the poems and passages thus infected be great 
or trifling compared with the sound portion ; and lastly, whether 
they are inwoven into the texture of his works, or are loose and 
separable. The result of such a tidal would evince beyond a 
doubt, what it is high time to announce decisively and aloud, that 
the supposed characteristics of Mr. Wordsworth’s poetry, whether 
idmired or reprobated ; whether they are simplicity or simple* 
ness ; faithful adherence to essential nature, or wilful selections 
from human nature of its meanest forms and under the least 
attractive associations: are as little the real characteristics of 
his poetry at large, as of his genius and the constitution of his 
mind. 

In 'a comparatively small number of poems, he chose to try an 
experiment ; and this experiment we will suppose to have failed. 
Yet even in these poems it is impossible not to perceive that the 
natural tendency of the poet’s mind is 'to great objects and~ 
elevated conceptions. The poem entitled Iddelity is for the 
gi'eater part written in language as unraised and naked as any 
pei'haps in the two volumes. Yet take the following stanza and 
compare it with the preceding stanzas of the same poem: 

“ There sometimes does a leaping fish 
Send through the lam a lonely cheer ; 

The crags repeat the raven's croak 
Jn symphony austere ; 

Thither the rainbow comes — the cloud. 

And mists that spread the flying shroud ; 

And sunbeams ; and the sounding blast, 

That if it could would hurry past. 

But that enormous barrier holds It rast." 

Or compare the four last lines of the concluding stanza with 
the former half : 



Yet proof was plain that since the day 
On which the traveller thus had died. 
The dog had watched about the spot. 

Or by his master’s side : 

How vourished there for mch long time 
He knoiet v ho gave that love tublime. 
And gave that Urength of feeling, great 
Above all human eetimate." 
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Can any candid and intelligent mind hesitate in determining 
which of these best represents the tendency and native character 
of the poet’s genius ? Will he not decide that the one was written 
because the poet worild so write, and the other because he could 
not so entirely repress the force and grandeur of his mind, but 
that he must in some part or other of every composition write 
otherwise ? In short, that his only disease is the being out of his 
element ; like the swan, that having amused himself, for a while, 
with crushing the weeds on the river’s bank, soon returns to his 
own majestic movements on its reflecting and sustaining surface 
Let it be observed, that I am here supposing the imagined judge, 
to whom I appeal, to have already decided against the poet’s 
theory, as far as it is different from the principles of the art, 
generally acknowledged. 

I cannot here enter into a detailed examination of Mr. Words- 
worth’s works ; but I will attempt to give the main i-esiilts of my 
own judgment, after an acquaintance of many years, and repeated 
perusals. And though, to appreciate the defects of a great mind 
it is necessary to understand previously its characteristic excel- 
lences, yet I have already expressed myself with sufiicient fulness 
to preclude most of the iU effects that might arise from my 
pursuing a contrary arrangement. I will therefore commence 
with what I deem the prominent defects of his poems hitherto 
published. 

The first characteristic, though only occasional defect, which 1 ^ j 

appear to myself to find in these poems is the inconstancy of the ' ~ 
styl e. Under this name I refer to the sudden~md unprepared 
transitions from lines or sentences of peculiar felicity (at all 
events striking and original) to a style, not only unimpassioned 
but undistinguished. He sinks too often and too abruptly to that 
style which I should place in the second division of language, 
dividing it into the three species : first, that which is peculiar to 
poetry; second, that which is only proper in prose; and third, 
the neutral or common to both. There have been works, such as 
Cowley’s Essay on Cromwell, in which prose and verse are inter- 
mixed (not as in the Consolation of Boetius, or the Argenis of 
Barclay, by the insertion of poems supposed to have been spoken 
or composed on occasions previously related in prose, but) the j 
poet passing from one to the other as the nature of the thoughts , 
or his own feelings dictated. Tet this mode of composition does 
not satisfy a cultivated taste. There is something unpleasant in 
tJleLeihg thus obliged to alternate states of feeling so dissimilar, 
and this too in a species of writing, the pleasure from which is in 
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j part derived from the preparation and previous expectation of the 
/ reader. A portion of that awkwardness is felt which hangs upon 
the introduction of songs in our modem comic operas ; and to 
prevent which the judicious Metastasio (as to whose exquisite 
taste there can be no hesitation, whatever doubts may be enter’ 
tained as to his poetic genius) uniformly placed the aria at the 
end of the scene, at the same time that he almost always raises 
and impassione the style of the recitative immediately preceding. 
Even in real life, the difference is great and evident between 
words used as the arbitrary marks of thought, our smooth mai’ket- 
coin of intercourse with the image and superscription worn out 
by currency, and those which convey picture* either borrowed 
fi’om one outward object to enliven and particularize some o th er; 
or used allegorically to body forth the inward state of the persOU 
speaking ; or such as are at least the exponents of his peculiar 
turn and unusual extent of faculty. So much so, indeed, that in 
the social circles of private life we often find a striking use 
of the latter put a stop to the general flow of conversation, and 
by the excitement arising from concentred attention produce 
a sort of damp and interruption for some minutes after. But 
in the perusal of works of literary art, we prepare ouiaelve* 
for such language ; and the, business of the writer, like that 
of a painter whose subject requires unusual splendour and 
prominence, is so to raise the lower and neutral tintst that what 
in a differenT style would be the commanding colours, are here 
used as the means of that gentle degradation requisite in order 
to produce the effect of a whole. Where this is not achieved 
in a poem, the metre merely reminds the reader of his claitna 
in order to disappoint them; and where this defect occurs fre- 
quently, his feelings are alternately startled by anticlimax and 
hyperclimai. 

I refer the reader to the exquisite stanzas cited for another 
purpose from The Blind Highland Boy ; and then annex as being 
in my opinion instances of this disharmony in style the two fol- 
lowing: 

■* And one, the rarest, wag a shell, 

Which he, poor child, had studi^ well: 

The shell of a green tnrtle, thin 
And hollow ; you might sit therein. 

It was so wide and deep.** 

" Onr Highland Boy oil visited 
The house which held this prise, and led 
By dmice or chance did thither come 
One day, when no one was at home, 

And found the door unbarred." 
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Or page 172, vol. i, (The Emigrant Mother) : 

“ 'rig gone forgotten, let me do 
My bett. There was a smile or two— 

1 can remember them, 1 see 

The smiles worth all the world to ms 

Dear Baby, 1 most lay thee down. 

Thou troublest me with strange atarma ! 

Smiles hast thou, sweet ones of thine owb{ 

I auinot keep thee in my arms. 

For they asafijund me: os it is, 

1 have forgot those ■niles of his I" 

Or {/age 269, vol. i. (To a Skjlark) : 

** Thou hast a nest, for thy love and thy reel. 

And though little troubled with sloth. 

Drunken lark ! thou would’st he loth 
To be such a traveller as I. 

Happy, happy liver I 

With a tout as ttrong as a mountain river. 

Pouring out praise to th’ Almighty Giver ! 

Joy and Jollity be with us both. 

Hearing thee or else some other, 

As merry a brother, 

I on the earth will go plodding on 
By myself cheerfully till the diay is done.” 



The incongroitj which I appear to find in this passage, is that 
of the two noble lines in italics with the preceding and following. 
So voL ii., page 30 ( Resol ution and Independence) : 



” Close by a pond, upon the further side 
He stood alone ; a minute's space I guess, 

I watched him, he continuing motionless; 

To the pool’s further margin then 1 drew ; 

> He being all the while before me full in view." 



Compare this with the repetition of the same image, in the next 
stanza but two : 

■* And still 08 I drew near with gentle pace, 

Beside the little pond or moorish flood. 

Motionless as a cloud the old man stood; 

That heareth not the loud winds as they call. 

And moveth altogether, if It move at aU.” 



Or lastlj, the second of the three following stanzas, compared 
both with the first and the third : 



‘ My former thoughts returned, the fear that kills ; 
And hope that is unwilling to be fed ; 

Cold, pain, and labour, and all fleshly ills; 

And mighty poets in their misery dead. 

But now, perp ex'd by what the old man bad said. 
My question eageriy did 1 renew. 

How is it that vou live; and what is it too do? 
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He with a emile did then his tale repeat 
And said, that, gatln-ring leeches far and wide. 

He travelled : stirring thus abuut his feet 
Tire waters of the ponds where they abide. 

‘ Once 1 could meet with them on every side, 

But they have dwindled long by slow decay; 

Yet still I persevere, and find them where I may.' 

While he was talking thus, the lonely place, 

The old man’s shape, and speech, all troubled me: 

In my mind’s eye 1 seemed to see him pace 
About the weary moors continually. 

Wandering about alone and silently,” 

Indeed, this fine poem is especially characteristic of the author. 
There is scarce a defect or excellence in his writings of which it 
would not present a specimen. But it would be unjust not 
to repeat that this defect is only occasional. From a careful 
re-perusal of the two volumes of poems, I doubt whether the 
objectionable passages would amount in the whole to one hundred 
lines ; not the eighth part of the number of pages. I n Th e Ex- 
"cursion the feeling of incongruity is seldom excited by the diction 
of any passage considered in itself, but by the sudden superiority 
of some other passage forming the context. 

The second defect I could generalize with tolerable accuracy, if 
the’TeadfflFwTir pardon an \meouth and new-coined word. There 
is, I should say, not seldom a vfMtter-of-factneas in cer’tain poems. 
This may be divided into, first, a laborious minuteness and 
fidelity in the representation of objects, and their positions, as 
they appeared to the poet himself; secondly, the insertion of 
fmciden^_circumstances, in order to the full explanation of his 
living characters, their dispositions and actions : which circum- 
slances might be necessary to establish the probability of a state- 
ment in real life, where nothing is taken for granted by the 
hearer, but a pp ear superfluous in poetry, where the reader is will- 
ing to believe for liis own sake. To this accidentality, I object, as 
contravening the essence of poetry, which Aristotle pronoimces 
to be dirovbaioTaTov Kai (fn\o<ro<f)a>TaTov yevos, the most intense, 
weighty, and philosophical product of human art ; adding, as the 
reason, that it is the most catholic and abstract. The following 
passage from Davenant’s prefatory letter to Hobbes well expresses 
this truth : “ When I considered the actions which I meant to de- 
scribe (those inferring the persons) I was again persuaded rather 
to choose those of a former age than the present ; and in a cen- 
tury so far removed as might preserve me from their improper 
examinations, who know not the requisites of a poem, nor how 
much pleasrire they lose (and even the pleasures of heroic poesy 
are not unprofitable) who take away the liberty of a poet, and 
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fetter hia feet in the shackles of an historian. For why should a 
poet doubt in story to mend the intrigues of fortune by more 
delightful conveyances of probable fictions, because austere his- 
torians have entered into bond to truth ? An obligation, which 
were in poets as foolish and unnecessaiy, as is the bondage of 
false martyrs, who lie in chains for a mistaken opinion. But by 
this I would imply, that truth, narrative and past, is the idol of histo- 
rians (who worship a dead thing) and truth operative, and by effects 
continually alive, is the mistress of poets, who hath not her existence 
in matter, but in reason.” 

For this minute accuracy in the painting of local imagery, the 
lines in The Excursion, pp. 96, 97, and 98,* may be taken, ^ not 
as a striking instance yet as an illustration of my meaning. It 
must be some sti’ong motive (as, for instance, that the description 
was necessary to the intelligibility of the tale) which could induce 
me to describe' in a number of verses, what a draftsman could 
present to the eye with incomparably gi'eater satisfaction by half 
a dozen strokes of his pencil, or the painter with as many touches 
of his brush. Such descriptions too often occasion in the mind 
of a reader, who is determined to understand his author, a 
feeling of labour, not very dissimilar to that with which he would 
construct a diagram, line by line, for a long geometrical proposi- 
tion. It seems to be like taking the pieces of a dissected map out 
of its box. We first look at one part and then at another, then 
join and dove-tail them; and when the successive acts of atten- 
tion have been completed, there is a retrogressive effort of mind to 
behold it as a whole. The poe^ should paint to the imagination, 
not to the fancy ; and I know no happier case to exemplify the dis- 
tmctionrbetweeh'these two faculties. Masterpieces of the former 
mode of poetic painting aboimd in the matings of Milton, ex, gr. 

“ The fig-tree, not that kind for fruit renown’d. 

But such OB at this day to Indians known 
In Malabar or Decan, spreads her arms 
Branching so broad and long, that in the ground 
The bended twigs take root, and daughters grou) 

About the mother-tree, a pillar’d shade 

High over-arched, and echoing walks between: 

There oft the Indian Herdsman, shunning heat. 

Shelters tn cool, and tends his pasturing herds 
At loopholes cut through thickest sluide." 

Milton’s Paradise Lost, lx. 1100. 

This is crearion rather than painting, or if painting, yet such, 
and •with such co-pres^ce of the whole picture flashed at once 
upon the eye, as the sun paint.s in a camera obscura. But the 

• The couimeni ement of Book III. “ Despondency.” 



Digitized by Google 




216 



Biograpikia Literaria, 

poet must likewise understand and conunand wliat Bacon calls 
the vestigia conimimia of the senses, the latency of all in each, and 
more especially as by a magical penna duplex, the excitement of 
vision by sound and the exponents of sound. Thus, " The echo- 
ing walks between,” may be almost said to reverse the fable in 
tradition of the head of Menmon, in the Egyptian statue. Such 
may be deservedly entitled the creative words in the world of 
imagination. 

The s econd division respects an apparent minute adher^ce to 
matter-oT-fact*in character and incidents; a biographical atten- 
tion to probability, and an anxiety of explanation and retrospect. 
Under this head I shall deliver, with no feigned diffidence, the 
results of my best reflection on the great point of controversy 
between Mr. Wordsworth and his objectors, namely, on the 
choice of his characters. 1 have already declared, and, I trust 
justified, my utter dissent from the mode of argument which his 
critics have hithei’to employed. To their question, why did you 
choose such a character, or a character from such a rank of lUe P 
the poet might, in my opinion, fairly retort : why, with the con- 
ception of my character, did you make wilful choice of mean or 
ludicrous associations not furnished by nie, but supplied from 
your own sickly and fastidious feelings? How was it, indeed, 
probable, that such arguments could have any weight with an 
author, whose plan, whose guiding principle, and main object it 
was to attack and subdue that state of association, which leads us 
to place the chief value on those things on which man differs 
from man, and to forget or disregard the high dignities which 
belong to human nature, the sense and the feeling which may be, 
and ought to be, found in all ranks? The feelings with which, 
as Christians, we contemplate a mixed congregation rising or 
kneeling before their common Maker, Mr. Wordsworth would 
have us entertain at all times, as men, and as readers ; and by the 
excitement of this lofty, yet prideless impartiality in poetiy, he 
might hope to have encouraged its continuance in real life. The 
praise of good men be his ! In real life, and I trust, even in my 
imagination, I honour a virtuous and wise man, without reference 
to the presence or absence of artificial advantages. Whether in 
the person of an armed baron, a laurelled bard, or of an old 
pedlar, or stiU older leech-gatherer, the same qualities of head 
and heart must claim the same reverence. And even in poetry, 1 
I am not conscious that I have ever suffered my feelings to be | 
distm-bed or offended by any thoughts or images which the poet ' 
himself has not presented. ‘ 
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But yet I object, nevertbeless, and for the following reasons. 
First, because the object in view, as an immediate object, Indonga 
to the moral philosopher, and would be pursued, not only more 
appropriately, but in my opinion with far greater probabihty of 
success, in sermons or moral essays, than in an eleyated poem. 
It seemsT indeed, to destroy the main fundamental distinction, 
not only between a poem and prose, but even between philosophy 
and works of fiction, inasmuch as it pr^oses truth for its imme- 
diate obje ct inrtead of pleasure. Now, till the blessed time shall 
come, vmen truth itself shall be pleasure, and both shall be so 
united as to be distinguishable in words only, not in feeling, it 
will remain the poet’s office to proceed upon that state of associa* 
tion which actually exists as general ; instead of attempting first 
to make it what it ought to be, and then to let the pleasure follow. 
But here is unfortunately a small Hysteron-Proteron. For the 
communic^ion of pleasure is ..the introductory means by which 
alone the poet must expect to moralize his readers. S^ondly: 
tfioughT I were to admit, for a moment, this argument to be 
groundless ; yet how is the moral effect to be produced, by merely 
attaching the name of some low profession to powers which are 
least likely, and to qualities which are assuredly not more likely, 
to be found in it ? The poet, speaking in his own person, may 
at once delight and improve us by sentiments which teach us the 
independence of goodness, of wisdom, and even of genius, on the 
favours of fortune. And having made a due reverence before the 
throne of Antonine, he may bow with equal awe before Epictetus 
among his fellow-slaves — 



“ and r^oice 

In the plain presence of bis dignity.” 

Who is not at once delighted and improved, when the poet 
Wordsworth himself exclaims, 

“ 0 many are tbe poets that are sown 
By Nature ; men endowed with highest gifts, 

Tbe vision and tbe faculty divine, 

Yet wanting the accomplishment of verse. 

Nor having e'er, os life advanced, been led 
By circumstance to take unto the height 
The measure of themselves, these favour'd beings. 

All but a scattered few, live out their time. 

Husbanding that which they possess within. 

And go to tbe grave untbought of. Strongest miiyta 
Are often those of whom the noisy world 
Hears least.” 

Th> KxccBSioti, Book L 
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To use a colloquial plu-ase, such sentiments, in such language, 
do one’s heart good ; though I, for my part, have not the fullest 
faith in the truth of the observation. On the contrary, I believe 
the instances to be exceedingly rare ; and should feel almost as 
strong an objection to introduce such a character in a poetic fiction, 
as a pair of black swans on a lake, in a fancy landscape. When 
I think how many and how much better books than Homer, or 
even than Herodotus, Pindar, or .dEschylus, could have read, 
arc in the power of almost every man, in a country where almost 
every man is instracted to read and widte ; and how restless, how 
difficultly hidden, the poweis of genius are, and yet find even 
in situations the most favom-able, according to Mr. Wordsworth, 
for the formation of a pure and poetic language — in situations 
which ensure familiarity with the grandest objedts of the imagi- 
nation — but one. Bums, among the shepherds of Scotland, and 
not a single poet of humble life among those of English lakes 
and mountains, I conclude, that Poetic Genius is not only a vei-y 
delicate, but a very rare plant. ' ■ ' 

But be this as it may, the feelings with which 

“ I thinW of Chattcrton, the marvellous boy. 

The sleepless soul, that perish’d in bis pride: 

Of bums, that walk'd in glory and in Joy 
Behind bis plough upon the mountain-side," 

Resolctios akd Indepkkdekce, V. 1 

are widely different from those with which I should read a poem, 
wherh the atithor, having occasion for the character of a poet and 
a philosopher in the fable of his narration, had chosen to make 
him a chimney-sweeper ; and then, in order to remove all doubts 
on the subject, had invented an accoimt of his birth, parentage 
and education, with all the strange and fortunate accidents which 
had concurred in making him at once poet, philosopher, and 
sweep ! Nothing but biography can justify this. If it be admis- 
sible even in a novel, it must be one in the manner of Be Foe’s, 
that were meant to pass for histories, not in the manner of 
Fielding’s : in the life of Moll Flanders, or Colonel Jack, not in a 
Tom Jones, or even a Joseph Andrews. Much less then, can it 
be legitimately introduced in a poem, the characters of which, 
amid the strongest individualization, must still remain repre- 
sentative. The precepts of Hoi-ace, on this point, are grounded 
on the nature both of poetry and of the human mind. They are 
not more peremptoi-y, than wise and prudent. For, in the first 
place, a deAuation from them perplexes the reader’s feelings, and 
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all the circumstances which are feigned in order to make such 
accidents less improbable, divide and disquiet his faith, rather 
than aid and support it. Spite of all attempts fiction will appear, 
and unfortunately not as fictitious but as false. The reader not 
<;nly knows that the sentiments and the language are the poet’s 
own, and his own too in his artificial character, as poet ; but by 
the fi-uitless endeavours to make him think the eontraiy, be is 
not even suffered to forget it. The effect is similar to that pro- 
duced by an epic poet, when the fable and characters are derived 
from Scriptui-e history, as in the Messiah of Klopstock, or in 
Cumberland’s Calvary : and not merely suggested by it as in the 
Paradise Lost of Milton. That illusion, contradistinguished 
from delusion, that negative faith, w’hich simply permits the 
images presented to work by theii' own force, without either 
denial or affirmation of their real existence by the judgment, is 
rendered impossible by their immediate neighbourhood to words 
and facts of known and absolute truth. A faith which transcends 
even historic belief, must absolutely put out this mere poetic Ana- 
logon of faith, as the summer sim is said to extinguish our house- 
hold fires, w'hen it shines full upon them. What would otherwise 
have been yielded to as pleasing fiction, is repelled as revolting 
falsehood. The effect produced in this latter case by the solemn 
belief of the reader, is in a less degree brought about in the 
instances to which I have been objecting, by the baffled attempts 
of the author to make him believe. 

Add to all the foregoing, the seeming uselessness both of the 
project and of the anecdotes from which it is to derive supports 
Is there one word, for instance, attributed to the pedlar in The 
Excursion, characteristic of a pedlar ? One sentiment, that might 
not more plausibly, even without the aid of any previous explana- 
tion, have proceeded from any wise and beneficent old man of 
a rank or profession in which the language of learning and 
refinement are naturally to be expected P Need the rank have 
been at all particularized, where nothing follows which the know- 
ledge of thdt rank is to explain or illustrate? When on the 
contrary this information renders the man’s language, feelings, 
sentiments, and information a riddle, which must itself be 
solved by episodes of anecdote ? Finally, when this and this alone, 
could have induced a genuine poet to inweave in a poem of the 
loftiest style, and on subjects the loftiest and of the most 
universal intei’est, such minute matters of fact, not unlike those 
famished for the obituary of a magazine by the friends of 
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8ome obscure “ ornament of society lately deceased ” in some 
obscure town, as 



“ Among the hills of Athol be was bom. 

There on a small hereditary farm. 

An nnproductive slip of nigged ground. 

His Father dwelt ; and died in poverty : 

While he, whose lowly fortune I retrace. 

The youngest of three sons, was yet a babe, 

A little one ~ unconscious of their loss. 

But ere he had outgrown his infant days 
His widowed mother, for a second mate. 

Espoused the teacher of the Village School ; 

Who on her offspring zealously bestowed 
Needfhl instruction.’' 

* Aom his sixth year, the Boy of whom I speak. 

In gmamer tended cattle on the hills ; 

But throng the inclement and the perilous days 
Of long<ontlnuing wMbe, he repali^ 

To bis step-father's school," Ir. 

Tmt ExccwoiaHeok f. 






For all the admirable passages interposed in this namAaon, 
might, with trifling alterations, have been far more appropriately, 
and with far greater verisimilitude, told of a poet in the cha- 
racter of a poet; and without incurring another defect which 
I shall now mention, and a sufficient illustration of which will 
have been here anticipated. 

} Third ; m undue predUection for the dramatic form in^ertain 
poems, from which one or other of two evils"result. Either the 
'^HbugEls ahd~iffiction are different f roin that of the poet, and then 
there arises an incongruity of style ; or they are the same and 
indistinguishable, and then it presents a species of ventriloquism, 
where two are represented as talking, while in truth one man only 
speaks. 

The fourth class of defects is closely connected with the former ; 
but yet are such as arise likewise from an intensity of feeling dis- 
proportionate to such knowledge and value of the object de- 
scribed, as can be fairly anticipated of men in general, even of 
the ■ most cultivated classes ; and with which therefore few only, 
and those few particularly circumstanced, can be supposed to 
sympathize : in this class, I comprise occasional prolixity, repeti- 
tion, and an eddying instead of progression of thought. Aa 
instances, see page 27, 28, of the Poems, vol. i.,* and the first 
^ eighty lines of the Sixth Book of The Excursion. 

'' Fifth and lost ; thoughts and images too great foir ,the. 

■ The Anecdote for Fathcn. 
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This is an approximation to what might be called men^ bombast, 
as disting^shed from verbal : for, as in the latter there is a dis« 1 
proportion of the expressions to the thoughts, so in this there is a I 
disproportion of thought to the circumstance and occasion. This, : 
bythe-by, is a fault of which none but a man of genius is capa- 1 
ble. It is the awkwardness and strength of Hercules with the 
distaff of Omphale. 

It is a well-known fact, that bright colours in motion both 
make and leave the strongest impressions on the eye. Nothing is 
more likely too, than that a vivid image o r visual spectrum, thus 
originated, nmy become the linlr of association in recalling the 
feelings and unages that had accompanied the original impression. 
Butlfwe describe this in such lines, as ' ’ 



“ They Sash upon that inward eye. 



WWeh li the bliss of solitude !” 



in what words shall we describe the joy of retrospection, when the 
unages and virtuous actions of a whole well-spent life, pass before 
that conscience which is indeed the inward e^e : which is indeed 
“ the bliss of solitude ?” Assuredly we seem to sink most abruptly, 
not to say burlesquely, and almost as in a medley, from this 
couplet to 

“ And then my heart with pleasure fills, 

And dancea with the daffodila.” 

VoL L p. 320.* 



The second is from vol. ii., page 12 (Gipsies), where the poet 
having gone out for a day’s totm of pleasure, meets early in the 
morning with a knot of Gipsies, who had pitched their blanket- 
tents and straw beds, together with their children and asses, in 
some field by the roadside. At the close of the day on his rettun 
our tourist found them in the same place. “Twelve hours,” 
says he, 

" Twelve hours, twelve bounteous hours, are gone while 1 
Have been a traveller under open sky, 

Much witnessing of change and cheer. 

Yet as I left I find them here 



Whereat the poet, without seeming to reflect that the poor tawny 
wanderers might prCbably have been tramping for weeks together 
through road and lane, over moor and mountain, and consequently 
must have been iright glad to rest themselves, their childrra ajiA 
cattle, for one whole day; and overlooking the obvious truth, that 
such repose might be quite aa necessary for them, as a walk of the 

* The poem commeecug “ I wandered lonely oa a cloud.’* 
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same continuance was pleasing or healtliful for the more fortunate 
poet ; expresses his indignation in a series of linos, the dictiun 
and imagery of which would have been rather above, than below 
the mark, had they been applied to the immense empii'e of China 
improgressive for thirty centuries : 

• The weary Sun betook himself to rest, — 

Then issued Vesper from the fulgent west, 

Outshining, like a visible Ood, 

The glorious path in which he trod ! 

And now ascending, after one dark hour, 

And one night’s diminution of her power, 

Behold the mighty Moon ! this way 

She looks, as if at them— but they 

Regard not her oh, better wrong and strife, 

Better vain deeds or evil than such life ! 

The silent Heavens liave goings on: 

The stars have tasks ! —but these have none !** 

The last instance of this defect (for I know no other than these 
already cited), is from The Ode, page 351, vol. ii.,* where, speak- 
ing of a child, “ a six yeai’’s darling of a pigmy size,” he thus 
addresses him : 

“ Thou best philosopher who yet dost keep 
Thy heritage ! Thou eye among the liHml, 

That, deaf and silent, read’st the eternal deep— 

Haunted for ever by the Ktemal Mind- 
Mighty I’rophet I Seer blest ! 

On whom those truths do rest, 

Which we are toiling all our lives to Hiid ! 

Thou, over whom thy immortality 
Broods like the day, a master o’er the slave, 

A presence which is not to be put by 

Now here, not to stop at the daring spirit of metaphor which 
connects the epithets “ deaf and silent,” with the apostrophised 
eye : or (if we are to refer it to the preceding word, philosopher) 
the faulty and equivocal syntax of the passage; and without 
examining the propriety of making a “ master h-ood o’er a slave,” 
or the day Tarood at all ; we will merely ask. What does all this 
mean? In what sense is a child of that age aTpfcUoSDpher ? In 
whaT sense does he read “ the eternal deep ?” In wnat sense is he 
declared to be “Jor ever haunted” hj ihe Supreme Being ? or so 
inspired as to deserve the . splendid titles of a mighty prophet, a 
blessed seer? By reflection? hy knowledge? by conscious intui- 
tion ? or by amj fonn or modification of consciousness P These 
would be tidings indeed ; hut such as would presuppose an imme- 
diate revelation to the inspired communicator, and require mira- 
cles to authenticate his inspiration. Children at this age give us 

* * Intimations of ImmorUUI ly from Recollections of I'larly Childhood.'* 
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no such information of themselves : and at what time were we \ 
dipped in the Lethe which has produced such utter oblivion of a I 
state so godlike ? There are many of us that still possess some j 
remembrances, more or less distinct, respecting themselves at six ( 
years old ; pity that the worthless straws only should float, while 
treasures, compared with which all the mines of Golconda and 
Mexico were but straws, should be absorbed by some unknown 
gulf into some unknown abyss. 

But if this be too wild and exorbitant to be suspected as 
having been the poet’s meaning ; if these mysterious gifts, facul- _ 
ties, and operations, are not acdomjiianied with consciousness i, 
wtay'else is conscious of them ? or how can it be called the child, 
if it he mo part of the' child’s conscious being ? For aught I know, 
the thinking spiril within me may be substantially one with the 
principle of life, and of vital opeiution. For aught I know, it 
may be employed as a secondary agent in the marvellous organi- 
zation and organic movements of my body. But, surely, it would 
be strange language to say, that I construct my heart ! or that I 
propel the finer influences through my nerves ! or that I compress 
my brain, and draw the curtains of sleep roimd my own eyes ! 
Spinoza and Behmen were on different systems both Pantheists ; 
and among the ancients there were philosophers, teachers of the 
EN KAI nAN, who not only taught that God was All, but that 
this All constituted God. Yet not even these would confound the 
part, as a part, with the Whole, os the whole. Nay, im no system 
is the distinction between the individual and God, between the 
modification, and the one only substance, more sharply di’awn 
than in that of Spinoza. Jacobi, indeed, relates of Lessing, that 
after a conversation with him at the house of the poet Gleim (the 
Tyrtseus and Anacreon of the German Parnassus), in which con- 
versation Lessing had avowed privately to Jacobi his reluctance 
to admit any personal existence of the Supreme Being, or the 
possibility of peraonality except in a finite Intellect, and while 
they were sitting at table, a shower of rain came on unex- 
pectedly. Gleim expressed his regret at the circumstance, beca\xse 
they had meant to drink their wine in the garden : upon which 
Lessing, in one of his half-earnest, half -joking moods, nodded 
to Jacobi, and said, ” It is J, perhaps, that am doing that." 
i.e., raining ! and Jacobi answered, “ Or perhaps I Gleim con- 
tented himself with staring at them both, without asking for any 
explanation. 

So with regal’d to this passage. In what sense can the magmX 
ficent attributes, above '■- loted, lie appropriated to a child, wh ch \ 
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would not msk« them equallj suitable to a bee, or a dog, or afield 
of com ; or even to & ship, or to the wind and waves that propel 
it? The omnipresent Spirit works equally in them as in the 
child; and the child is equally unconscious of it as they. It 
cannot surely be, that the four linesi, immediately following, are 
to contain the explanation P 

“ To whom the grave 

Is bat a lonely bed without the aenae or sight 
Of day or the warm hght, 

A place of thou^t where we in waiting lie.” 

Surely, it cannot be that this wonder-rousing apostrophe is but a 
comment on the little poem of “We are Seven ?” that the whole 
meaning of the passage is reducible to the assertion that a child, 
who, by-the-by, at six years old would have been better instructed 
in most Christian families, has no other notion of death than that 
of lying in a dark, cold place ? And still, I hope, not as in a place 
of thought ! not the frightful notion of lying awake in his grave ! 
The analogy between death and sleep is too simple, too natural, 
to render so horrible a belief possible for children ; even had they 
not been in the habit, as all Christian children are, of hearing the 
latter term used to express the former. But if the child’s belief 
be only, that “ he is not dead, but sl^peth wherein does it diflFer 
from thai. of his father and mother, or any other adult or in- 
structed person ? To form an idea of a thing’s becoming no- 
thing ; or of nothing becoming a thing; is impossible to all finite 
beings alike, of whatever age, and however educated or unedu- 
cated. Thus it is with splendid paradoxes in general. If the 
words are taken in the common sense, they convey an absurdity ; 
and if, in contempt of dictionaries and custom, they are so inter* 
preted as to avoid the absurdity, the meaning dwindles into some 
bald truism. Thus you must at once understand the words con- 
trary to their common import, in order to arrive at any sense; 
and according to their common import, if you are to receive from 
them any feeUng of sublimity or admiration. 

Though the instances of this defect in Mr. Wordsworth’s poems 
are so few, that for themselves it would have been scarcely just to 
attract the reader’s attention toward them ; yet I have dwelt on 
it, and perhaps the more for this very reason. For being so very 
few, they cannot sensibly detract from the reputation of an author, 
who is even characterised by the number of profound truths ia 
his writings, which will stand the severest analysis ; and yet fe\^ 
as they are, they are exactly those passages which his blind 
admirers would be most likely, and beet able, to imitate." But 
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Wordswortn, where Ke is indeed Wordsworth, may be mimicked 
by copyists, he may be plundered by plagiarists ; but he cannot 
be imitated except by those who are not bom to' be imitators, 
f'br 'witiiont bis depth of feeling and his imaginative power, his / 
sense would want its vital warmth and peculiarity ; and without 
his strong sense, his mysticism would become sickly — mere fog, 
and dimness ! 

To these defects which, as appears by the extracts, are only 
occasional, I may oppose with far less fear of encountering the 
dissent of anynandid and intelligent reader, the foll owing (for 
the most part correspondent) excellences. First, an austere purity j * 

of _l^guage both grammatically and logically j in short a perfect 
a ppro priateness of the words to the meaning. Of how high value 
I deem this, and how particularly estimable I hold the example at 
the present day, has been already stated: and in part too the 
reasons on which I ground both the moral and intellectual im- 
portence of l^ituating ourselves to a strict accuracy of expres- 
sion. It is noticeable, how limited an acquaintance with the 
masterpieces of art will suffice to form a correct and even a 
sensitive taste, where none but masterpieces have been seen and 
admired : while on the other hand, the most correct notions, and 
the widest acquaintance with the works of excellence of all ages 
and countries, will not perfectly seciire us against the contagious 
familiarity with the far more numerous offspring of tastelessness 
or of a perverted taste. If this be the case, as it notoriously is, 
with the arts of music and painting, much more difficult will it be, 
to avoid the infection of multiplied and daily examples in the 
practice of an art, which uses words, and words only, as its in- 
struments. In poetry, in which every line, eveiy phrase, may 
pass the ordeal of deliberation and deliberate choice, it is possible, 
and barely possible, to attain that uUiTnatwm which 1 have ven- 
tured to propose as the infallible test of a blameless style, namely, 
its untranslatableness in words of the same language without, 
injury to the meaning. Be it observed, however, that I include ■ 
in the meaning of a word not only its correspondent object, but I 
likewise all the associations which it recalls. For language is 1 
framed to convey not the object alone, but likewise the character, | 
mood and intentions of the person who is representing it. In / 
poetiy it is practicable to preserve the diction uncorrupted by the ^ 
aff^thtions and misappropriations, which promiscuous author- 
ship, and reading not promiscuous only because it is dispropor- 
tionally most conversant with the compositions of the day, ha ve 
rendered general. Tet even to the poet, composing in Ids own 
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province, it is an arduous work : and as the result and plMge of a 
watchful good sense, of fine and luminous distinctionT'and of 
complete self-possession, may justly claim all the honour which 
belongs to an attainment equally difficult and valuable, and 
niore valuable for being rare. It is at all times the proper food 
of the understanding; but in an age of corrupt eloquence it ia 
both food and tmtidote. 

In prose I doubt whether it be even possible to preserve oui 
style wholly unalloyed by the vicious phraseology which meets us 
everywhere, from the sermon to the newspaper, from the harangue 
of the legislator to the speech from the convivial chair, announcing 
a toast or sentiment. Our chains rattle, even while we are com- 
plaining of them. The poems of Boetius rise high in our estima- 
tion when we compare them with those of his contemporaries, as 
Sidonius ApoUinaris, &c. They might even be referred to a purer 
age, but that the prose in which they are set, as jewels in a crown 
of lead or fron, betrays the true age of the writer. Much how- 
ever may be effected by education. I believe not only from^ 
grounds of reason, but from having in great measure assured \ 
myself of the fact by actual though limited experience, that to a I 
youth led from his first boyhood to investigate the meaning of j 
every word and the reason of its choice and position, logic pre-. / 
scnts itself as an old acquaintance under new names. 

On some future occasion, more especially demanding such dis- 
1 quisition, I shall attempt to prove the close connection between 
j veracity and habits of mental acciiracy ; the beneficial after-effects 
I of verbal precision in the preclusion of fanaticism, which masters 
the feelings more especially by indistinct watch- words; and to 
display the advantages which language alone, at least which 
language with incomparably greater ease and certainty than any 
other means, presents to the instructor of impressing modes of 
intellectual energy so constantly, so imperceptibly, and as it wei’e 
by such elements and atoms, as to secure in due time the forma- 
tion of a second nature. When we reflect, that the cultivation of 
the judgment is a positive command of the moral law, since the 
reason can give the principle alone, and the conscience bears 
witness only to the motive, while the application and effects must 
depend on the judgment ; when we consider, that the greater part 
of our success and comfortin Ufe depends on distinguishing the 
similar from the same, that which is peculiar in each thing from 
that which it has in common with others, so as still to select the 
most probable, instead of the merely possible or positively unfit , 
ve sha hTeajm to value earnestly and with a practice seriousness. 
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a already prepared for us by nature and society, of teacb- 
Ing th e yo ung mind t.o tbinlr well and wiaely bv the same tmre- 
-THBlSber^ process and with the same never forgotten results, as 
those by which it is taught to speak and converse. Now how 
much warmer the interest is, how much more genial the feelings 
of reality and practicability, and thence how much stronger the 
impulses to imitation are, which a contemporary writer, and 
especially a contemporary poet, excites in youth and commencing 
manhood, has been treated of in the earlier pages of these sketches. 
I have only to add, that all the praise which is due to the exertion 
dF such influence for a purpose so important, joined with that 
which must be claimed for the infrequency of the same excellence 
in the same perfection, belongs in full right to Mr. Wordsworth. 
I am far however from deiii^g that we have poets whose general 
style possesses the same excellence, as Mr. Moore, Lord Byron, 
Mr. Bowles, and in all his later and more important works our 
laurel-honouring Laureate. But there are none, in whose works 
I do not appear to myself to find more exceptions than in those 
of Wordsworth. Quotations or specimens would here be wholly 
out of place, and must be left for the critic who doubts and would 
invalidate the justice of this eulogy so applied. 

The seco nd characteristic excellence of Mr. Wordsworth’s works 
is : a correspondent weight and sanity of the thoughts and senti- 
ment, — won, not ^om books, but— from the poet’s own medita- 
tive ob servation. They are fresh, and have the dew upon them. 
Ais muse, at least when in her strength of wing, and when she 
hovers aloft in her proper element, 

“ Hakes audible a linked lay of truth, 

Of truth profound a sweet continuous lay. 

Not learnt, but native, her own natural notes I" 

8. T. C. 

Even throughout his smaller poems there is scarcely one, which 
is not rendered valuable by some just and original reflection. 
'~'”See page 25, vol. ii. (Star Gazers): or the two following 
passages in one of his humblest compositions : 

" 0 Reader I had yon in your mind 
Such stores as sUot thought can bring 
0 gentle Reader I you would find 
A tale in every thing." 



and 



■ I have heard of hearts unkind, kind deeds 
With coldness still returning : 

Alas 1 the gratitude of men 
Has oRcner leU me mourning.’* 

SiMOH lata. 
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Or m a stOl Ugher strain the six beautiful quatrains, page 134 
(The Fountain) : 

•• Thus fares it still Id our decay : 

And yet the wiser mind 

Mourns less for what age takes away 

Than what it leaves behind. 

*' The Blackbird in the summer trees. 

The Lark upon the hill, 

Let loose their carols when they please, 

Are quiet when they will. 

“ With Nature never do they wage 
A foolish strife : they see 
A happy youth, and their old age 
Is beautiful and free I 

“ Bnt we are pressed by heavy laws 
And often, glad no more. 

We wear a face of joy, because 
We have been glad of yore. 

“ If there is one, who need bemoan 
His kindred laid in earth. 

The household hearts that were his own 
It is the man of mirth. 

" My days, my Friend, are almost gtme, 

My life has been approved, 

A^ many love me ; but by none 
Am I enough beloved." 

or the Sonnet on Buonaparte, page 202, vol. ii. ; or finally (for a 
volume would scarce suffice to exhaust the instances), the last 
stanza of the poem on The Withered Celandine, voL ii. p. 212 

“ To be a prodigal’s favourite— then, worse truth, 

A miser's pensioner— behold our lot I 
O man ! that from thy fair and shining youth 
Age might but take the things youth needed not” 

Both in respect of this and of the former excellence, Mr. Words- 
worth strikingly resembles Samuel Daniel, one of the golden 
writers of our golden Elizabethan age, now most causelessly 
neglected : Samuel Daniel, whose diction bears no mark of time, 
no distinction of age, which ha^’wh, and as long as our language 
shall last win be, so far the language of the to-day and for ever, 
I as that it is more intelligible to us, than the transitory fashions 
, of our own particular age. A similar praise is due to his senti- 
/f ments. No frequency of perusal can deprive them of their fresh- 
1 1 ness. For 'ffiough they are brought into the full daylight of every 
1 1 reader’s compreheision, yet are they drawn up from depths which 
few in any age are privileged to visit, into which few in any age 
j have courage or inclination to descend. If Mr. Wordsworth is 
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not e gnaUy with Daniel alike intelligible to all readers of average 
understan(^g in all passages of bis works, the comparative difiEi- 
cnlty does not arise from the greater impn^j of _tbe ore, but 
^ offlrthe Tiature and uses of the metaL, A poem is not necessarily 
obscure, 'Because it does not aim to be popular. It is enough, if a 
work be perspicuous to those for whom it is written, and 

“ Fit audience And, tboogh few.** 

To the “ Ode on the Intimations of Immortality from Becollec- 
tions of early Childhood” the poet might have prefixed the lines 
which Dante addresses to one of his own Canzoni— 

■ Canxooe, i’eredo, che saianno radi 
Color che tua ragione iiitendan bene : 

Tanto lor tel faticoso ed alto.” 

" 0 lyric song, there will be Ibw, think I, 

Who may thy Import understand aright; 

Thou art for titan so arduous and so high t” 

1 

But the ode was intended for such readers only as had been 
accustomed to watch the flux and reflux of their inmost nature, 
to venture at times into the twilight realms of consciousness, and 
♦(> feel a deep interest in modes of inmost being, to which they 
know that the attributes of time and space are inapplicable and 
alien, but which yet cannot be conveyed, save in symbols of time 
and space. For suc h readers the sense is sufficiently plain, and 
they win be as little ^posed to charge Mr. WdidSWbfth with 
believing the platonic pre-existence in the ordinary interpretation 
of the words, as I am to believe, that Plato himself ever meant or 
taught it ; 

HoAXa vw* «yicM 
■ i»o t «lwe<a 

cKTt <f>ap4Tfia/s 
#ttfyorra <rvvrroiO‘i»^ if 
Ak TO irov ipfAJfveiav 
Xari^ci. o iroA* 

Aa^poi 

IIa-yyX«>o’<rt^ Kofxjjctf Sx 
*Axpovra yapveroy 

Third (and wherein he soars far above Daniel) the sinewy 
Btreiyfth and originality of single l ines and paragraphs : the fre- 
^ATif. hi diction, of which I need not here 

give specimens, having anticipated" them in a preceding page. 
This beauty, and as eminently characteristic of Wordsworth’s 
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poetiy, his rudest assailants have felt themselvee oompdled to 
acknowledge and a dmir e. 

Fourth ; ^e perfect truth of nature in his images and desmp- 
UdMas taken immediately from natirre, and proving a long and 
gem^ intimacy with the very spirit which “gives the physiognomic 
expression to ^ the works of nature:' Like a green fiedd reflected 
“in a calm and perfectly transparent lake, the image is distin* 
guished from the reality only by its greater softness and lustre, j 
Like the moisture or the polish on a pebble, genius neither dis- ^ 
torts nor false-colours its objects ; but on the contrary brings out \ 
many a vein and many a tint, which escape the eye of common I 
observation, thus raising to the rank of gems what had been often I 
kicked away by the hurrying foot of the traveller on the dusty ' 
highroad of custom. 

Let me refer to the whole description of skating, voL i., page 42 
to 47 (Influence of Natural Objects), especially to the lin^ 

So throu^ the darkness and the cold we flew. 

And not a voice was Idle : with the din 
Meanwhile the precipices rang alond ; 

The leafless trees and every icy crag 
Tinkied like iron ; while the distant hills 
Into the tuninlt sent an alien sound 
Of melancholy, not nnnotloed, while the stars 
Eastward were sparkling ciear, and in the west 
The orange sky of evening died away." 

Or to the poem on ^e Gr^n Linnet, voL i. p. 244. 
be more accurate yet more lovely than the two 
stanzas P 

** Upon yon tnft of hazel trees, 

That twinkle to the gusty breeze, 

Behold him perched in ecstaciea, 

Yet seeming still to hover. 

There I where the flutter of his wings 
Upon his back and body flings 
Shadows and sunny glimmeringa 
That cover him all over. 

While thus before my eyes he gleams, 

A brother of the leaves be seems : 

When in a moment forth be teems 
His little song in gushes : 

As if it pleased him to disdain 
And mock the form which be did feign. 

While be was dancing with the train 
Of leaves among the bushes.” 

Or tbe description of the blue-cap, and of the noontide silence, 
p. 284 ;• or the poem to The Cuckoo, p. 299 ; or, lastly, though ] 

* In the poem called " Tbe Kitten and the Falling Leaves.* 



What can 
concluding 
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might multiply the references to ten times the number, to the 
poem BO completely Wordsworth’s commencing 

" Three ^rt ahe grew In son sod iihower.*' 

Fifth : a m ^tetivg pathos, a union of deep aj^ erabtie thought 
wfffnBhsibility ; a sympathy mib man as man; the empathy 
indeed of a contemplator, rather than a fellow.sufferer or co-mate 
(spectator, haud paHicepa), but of a contemplator, .from whose 
view no difference of rank conceals the sameness of the nature; 
no injuries of wind or . weather, of toil, or even of ignorance, 
l^blly disguise the human face divine. The superscription affd 
~tlie image of the Creator still remain legible to him under the 
dark lines, with which guilt or calamity had cancelled or cross- 
barred it. Here the man and the poet lose and find themselves in 
each other, the one as glorified, the latter as substantiated. In 
this mild and philosophic pathos, Wordsworth appears to me 
mthout a compeer. Such he ia ; so he writea. See vol. L page 
154 to 136, “ ’Tie said that some have died for love,” or that most 

affecting composition, the “ Afflictio n of Margaret of ,” 

page 165 to 168, which no mother, and i# I may judge by my own 
experience, no parent can read without a tear. Or timi to that 
genuine lyric, in the former edition, entitled, the “ Mad Mother,” 
page 174 to 178, of which I cannot refrain from quoting two of 
the stanzas, both of them for their pathos, and the former for the 
fine transition in the two concluding lines of the stanza, so expres- 
sive of that deranged state, in which from the increased sensibility 
the sufferer’s attention is abruptly drawn off by every trifle, and 
in the same instant plucked back again by the one despotic 
thought, and bringing home with it, by the blending, fusing 
power of Imagination and Passion, the alien object to which it 
had been so abruptly diverted, no longer an alien but an ally and 
an inmate. 

" Sock, little babe, oh suck again i 
It cools my blood, it cools my br^ ; 

Thy lips, 1 feel them, baby I they 
Draw fh>m my heart the pain away, 

• Ob ! press me with thy little band ; 

It loosens something at my chest ; 

About that tight and deadly bond 
1 feel tby little fingers prest. 

The braexA 1 see ia in the tree I 
It comes to cool my babe and me. 

Thy father cares not for my breast, 

’Tis thine, sweet baby, there to rest, 

’’ris all thine own !— and, if its hue 
Be changed, that was so fair to view. 
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Ti^ fair enough for thee, my dove I 
My beauty, little child, is flown. 

But thou wilt live with me in love. 

And what if my poor cheek be brown 
TIs well for me, thou canst not see 
How pule and wan it eUe would be.” 

^jOj^^and pre-eminently, I challenge for thia poe t the gift 
Imagination in the highcat and strictest sense of thejj^^ In 
the~ptay'iSf' fancy, Wordsworth, to my feelings, is not always 
graceful, and sometimes recondite. The Uheness is occasionally 
too strange, or demands too peculiar a jioint of view, or is such 
as appears the creature of predetermined research, rather than 
spontaneous presentation. I n deed his fancy seldom displays 
itself as mere and unmodified fancy. But in imaginative po wer^ 
he stands nearest of all modem writers to Shakespeare and 
■Milton ; and yet in a kind perfectly unhorrowed and his own. To 
employ his own words, which are at once an instance and an 
illustration, he does indeed to all thoughts and to all objects — 

“ add the gleam. 

The light that never was on aea or land. 

The consecration, and the poet's dream.” 

EUffiae Starua* on a Picture of PeeU OaUU. 

I shall select a few examples as most obviously manifesting this 
faculty ; but if I should ever be fortunate enough to render my 
analysis of imagination, its origin and characters, thoroughly 
intelligible to the reader, he will scarcely open on a page of this 
poet’s works without recognizing, more or less, the presence and 
the influences of this faculty. 

From the i>oem on the Tew Trees, voL i. pages 303, 304; 

” But worthier still of note 
Are those fraternal four of Borrowdale, 

Joined in one solemn and capacious grove ; 

Huge trunks I — and each particular trunk a growth 
Of intertwisted fibres serpentine 
Up-coiling, and inveterately convolved, — 

Not uninformed with phantasy, and looks 
That threaten the profane a pillared shade, 

Upon whose grassless floor of red-brown hue. 

By sbeddings from the pinol umbrage tinged 
Perennially— beneath whose sable roof 
Of boughs, as if for festal purpose decked 
With unrejoiclug berries, ghostly shapes 
May meet at noontide — Fear and trembling Hope, 

Silence and Foresight — Death, the skeleton. 

And Time, the shadow— there to oelebraks 
As in a natural temple scattered o’er 
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With altars uodistarbed of moesf skKW, 

United worship ; or in mute repnae 
To lie. and listen to the niounlain flood 
Harmuring from QUnamara’s inmost caves.” 

The effect of the old man’s figure in the poem of Resolution 
and Independence, vol. ii page 33 ; 



" While he was talking thus, the lonely place. 

The old man's shape, and speech, all troubled me : 

In my mind's eye 1 seemed to see him pace 
About the weary moors continually. 

Wandering about alone and silently.'' 

Or the 8th, 9th, 19th, 26th, 31st, and 33rd, in the collection of 
Miscellaneous Sonnets — the Sonnet on the subjugation of Swit- 
zerland, page 210, or the last ode, from which I especially select 
the two following stanzas or paragraphs, page 349 to 350. (On 
the Intimations of Immortality from Recollections of early Child- 
hood.) 

“ Our birth is but a sleep and a forgetting ; 

The soul that rises with us, our life's star 
Hath had elsewhere its setting. 

And cometh ft-om afar. 

Not in entire forgetitilness. 

And not in utter rutkedness. 

But trailing clouds oi glory do we come 
From God who is our home : 

Heaven lies about us in our infancy ! 

Shades of the prison-house begin to close 

Upon the growing boy ; , 

But he beholds the light, and whetKe it flows. 

He sees it in his Joy I 

The youth who daily further from the cast 
Must travel, still is nature's priest. 

And by the vision splendid 
Is oil his way attended ; 

At length the man perceives It die away. 

And fade into the light of common day.” 

And page 352 to 354 of the same ode : 

* 0 Joy that in our embers 
Is something that doth live. 

That nature yet remembers 
What was so fugitive I 

The thought of our past years In me doth breed 

Perpetual benedictions: not indeed 

For that wbi^h is most worthy to be blest; 

Delight and liberty, the simple creed 
Of childhood, whether busy or at rest. 

With new-fledged hope still fluttering in his breast >• 

Not for these 1 raise 

The song of thanks and praise ; 
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Bat (br tboe* obstinate (fiiesUoulngs 
Of sense and outward things. 

Fallings from us, vanishlngs ; 

Biank misgivings of a creature 
Moving about in worlds not realised, 

High instincts, before which our mortal natons 
Did tremble like a guilty thing surprised I 
But for those Srst iJTections, 

Those shadowy recollections. 

Which, be they what they may. 

Are yet the fountain light of all our day. 

Are yet a master light of all our seeing ; 

Uphold us — cherish— and have power to matt* 

Our noisy years seem moments in the being 
Of the eternal sllenoe ; truths that wake 
To perish never : 

Which neither listlessness, nor mad endeavour. 

Nor man nor boy. 

Nor all that is at enmity with Joy 
Can utterly abolish or destroy ! 

Hence, in a season of calm weather, 

Though inland far we be. 

Our souls have sight of that immortal sea 
Which brought ns hither. 

Can in a moment travel thither— 

And see the children sport upon the shore. 

And bear the mighty waters rolling evermore.” 

And since it would be unfair to conclude with an extract, which 
though highly characteristic, must yet from the nature of the 
thoughts and the subjects be interesting, or perhaps intelligible, 
to but a limited number of readers ; I will add from the poet’s last 
published work a passage equally Wordsworthian; of ^e beauty 
of which, and of the imaginative power displayed therein, there 
can be but one opinion, and one feeling (See The White Do^ 
lageS): 

“ Fast the chnrth-yard fills ; — anon 
Look again and they are gone ; 

The cluster round the porch, uid the folk 
Who sate in the shade of the prior's oak I 
And scarcely have they disappeared 
Ere the prelnsive hymn is bnrd : 

With one consent the people rejoice. 

Filling the ebnreh with a IciUy voice I ’ 

They sing a service which they feel 
For 'tis the sun-rise of their zeal 
And fhiih and hope are in their prime 
In great Eliza's golden Ume. 

■* A moment ends the fervent din 
And all is bushed without and within; 

For though the priest more tranqulily 
Bedtes the holy liturgy. 

The only voice which yon can bear 
la the river murmuring near. 
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When aoR !— the dusky trees between 
And down the path througli the open green. 

Where Is no living thing to be seen ; 

And through yon gateway, where is found. 

Beneath the arch with ivy bound. 

Free entrance to the church-yard ground ; 

And right across the verdant sod 
Towards the very house of God ; 

Comes gilding in with lovely glc&m. 

Comes gliding in serene and slow, 

SoR and silent as a dream, 

A solitary d()e! 

White she is os lily of June, 

And beauteous as the silver moon 
When out of sight the clouds are driven 
And she Is leR alone in heaven I 
Or like a ship some gentle day 
In sunshine sailing far away— 

A glittering ship that hath the plain 
Of ocean for her own domain. 

***** 

What harmonious pensive changes 
Walt upon her as she ranges 
Bound and round this pile of state 
Overthrown and desolate ! 

Now a step or two her way 
Is through space of open day, 

Where & enamoured sunny light 
Brightens her that was so b^ht: 

Now doth a delicate shadow fall, 

Falls npon her like a breath 
From some luRy arch or wall. 

As she passes undenteath.” 

The following analogy will, I am apprehensiye, appear diiin and 
fantastic, but in reading Bartram’s Travels I could not help 
transcribing the following lines as a sort of allegory, or con- 
nected simile and metaphor of Wordsworth’s intellect and genius. 
** The soil is a deep, rich, dark mould, on a deep stratum of tena* 
ciouB clay ; and that on a foundation of rocks, which often break 
through both strata, lifting their backs above the surface. The 
trees which chiefly grow here are the gigantic black oak; 
magnolia grandiflora; fraximus excelsior; platane; and a few 
stately tulip trees.” What Mr. Wordsworth will produce, it is 
not for mo to prophesy : but I could pronounce with the liveliest 
convictions what he is capable of producing. It is the Fibst 
Ge^[Pinb Philosophic Poem. " " " ' ' 

■^e preceding criiiicism w3rhiot, I am aware, avail to overcome 
tho prejudices of those who have made it a busmess to attack' and 
ridicule Mr. Wordsworth’s compositions. 

Truth and prudence might be imaged as concentric circles. 
The poet may perhaps have passed beyond the latter, but he has 
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confined himself far within the bounds of the former, in dcsigna* 
ting these critics, as too petulant to be passive to a genuine poet, 
and too feeble to grapple with him ; — “ men of palsied imagina- 
tions, in whose minds all healthy action is languid ; — ^who there- 
fore, feel as the many direct them, or with th» many are greedy 
after vicious provocatives.” 

Let not Mr. Wordsworth be charged with having expressed 
himself too indignantly, till the wantonness and the systematic 
and malignant perseverance of the aggressions have been taken 
into fair consideration. I myself heard the commander-in-chief 
of this unmanly warfare make a boast of his private admiration 
of Wordsworth’s genius. I have heard him declare, that whoever 
came into his room would probably find the Lyrical Ballads lying 
open on his table, and that (speaking exclusively of those written 
by Mr. Wordsworth himself) he could nearly repeat the whole of 
them by heart. But a Review, in order to be a saleable article, 
must be personal, sharp, and pointed : and, since then, the poet 
has made himself, and with himself all who were, or were sup- 
posed to be, his friends and admirers, the object of the critic’s 
revenge — how ? by having spoken of a work so conducted in the 
terms which it deserved ! I once heard a clergyman in boots and 
buckskin avow, that he would cheat his own father in a horse. A 
moral system of a similar nature seems to have been adopted by too 
many anonymous critics. As we used to say at school, in review- 
ing they make believe being rogues : and he who complains is to 
be laughed at for his ignorance of the game. With the pen out 
of their hand they are honourable men. They exert indeed power 
(which is to that of the injured party who should attempt to 
expose their glaring perversions and mis-statements, as twenty to 
one) to write down, and (where the author’s circumstances 
permit) to impoverish the man, whose learning and genius they 
themselves in private have repeatedly admitted. They knowingly 
strive to make it impossible for the man even to publish * any 
future work without exposing himself to all the wretchedness of 
debt and embarrassment. But this is all in their vocation : and 
bating what they do in their vocation, “ who can say that black is 
the white of their eye ?” 

So much for the detractors from Wordsworth’s merits. On the 
other hand, much as 1 might wish for their fuller sympathy, I 

• Not many months ago an eminent book- of his If any one would give it me ; for be ii 

•eller was asked u hat be thought of i spoken but slightly of. or not at all. In tha 

The answer was: “ 1 have heard his powers (quarterly Keview ; and the Kdinborgh, yoM 
very highly spoken of by some of our first- know, is deeided to cut him up !" 
rate men; but 1 would not have a work 
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dare not flatter myself, that the freedom with which I have de- 
clared my opinions concerning both his theory and his defects, 
most of which are more or less connected with his theory either 
as cause or efTect, will be satisfactory or pleasing to all the poet’s 
admirers and advocates. More indiscriminate than mine their ad- 
miration may be : deeper and more sincere it cannot he. But I 
have advanc^ no opinion either for praise or censure, other than 
as texts introductory to the reasons which compel me to form it. 
Above all, I was fully convinced that such a criticism was not 
only wanted ; but that, if executed with adequate ability, it must 
conduce in no mean degree to Mr. Wordsworth’s reputation. His 
fame belongs to another age, and can neither be accelerated nor 
retai'ded. How small the proporifton of the defects are to the 
beauties, I have repeatedly declared ; and that no one of them 
originates in deficiency of poetic genius. Had they been more 
and greater, I should still, as a friend to his literary character in 
the present age, consider an analytic display of them as pure 
gain; if only it removed, as surely to all reflecting minds even the 
foregoing analysis must have removed, the strange mistahe so 
slightly grounded, yet so widely and industriously propagated, of 
Mr. Wordsworth’s turn for simplicity ! I am not half as much 
irritated by hearing his enemies abuse him for vulgarity of style, 
subject, and conception, as I am disgusted with the gilded side of 
the same meaning, as displayed by some affected admirers with 
whom he is, forsooth, “ a sweet, simple poet!” and so natural, that 
little master Charles, and his younger sister, are so charmed with 
them, that they play at Groody Blake, or at Johnny and Betty Poy ! 

Were the collection of poems published with these biographical 
sketches, important enough (which I am not vain enough to 
believe) to deserve such a distinction: even as I have done, so 
would I be done unto. 

For more than eighteen months have the volume of Poems, 
entitled Sibylline Leaves, and the present volumes up to this 
page, been printed and ready for publication. But ere I speak of 
myself in the tones, which are alone natural to me under the cir- 
cumstances of late years, I would fain present myself to the 
reader as I was in the first dawn of my literary life : 

“ When hope grew nound me, like the climbing vine, 

And fruits, and foliage, not my own, seem’d mine I” 

For this purpose I have selected from the letters which I wi’ote 
home from Germany, those which appeared likely to be most in- 
teresting, and at tiw? same time most pertinent to the title of this 
work. 
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LETTER I. 

O N Sunday morning, September 16, 1798, the Hamburg Packet 
set sail fi'om Yaimouth : and I, for the first time in my life, 
beheld my native land retiring from me. At the moment of its 
disappearance — in all the kirks, churches, chapels, and meeting* 
houses, in which the greater munber, I hope, of my countrymen 
were at that time assembled, I will dare question whether there 
was one more ardent prayer offered up to heaven, than that which 
I then preferred for my coimtry. Now then (said 1 to a gentle- 
man who was standing near me) we are out of our country. Not 
yet, not yet ! he replied, and pointed to the sea ; “ This, too, is a 
Briton’s country.” This bon mot gave a fillip to my spirits, I 
rose and looked aroimd on my fellow-passengers, who were all on 
the deck. We were eighteen in number, videlicet, five English- 
men, an English lady, a French gentleman and his servant, an 
Hanoverian and his servant, a Prussian, a Swede, two Danes, and 
a Mulatto boy, a German tailor and his wife (the smallest couple 
I ever beheld) and a Jew. We were all on the deck ; but in a 
short time I observed marks of dismay. The lady retii-ed to the 
cabin in some confusion, and many of the faces round me assumed 
a very doleful and frog-coloured appearance ; and within an hour 
the number of those on deck was lessened by one half. I was 
giddy, but not sick, and the giddiness soon went away, but left a 
feverishness and want of appetite, which I attributed, in great 
measure, to the sceva Mephitis of the bilge-water ; and it was cer- 
tainly not decreased by the exportations from the cabin. How- 
ever, I was well enough to join the able-bodied passengers, one of 
whom observed not inaptly, that Momus might have discovered an 
easier way to see a man’s inside, than by placing a window in his 
breast. He needed only have taken a salt-water trip in a packet- 
boat. 

I am inclined to believe that a packet is far superior to a stage- 
coach, as a means of making men open out to each other. In the 
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latter the uniformity of postiire disposes to dozing, and the defi- 
nitiveness of the period at which the company will separate, makes 
each individmd think more of those to whom he is going, than 
of those with whom he is going. But at sea, more curiosity is 
excited, if only on this accoimt, that the pleasant or unpleasant 
qualities of your companions are of greater importance to you, 
&om the uncertainty how long you may be obliged to house with 
them. Besides, if you are countrymen, that now begins to form 
a distinction and a bond of brotherhood; and if of different 
countries, thei’e are new incitements of conversation, more to ask 
and more to communicate. 1 found that I had interested the 
Danes in no common degree. I had crept into the boat on the 
deck and fallen asleep ; but was awaked by one of them about 
three o’clock in the afternoon, who told me that they had been 
seeking me in every hole and comer, and insisted that I should 
join their party and drink with them. He talked English with 
such fluency, as left me wholly unable to account for the singular 
and even ludicrous incorrectness with which he spoke it. I went, 
and found some excellent wines and a dessert of grapes with a 
pine apple. The Danes had christened me Doctor Teology, and 
dressed as I was all in black, with large shoes and black worsted 
stockings, I might certainly have passed very well for a 
Methodist missionary. However I disclaimed my title. What 
then may you be P A man of fortune ? Ho ! — A merchant ? No ! 
— A. merchant’s traveller P No! — A clerk P No I — Un PhUosophe, 
perhaps P It was at that time in my life, in which of all possible 
names and characters I had the greatest disgust to that of im 
Philosophe. But I was weary of being questioned, and rather 
than be nothing, or at best only the abstract idea of a man, 1 
submitted by a bow, even to the aspersion implied in the word un 
PhUosophe. The Dane then informed me, that all in the present 
party were philosophers likewise. Certes we were not of the 
stoic school. For we drank and talked and sung, till we talked 
and sung all together ; and then we rose and danced on the deck 
a set of dances, which in one sense of the word at least, were very 
intelligibly and appropriately entitled reels. The passengers who 
lay in the cabin below in all the agonies of sea-sickness, must 
have found our bacchanalian merriment 

«a tnne 

Barsh and of dissonant mood from their complaint.’’ 

I thought SO at the time ; and (by way, I suppose, of supporting 
my newly assumed philosophical character) I thought, too, how 
closely the greater number of our virtues are connected with the 
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fear of death, and how little sympathy we bestow on pain, where 
there is no danger. 

The two Danes were brothers. The one was a man with a clear 
white complexion, white hair, and white eyebrows, looked silly, 
and nothing that he uttered gave the lie to his looks. The other, 
whom, by way of eminence I have called the Dane, had likewise 
white hair, but was much shorter than his brother, with slender 
limbs, and a very thin face slightly pock-fretten. This man con- 
vinced me of the justice of an old remark, that many a faithful 
portrait in our novels and farces has been rashly censured for an 
outrageous caricature, or perhaps nonentity, I had retired to my 
station in the boat — ^he came and seated himself by my side, and 
appeared not a little tipsy. He commenced the conversation in 
the most magnific style, and as a sort of pioneering to his own 
vanity, he flattered me with such grossness ! The parasites of the 
old comedy were modest in the comparison. His language and 
accentuation were so exceedingly singular, that I determined, for 
once in my life to take notes of a conversation. Here it follows, 
somewhat abridged indeed, but in all other respects as accurately 
as my memory permitted. 

The Dane. Yat imagination ! vat language! vat vast science! 
and vat eyes ! vat a milk-wite forehead ! — O my heafen ! vy, 
you’re a Got ! 

Answeb, You do me too much honour, sir. 

The Dane. O me ! if you should dink I is flattering you !— 
No, no, no ! I haf ten tousand a year — ^yes, ten tousand a year — 
yes, ten tousand pound a year ! Yell — and vat is dhat P a mere 
trifle ! I ’ouldn’t gif my sincere heart for ten times dhe money. 
— Yes, you’re a Got ! I a mere man ! But, my dear friend ! dhink 
of me, as a man ! Is, is — I mean to ask you now, my dear friend 
— is I not very eloquent P Is I not speak English very fine P 

Answeb. Most admirably ! Believe me, sir ! I have seldom 
heard even a native talk bo fitiently. 

The Dane. (Sqwezing my hand with great vehemence.) My 
dear friend ! vat an affection and fidelity ve have for each odher 1 
But tell me, do tell me, — Is I not, now and den, speak some fault P 
Is I not in some wrong P 

Answeb. Why, sii’! perhaps it might be observed by nice 
critics in the English language, that you occasionally use the word 
“ Is ” instead of “ am.” In our best companies we generally say 
I am, and not I is or I’se. Excuse me, sir ! it is a mere trifle. 

The Dane. O ! — is, is, am, am, am. Yes, yes — I know, I know. 

Answeb. I am, thou art, he is, we are, ye are, they are. 
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The Dane. Yes, yes — I know, I know — ^Am, am, am, is dlio 
presens, and Is is dhe perfectum — yes, yea — and are is dhe plus- 
qnam perfectnm. 

Answeb. And “ art," sir ! is— • 

The Dane. My dear friend! it is dhe plnsqnam perfectnm, 
no, no — dhat is a great lie. “ Are ” is dhe plosquam perfectum — 
and “ art ” is dhe plnsqnam plneperfectum — f^hen twinging my 
hand to and fro, and cocking kit little bright hazle eyee at me, that 
danced with vanity and wine) — ^yon see, my dear friend ! that I too 
hare tome lehming. 

Answeb. Learning, sir P Who dares suspect it P Who can 
listen to you for a minute, who can even look at you, without per- 
ceiving the extent of it P 

The Dane. My dear friend! — (then with a wovld-be humble 
look, and in a tone of voice at if he was reatoning), I could 
not talk so of presens and imperfectum, and futumm and plus- 
quam plueperfectum, and all dhat, my dear friend ! without tome 
lehming P 

Answeb. Sir ! a man like yon cannot talk on any subject with- 
out discovering the depth of his information. 

The Dane. Dhe grammatic Greek, my friend! ha! ha! ha! 
(laughing, and twinging my hand to and fro — then with a eudden 
transition to great tolemnity), now I will tell yon, my dear friend ! 
Dhcre did happen about me vat de whole historia of Denmark 
record no instance about nobody else. Dhe bishop did ask me 
all dhe questions about all dhe religion in dhe Latin grammar. 

Answeb. The grammar, sir P The language, I presume 

The Dane. (A little offended.) Grammar is language, and 
language is grammar 

Answeb. Ten thousand pardons ! 

The Dane. Veil, and I was only fourteen years 

Answeb. Only fourteen years old P 

The Dane. No more. I vas fovirteen years old — and he asked 
me all questions, religion and philosophy, and all in dhe Latin 
language — and I answered him all every one, my dear friend ! all 
in dhe Latin language. 

Answeb. A prodigy ! an absolute prodigy ! 

The Dane. No, no, no! he was a bishop, a great superin- 
tendant. 

Answeb. Yes! a bishop. 

The Dane. A bishop — not a mere predicant, not a prediger— 

Answeb. Mydeareir! we have misunderstood each other. 1 
Hiid that your answering in Latin at so eai'ly an age was a 

u 
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prodigy, that is a thing that is wonderful, that does not often 
happen. 

The Dane. Often ! Dhere is not von instance record»vd in 
dhe whole historia of Denmai'k. 

Answer. And since then, sir ? 

The Dane. I was sent ofer to dhe Vest Indies — to our island, 
and dhere I had no more to do vid books. No 1 no ! I put my 
genius anodher way — and I haf made ten tousand pound a yeai*. 
la not dhat ghenius, my dear friend ! — But vat is money ! I dhink 
the poorest man alive my equal. Yes, my dear friend! my little 
fortune is pleasant to my generous heart, because I can do good — 
no man with so little a fortune ever did so much generosity — no 
person, no man person, no woman pez'son, ever denies it. But we 
are all Got’s children. 

Hez’c the Hanoverian interrupted him, and the other Dane, the 
Swede, and the Prussian, joined us, together with a young English- 
man who spoke the German fluently, and interpreted to me many 
of the Prussian’s jokes. The Prussian was a travelling merchant, 
turned of threescore, a hale man, tall, strong, and stout, full of 
stories, gesticulations, and bufi'oonei’y, with the soul as well as the 
look of a mountebank, who, while he is making you laugh, picks 
your pocket. Amid all his droll looks and droll gestures, there 
remained one look untouched by laughter ; and that one look was 
the time face, the others were but its mask. The Hanoverian was 
a pale, fat, bloated young man, whose father had made a large 
fortune in London, as an army-contractor. He seemed to emulate 
the manners of young Englishmen of fortune. He was a good- 
natured fellow, not without information or literature ,- but a most 
egregious coxcomb. He had been in the habit of attending the 
House of Commons, and had once spoken, as he informed me, 
with great applause in a debating society. For this he appeared to 
have qualified himself with laudable industry : for he was perfect 
in “Walker’s Pronouncing Dictionary,” and with an accent 
which forcibly reminded me of the Scotchman in “ Roderfc 
Random,” who professed to teach the English pronunciation, he 
was constantly defen'ing to my superior judgment, whether or 
no I had pronounced this or that word with propidety, or “ the 
true delicacy.” When he spoke, though it were only half a dozen 
sentences, he always rose; for which I could detect no other 
motive, than his partiality to that elegant phrase so libei-ally 
introduced in the orations of our British legislators, “ While I am 
on my legs.” The Swede, whom for reasons that will soon 
ap^Mjar, I s'-iiill distinguish by the name of “ Nobility,” was a 
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•trong-featured, scurvy-faced man, liis complexion resembling, in 
colour, a red-bot poker beginning to cool. He appeared miserably 
dependent on the Dane ; but was however incomparably the best 
informed and most rational of the party. Indeed his mannera 
and conversation discovered him to be both a man of the world 
and a gentleman. The Jew was in the hold : the French gentle- 
man was lying on the deck so ill that I could observe nothing 
concerning him, except the alfectionate attentions of his servant 
to him. The poor fellow was veiy sick himself, and every now and 
then I'an to the side of the vessel, still keeping his eye on his master, 
but returned in a moment and seated himself again by him, now 
supporting his head, now wiping his forehead and talking to him 
all the while in the most soothing tones. There had been a 
matrimonial squabble of a very ludicrous kind in the cabin, 
between the little German tailor and his little wife. He had 
secured two beds, one for himself and one for her. This had 
struck the little woman as a very cniel action ; she insisted upon 
their having but one, and assured the mate in the most piteous 
tones, that she was his lawful wife. The mate and the cabin-boy 
decided in her favour, abused the little man for his want of tender- 
ness with much humour, and hoisted him into the same compart- 
ment with his sea-sick wife. This quai*rel was interesting to me, 
as it procured me a bed, which I otherwise should not have had. 

In the evening, at 7 o’clock, the sea rolled higher, and the Dane, 
by means of the greater agitation, eliminated enough of what he 
had been swallowing to make room for a great deal more. His 
favourite potation was sugar and bi'andy, i.e., a very little warm 
water with a lai’ge quantity of brandy, sugar, and nutmeg. His 
servant boy, a black-eyed Mulatto, had a good-natured round face, 
exactly the colour of the skin of the walnut-kernel. The Dane 
and I were again seated, tete-a-tete, in the ship’s boat. The con- 
versation, which was now indeed rather an oration than a dialogue, 
became extravagant beyond all that I ever heard. He told me 
that he had made a large fortune in the island of Santa Cruz, and 
was now returaing to Denmark to enjoy it. He expatiated on 
the style in which he meant to live, and the great undertakings 
which he proposed to himself to commence, till the brandy aiding 
his vanity, and his vanity and gan-ulity aiding the brandy, he 
talked like a madman — entreated me to accompany him to Den- 
mark — there I should see his influence with the government, and 
bo would introduce me to the king, &c. &c. Thus he went on 
dreaming aloud, and then passing with a vei*y lyrical transition 
to the subject of general politics, he declaimed, like a member of 
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the Corresponding Society, abovi (not concerning^ the Rights of 
Man, and assured me that notwithstanding his fortune, he thought 
the poorest man alive his equal. — All are equal, my dear friend ! 
all are equal! Ve are all Grot’s children. The poorest man hal 
the same rights with me. Jack I Jack ! some more sugar and 
brandy. Dhere is dhat fellow now ! He is a Mulatto — ^but he is 
my equal. — That’s right. Jack! {taking the sugar and brandy.) 
Here, you sir ! shake hands with dhis gentleman ! Shake hands 
with me, you dog ! Dhere, dhere ! — We are all equal, my dea* 

fi'iend ! Do I not speak like Socrates, and Plato, and Cato— 

they were all philosophers, my dear phUosophe ! all very great 
men ! — and so was Homer and Virgil — but they were poets, yes> 
yes ! I know all about it ! — But what can anybody say more 
than this ? we are all equal, all Got’s children. I haf ten tousand 
a year, but I am no more dhan the meanest man alive. I haf no 
pride ; and yet, my dear friend ! I can say, do ! and it is done. 
Ha ! ha ! ha ! my dear friend ! Now dhere is dhat gentleman 
(pointing to “ Nobility ”) he is a Swedish baron — you shall see. 
Ho ! {calling to the Swede), get me, will you, a bottle of wine from 
the cabin. 

Swede. Here, Jack ! go and get your master a bottle of wine 
from the cabin. 

Dane. No, no, no! do you go now — you go yourself — you go 
now ! 

Swede. Pah ! 

Dane. Now go ! Go, I pray you. And the Swede went ! 1 

After this the Dane commenced an harangue on religion, and 
mistaking me for un phUosophe in the continental sense of the word, 
he talked of Deity in a declamatory style, very much resembling 
the devotional rants of that rude blunderer, Mr. Thomas Paine, in 
his Age of Reason, and whispered in my ear, what damned hypo- 
crism all Jesus Christ’s business was. I dare aver, that few men 
have less reason to charge themselves with indulging in persiflage 
than myself. I should hate it, if it were only that it is a French* 
man’s vice, and feel a pride in avoiding it because our own lan- 
guage is too honest to have a word to express it by. But in this 
instance the temptation had been too powerful, and I have placed 
it on the list of my offences. Pericles answered one of his dearest 
friends, who had solicited him on a case of life and death to take 
an equivocal oath for his preservation : Debeo amicis opitulari, sed 
usque ad Deos.* Friendship herself must place her last and boldest 
itep on this side the altar. What Pericles would not do to save a 

• Tt-anikUion. It behoves me to side with my friends bat only os far as the gods. 
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friend’s life, you jiay assured I would not hazard merely to miU 
the chocolate-pot of a drunken fool’s vanity till it frothed over. 
Assuming a serious look, I professed myself a believer, and sunk 
at once a hundred fathoms in his good graces. He retired to his 
cabin, and I wrapped myself up in my gi'eat coat, and looked at 
the water. A beautiful white cloud of foam at momently inter- 
vals coursed by the side of the vessel with a roar, and little stars 
of flame danced and sparkled and went out in it : and every now 
and then light detachments of this white cloud-like foam darted 
off from the vessel’s side, each with its own small constellation, 
over the sea, and scoured out of sight like a Tartar troop over a 
wilderness. 

It was cold, the cabin was at open war with my olfactories, and 
I found reason to rqoice in my great coat, a weighty, high-caped, 
respectable rug, the collar of which turned over, and played the 
part of a night-cap very passably. In looking up at two or three 
bright stars, which oscillated with the motion of the sails, I fell 
asleep, hut was awakened at one o’clock, Monday morning, by a 
shower of rain. I found myself compelled to go down into the 
cabin, where I slept very soundly, and awoke with a very good 
appetite at breakfast time, my nostrils, the most placable of all 
the senses, reconciled to or indeed insensible of the mephitis. 

Monday, September 17th, I had a long conversation with the 
Swede, who spoke with the most poignant contempt of the Dane, 
whom he described as a fool, purse-mad; but he confirmed the 
boasts of the Dane respecting the largeness of his fortune, which 
he had acquired in the first instance as an advocate, and afterwards 
as a planter. From the Dane and from himself I collected that 
he was indeed a Swedish nobleman, who had squandered a fortune, 
that was never very large, and had made over his property to the 
Dane, on whom he was now utterly dependent. He seemed to 
sufi’er very little pain from the Dane’s insolence. He was in a high 
degree humane and attentive to the English lady, who suffered 
most fearfully, and for whom he performed many little oflBces with 
a tenderness and delicacy which seemed to prove real goodness of 
heart. Indeed, his general manners and conversation were not 
only pleasing, but even interesting ; and I struggled to believe his 
insensibility respecting the Dane philosophical fortitude. For 
though the Dane was now quite sober, his character oozed out of 
him at every pore. And after dinner, when he was again flushed 
with wine, every quarter of an hour or perhaps oftener he would 
shout out to the Swede, “ Ho I Nobility, go — do such a thing 1 
Mr. Nobility ! — ^tell the gentlemen such a story, and so forth,” 
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witli an insolence wliich must have excited disgust and detestatiotj, 
if his vulgar rants on the sacred rights of equality, joined to his 
wild havoc of general grammar, no less than of the English lan- 
guage, had not rendered it so irresistibly laughable. 

At four o’clock I observed a wild duck swimming on the waves, a 
single solitaiy wild duck. It is not easy to conceive how interest- 
ing a thing it looked in that round objectless desert of waters. I 
had associated such a feeling of immensity with the ocean, that I 
felt exceedingly disappointed, when I was out of sight of all land, 
at the naiTowness and nearness, as it were, of the circle of the 
horizon. So little are images capable of satisfying the obscure 
feelings connected with words. In the evening the sails were 
lowered, lest we should run foul of the land, which can be seen only 
at a small distance. And at four o’clock, on Tuesday morning, I 
was awakened by the cry of land ! land ! It was an ugly island 
rock at a distance on our left, called Heiligeland, well known to 
many passengers from Yarmouth to Hamburg, who have been 
obliged by stormy weather to pass weeks and weeks in weary cap- 
tivity on it, stripped of all their money by the exorbitant demands 
of the wretches who inhabit it. So at least the sailors informed 
me. About nine o’clock we saw the main land, which seemed 
scarcely able to hold its head above water, low, flat, and dreary, 
with light-houses and land-marks which seemed to give a character 
jind language to the dreariness. We entered the mouth of the 
Elbe, passing Neu-werk; though as yet the right bank only of the 
river was visible to us. On this I saw a chmeh, and thanked God 
for my safe voyage, not without affectionate thoughts of those I 
had left in England. At eleven o’clock on the same morning we 
arrived at Cuxhaven, the ship dropped anchor, and the boat was 
hoisted out to carry the Hanoverian and a few others on shore. 
The captain agreed to take us, who remained, to Hamburg for 
ten guineas, to which the Dane contributed so largely, that the 
other passengers paid but half a guinea each. Accordingly we 
hauled anchor, and passed gently up the river. At Cuxhaven both 
sides of the river may be seen in clear weather ; we could now see 
the right bank only. We passed a multitude of English traders 
that had been waiting many weeks for a wind. In a short time 
both banks became visible, both flat and evidencing the labour of 
human hands by their extreme neatness. On the left bank I saw 
a church or two in the distance ; on the right bank we passed by 
steeple and windmill and cottage, and windmill and single house, 
windmill and windmill, and neat single house, and steeple. These 
wore the objects and in the succession. The shores, werj very 
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green and planted witli trees not ineleeantly. Thirty-five miles 
from Cuxhaven the night came on hr and as the navigation of. 
the Elbe is perilous, we dropped anchor. 

Over what place, thought I, does the moon hang to your eye, my 
dearest friend ? To me it h\mg over the left bank of the Elbe. 
Close above the moon was a huge volume of deep black cloud, 
while a very thin fillet crossed the middle of the orb, as nan-ow 
and thin and black as a ribbon of crape. The long trembling 
road of moonlight, which lay on the water and reached to the stern 
of our vessel, glimmered dimly and obscurely. We saw two or 
three lights from the right bank, probably from bed-rooms. I 
felt the striking contrast between the silence of this majestic 
stream, whose banks are populous with men and women and 
children, and flocks and herds — between the silence by night of 
this peopled river, and the ceaseless noise, and uproar, and loud 
agitations of the desolate solitude of the ocean. The passengers 
below had aU retired to their beds ; and I felt the interest of this 
quiet scene the more deeply from the circiunstance of having just 
quitted them. For the Prussian had during the whole of the 
evening displayed all his talents to captivate the Dane, who had 
admitted him into the train of his dependents. The young English- 
man continued to interpret the Prussian’s jokes to me. They 
were all without exception profane and abominable, but some suffi- 
ciently witty, and a few incidents, which he related in his own 
person, were valuable as illustrating the manners of the countries 
in which they had taken place. 

Five o’clock on Wednesday morning we hauled the anchor, but 
were soon obliged to drop it again in consequence of a thick fog, 
which ovir captain feared would continue the whole day ; but about 
nine it cleared off, and we sailed slowly along, close by the shore 
of a very beautiful island, forty miles from Cuxhaven, the wind 
continuing slack. This holme or island is about a mile and a half 
in length, wedge-shaped, well wooded, with glades of the liveliest 
green, and rendered more interesting by the remarkably neat farm- 
house on it. It seemed made for retirement without solitude — a 
place that would allure one’s friends while it precluded the imper- 
tinent calls of mere visitors. The shores of the Elbe now became 
more beautiful, with rich meadows and trees running like a low 
wall along the river’s edge, and peering over them, neat houses 
and (especially on the right bank) a profusion of steeple-spires, 
white, black, or red. An instinctive taste teaches men to build 
their churches in flat countries with spire-steeples, which as they 
cannot be referred to any other object, point as with silent fingei 







248 



Biographia LUeraria. 

to the sky and stars, and sometimes, when they reflect the brazen 
light of a rich though rainy sun-set, appear like a pyramid of 
flame burning heaven-ward. I remember once, and once only, to 
have seen a spire in a narrow valley of a mountainous country. 
The effect was not only mean but ludicrous, and reminded me 
against my will of an extinguisher ; the close neighbovirhood of 
the high mountain, at the foot of which it stood, had so completely 
dwarfed it, and deprived it of all connection with the sky or clouds. 
Forty-six English miles from Cuxhaven, and sixteen from Ham- 
burg, the Danish village Veder ornaments the left bank with its 
bla^^k steeple, and close by it the wild and pastoral hamlet of 
Schulau. Hitherto both the right and left bank, green to the 
very brink, and level with the river, resembled the shores of a 
park canal The trees and houses were alike low, sometimes the 
low trees overtopping the yet lower houses, sometimes the low 
houses rising above the yet lower trees. But at Schulau the left 
bank rises at once forty or fifty feet, and stares on the river with 
its perpendicular facade of sand, thinly patched with tufts of 
green. The Elbe continued to present a more and more lively 
spectacle from the multitude of fishing boats and the fiocks of sea 
gulls wheeling i*ound them, the clamorous rivals and companions 
of the fishermen; till we came to Blankaness, a most interesting 
village scattered amid scattered trees, over three hills in thi-ee 
divisions. Each of the three hills stares upon the river, with faces 
of bare sand, with which the boats with their bare poles, standing 
in files along the banks, made a sori of fantastic harmony. Between 
each facade lies a green and woody dell, each deeper than the 
other. In shori it is a large village made up of individual cottages, 
each cottage in the centre of its own little wood or orchard, and 
each with its own separate path : a village with a labyrinth of 
paths, or rather a neighbourhood of houses ! It is inhabited by 
fishermen and boat-makers, the Blank%iese boats being in great 
request through the whole navigation of the Elbe. Here first we 
saw the spires of Hamburg, and from hence as far as Altona the 
left bank of the Elbe is uncommonly pleasing, considered as the 
ncinity of an industrious and republican city — in that style of 
beauty, or rather prettiness, that might tempt the citizen into the 
coimtry, and yet gratify the taste which he had acquired in the 
town. Summer-houses and Chinese show-work are everywhere 
scattered along the high and green banks ; the boards of the farm- 
houses left unplastered and gaily painted with green and yellow ; 
and scai'cely a tree not cut into shapes and made to remind the 
human being of his own i>ower and intelligence instead of the 
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wisdom of nature. Still, however, these aa*e links of connection 
between town and country, and far better than the affectation of 
tastes and enjoyments for which men’s habits have disqualified 
tliem. Pass Idiem by on Satm'days and Simdays with the burghers 
of Hamburg smoking their pipes, the women and children feasting 
in the alcoves of box and yew, and it becomes a nature of its own. 
On Wednesday, four o’clock, we left the vessel, and passing with 
ti*ouble thi'ough the huge masses of shipping that seemed to choke 
the wide Elbe from Altona upward, we were at length landed at 
the Boom House, Hamburg. 



LETTER II. (To a Lady.) 

Batzebubo. 

Meine liehe Freundinn. ' 

See how natural the German comes from me, though I have 
not yet been six weeks in the country! — almost as fluently as 
English from my neighbour the Amtsschreiber (or public secre- 
tary) who BO often as we meet, though it should be half a dozen 
times in the same day, never fails to greet me with — “ * * ddam 
your phot unt eyes, my dearest Englander! vhee goes it!” — which is 
certainly a proof of great generosity on his part, these words 
being his whole stock of English, I had, however, a better reason 
than the desire of displaying my proficiency : for I wished to put 
you in good humour with a language, from the acquirement of 
which I have promised myself much edification and the means 
too of communicating a new pleasure to you and your sister, 
during our winter readings. And how can I do this better than 
by pointing out its gallant attention to the ladies P Our English 
affix, ess, is, I believe, confined either to woi’ds derived from the 
Latin, as actress, directress, &c. or from the French, as mistress, 
duchess, and the like. But the Geimian, inn, enables us to desig- 
nate the sex in every possible relation of life. Thus the Amt- 
mann’s lady is the fVau Amtmannmn — the secretary’s wife (by- 
the-by the handsomest woman I have yet seen in Germany) is 
die jdlerliebste Fmu AmtsschreiberinTi — the colonel’s lady, dio 
Fi*au Obristinn or Colonellinn — and even the parson’s wife, die 
frail pastorinn. But I am especially pleased with their frewndinn, 
which, unlike the arnica of the Romans, is seldom used but in its 
best and purest sense. Now, I know, it will be said, that a friend 
is already something more than a Mend, when a man feels an 
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anxiety to express to himself that this friend is a female; bnt 
this I deny — in that sense at least in which the objection will be 
made. I would hazard the impeachment of heresy, rather than 
abandon my belief that there is a sex in our souls as well as in 
their perishable garments; and he who does not feel it, never 
truly loved a sister — nay, is not capable even of loving a wife as 
she deserves to be loved, if she indeed be worthy of that holy 
name. 

Now I know, my gentle friend, what you are murmuring to 
yourself — “ This is so like him ! running away after the first 
bubble, that chance has blown off from the surface of his fancy ; 
when one is anxious to learn where he is and what he has seen.” 
Well then! that I am settled at Ratzeburg, with my motives 

and the particulars of my journey hither, will inform you. 

My first letter to him, with which doubtless he has edified your 
whole fireside, left me safely landed at Hamburg on the Elbe 
Stairs, at the Boom House. While standing on the stairs, I was 
amused by the contents of the passage boat which crosses the 
river once or twice a day from Hamburg to Haarburg. It was 
stowed close with all people of all nations, in all sorts of dresses ; 
the men all with pipes in their mouths, and these pipes of all 
shapes and fancies — straight and wi-eathed, simple and complex, 
long and short, cane, clay, porcelain, wood, tin, silver, and ivory ; 
most of them with silver chains and silver bowl-covers. Pipes 
and boots are the first universal characteristic of the male Ham* 
burgers that would strike the eye of a raw traveller. But I forget 
my promise of journalizing as much as possible. — Therefore, 
Beptr. 19th, Afternoon. My companion who, you recollect, speaks 
the French language with unusual propriety, had formed a kind 
of confidential acquaintance with the emigrant, who appeared to 
be a man of sense, and whose manners were those of a perfect 
gentleman. He seemed about fifty or rather more. Whatever 
is unpleasant in French manners from excess in the degree, had 
been softened down by age or affliction ; and all that is delightful 
in the kind, alacrity and delicacy in little attentions, &c. remained, 
and without bustle, gesticulation, or disproportionate eagerness. 
His demeanour exhibited the minute philanthropy of a polished 
Frenchman, tempered by the sobriety of the English character 
disunited from its reserve. There is something strangely attrac- 
tive in the character of a gentleman when you apply the word 
emphatically, and yet in that sense of the term which it is more 
easy to feel than to define. It neither includes the possession of 
high moral excellence, nor of necessity even the ornamental gi'acca 
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of mannei’. I have now in my mind’s eye a person whose life 
would scarcely stand scrutiny even in the court of honour, much 
less in that of conscience ; and his manners, if nicely observed, 
would of the two excite an idea of awkwardness rather than of 
elegance : and yet every one v/ho conversed with him felt and ac- 
knowledged t}ie gentleman. The secret of the matter, I believe to 
be this — we feel the gentlemanly character present to us, when- 
ever under all the circumstances of social intercourse, the trivial 
not less than the important, through the whole detail of his 
mannera and deportment, and with the ease of a habit, a person 
shows respect to others in such a way as at the same time implies 
in his own feelings an habitual and assured anticipation of reci- 
procal respect from them to himself. In short, the gentlemanly 
character arises out of the feeling of equality acting as a habit, 
yet flexible to the varieties of rank, and modified without being 
disturbed or superseded by them. This description wiU perhaps 
explain to you the ground of one of your own remarks, as I was 
Englishing to you the interesting dialogue concerning the causes 
of the corruption of eloquence. “ What perfect gentlemen these 
old Romans must have been ! I was impressed, I remember, with 
the same feeling at the time I was reading a translation of Cicero’s 
philosophical dialogues and of his epistolary correspondence: 
while in Pliny’s letters I seemed to have a different feeling — he 
gave me the notion of a \erj fine gentleman.” — You uttered the 
words as if you had felt that the adjunct had injured the sub- 
stance and the increased degree altered the kind. Pliny was the 
courtier of an absolute monarch — Cicero an aristocratic republican. 
Por this reason the character of gentleman, in the sense to which 
I have confined it, is frequent in England, rare in France, and 
found, where it is found, in age or the latest period of manhood ; 
while in Germany the character is almost unknown. But the 
proper antipode of a gentleman is to be sought for among the 
Anglo-American democrats, 

1 owe this digression, as an act of justice, to this amiable 
Frenchman, and of humiliation for myself. For in a little con- 
troversy between us on the subject of IVench poetry, he made me 
feel my own ill behaviour by the silent reproof of contrast, and 
when I afterwards apologized to him for the warmth of my lan- 
guage, he answered me with a cheerful expression of surprise, 
and an immediate compliment, which a gentleman might both 
make with dignity and receive with pleasure. I was pleased, 
therefore, to find it agi’eed on that we should, if possible, take up 
our quarters in the same house. My friend went with him in 
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search of an hotel, and I to deliver my letters of recommen* 
dation. 

I walked onwards at a brisk pace, enlivened not so much by 
anything I actually saw, as by the confused sense that I was for 
the first time in my life on the continent of our planet. I seemed 
to myself like a liberated bird that had been hatched in an aviaiy, 
who now after his first soar of freedom poises himself in the upper 
air. Very naturally I began to wonder at all things, some for 
being so like and some for being so unlike the things in England 
— Dutch women with large umbrella hats shooting out half a yard 
before them, with a prodigal plumpness of petticoat behind — the 
women of Hamburg with caps plaited on the caul with silver or 
gold, or both, bordered round with stiffened lace, which stood out 
before their eyes, but not lower, so that the eyes sparkled through 
it — ^the Hanoverian women -with the fore part of the head bare, 
then a stiff lace standing up like a wall perpendicular on the cap, 
and the cap behind tailed with an enormous quantity of ribbon 
which lies or tosses on the back : 

* Their vigoumies seem'd like s goodly benner 
Spread in defiance of all enemies.” 

Spekseb, 

The ladies all in English dresses, all rouged, and all with bad 

teeth: which you notice instantly from their contrast to the 
almost animal, too glossy mother-of-pearl whiteness and the regu- 
larity of the teeth of the laughing, loud-talking coimtiywomen 
and servant gii'ls, who with their clean white stockings, and with 
slippers without heel-quarters, tripped along the dirty streets, as 
if they were secured by a charm from the dirt : virith a lightness 
too, which surprised me, who had always considered it as one of 
the annoyances of sleeping in an inn that I had to clatter up- 
stairs in a pair of them. The streets narrow; to my English 
nose sufficiently offensive, and explaining at first sight the uni- 
versal use of boots ; without any appropriate path for the foot- 
passengers ; the gable ends of the houses all towards the street, 
some in the ordinary triangular form and entire as the botanists 
say, but the greater number notched and scolloped with more than 
Chinese grotesqueness. Above all, I was struck with the profusion 
of windows, so large and so many, that the houses look all glass. 
Mr. Pitt’s window tax, with its pretty little additionaU sprouting 
out from it like young toadlets on the back of a Surinam toad, 
would certainly improve the appearance of the Hamburg houses, 
which have a slight summer look, not in keeping with their size, 
incongruous with the climate, and precluding that feeling of re- 
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tirement and salf-content, which one wishes to associate with a 
house in a noisy city. But a conflagration would, I fear, be the 
previous requisite to the production of any architectural beauty 
in Hamburg: for verily it is a filthy town. I moved on and 
crossed a multitude of ugly bridges, with huge black deformities 
of water wheels close by them. The water intersects the city 
everywhere, and would have furnished to the genius of Italy the 
capabilities of all that is most beautiful and magnificent in archi* 
tecture. It might have been the rival of Venice, and it is huddle 
and ugliness, stench and stagnation. The Jungfer Stieg, {i.e.. 
Young Ladies’ Walk) to which my letters directed me, made an 
exception. It is a walk or promenade planted with treble rows of 
elm-trees, which being yearly pruned and cropped, remain s lim 
and dwarf -like. This walk occupies one side of a square piece of 
water, with many swans on it perfectly tame, and moving among 
the swans showy pleasure boats with ladies in them, rowed by 
their husbands or lovers. ********** 
(Some paragraphs have been here omitted.) 

* * thus embarrassed by sad and solemn politeness still more 

than by broken English, it sounded like the voice of an old friend 
when I heard the emigrant’s servant inquiring after me. He had 
come for the purpose of guiding me to our hotel. Through 
streets and streets I pressed on as happy as a child, and, I doubt 
not, with a childish expression of wonderment in my busy eyes, 
amused by the wicker waggons with moveable benches across 
them, one behind the other (these were the hackney coaches); 
amused by the sign-boards of the shops, on which all the articles 
sold within are painted, and that too very exactly, though in a 
grotesque confusion (a useful substitute for language in this 
great mart of nations) amused with the incessant tinkling of the 
shop and house door bells, the bell hanging over each door and 
struck with a small iron rod at every entrance and exit; — and 
finally, amused by looking in at the windows as I passed along ; 
the l^es and gentlemen drinking coffee or playing cards, and 
the gentlemen all smoking. I wished myself a painter, that 1 
might have sent you a sketch of one of the card parties. The 
long pipe of one gentleman rested on the table, its bowl half a 
yard from his mouth, fuming like a censer by the fish pool — the 
other gentleman, who was dealing the cards, and of coarse had 
both hands employed, held his pipe in his teeth, which hanging 
down between his knees, smoked beside his ankles. Hogai'th 
himself never drew a more ludicrous distortion, both of attitude 
and physiognomy, than this effort occasioned: nor was there 
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waoQting beside it one of those beautiful female faces •which the' 
same Hogarth, in whom the satirist never extinguished that love 
of beauty which belonged to him as a poet, so often and so gladly 
introduces as the centiul figure in a crowd of humorous deformi- 
ties, which figure (such is the power of true genius !) neither acts, 
nor is meiuit to act as a contrast ; but diffuses through all, and 
over each of the group, a spirit of reconciliation and human kind- 
ness ; and even when the attention is no longer consciously 
directed to the cause of this feeling, still blends its tenderness 
•with our laughter : and thus prevents the instructive merriment 
at the whims of nature or the foibles or humours of our fellow-men 
from degenerating into the heart-poison of contempt or hatred- 
Our hotel Die Wilde Man (the sign of which was no bad likeness 
of the landlord, who had engrafted on a very grim face a restless 
grin, that was at every man’s service, and which indeed, like an 
actor rehearsing to himself, he kept playing in expectation of an 
occasion for it) — neither our hotel, I say, nor its landlord were of 
the genteelest class. But it has one great advantage for a stranger, 
by being in the market-place, and the next neighboui' of the huge 
church of St. Nicholas : a church with shops and houses built up 
against it, out of which wens and warts its high massy steeple 
rises, necklaced near the top with a round of large gUt balls. A 
better pole-star could scarcely be desii’ed. Long shall I retain 
the impression made on my mind by the awful echo, so loud and 
long and tremulous, of the deep-toned clock •within this church, 
which awoke me at two in the morning from a distressful dream, 
occasioned, I believe, by the feather bed, which is used here in- 
stead of bed clothes. I will rather caiTy my blanket about ■with 
me like a wild Indian, than submit to this abominable custom. 
Our emigrant acquaintance was, we found, an intimate friend of 
the celebrated Abbe de Lisle : and from the large fortune which 
he possessed rmder the monarchy, had rescued sufficient not only 
for independence, but for respectability. He had offended some 
of his fellow-emigrants in London, whom he had obliged with 
considerable sums, by a refusal to make further advances, and in 
consequence of then’ intrigues had received an order to quit the 
kingdom. I thought it one proof of his innocence, that he attached 
no blame either to the alien act, or to the minister who had 
exerted it against him; and a still greater, that he spoke of 
London with rapture, and of his favourite niece, who had married 
and settled in England, with all the fervour and all the pride of a 
fond parent. A man sent by f >rce oiit of a country, obliged to 
sell out of the stocks at a great loss, and exiled from th'jse plea 
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coreu and that style of society which habit had rendtsred essential 
to. his happiness, whose predominant feelings were yet all of a 
private nature, resentment for friendship outraged, and anguish 
for domestic affections intenupted — such a man, I think, I could 
dare warrant guiltless of espionage in any service, most of all in 
that of the present French Directory. He spoke with ecstasy of 
Piuis under the monarchy : and yet the particular facts, which 
made up his description, left as deep a conviction on my mind, of 
French worthlessness, as his own tale had done of emigrant in- 
gratitude. Since my arrival in Germany 1 have not met a single 
person, even among those who abhor the Revolution, that spoke 
with favour, or even charity, of the French emigrants. Thoxigh 
the belief of their influence in the origination of this disastrous 
war (from the horrors of which North Germany deems itself 
only reprieved, not seem-ed), may have some share in the general 
aversion with which they are regarded ; yet I am deeply persuaded 
that the far gr'eater pari, is owing to their own profligacy, to their 
treachery and hard-heartedness to each other, and the domestic 
nrisery or corrupt principles which so many of them have carried 
into the families of their protectors. My heari dilated with 
honest pride, as I recalled to mind the stem yet amiable characters 
of the English patriots, who sought refuge on the Continent at 
the Restoration ! Oh let not om* civil war under the first Charles 
be par-alleled with the French revolution! In the former, the 
chalice overHowed from excess of principle; in the latter, from 
the fer-mentation of the dregs! The former was a civil war 
between the virtues and virtuous prejudices of the two parities; 
the latter between the vices. The Venetian glass of the French 
monarchy shivered and flew asunder with the working of a double 
poison. 

Sept. 10th. I was introduced to Mr. Klopstock, the brother of 
the poet, who again introduced me to Professor Ebeling, an in- 
telligent and lively man, though deaf : so deaf, indeed, that it was 
a painful effort to talk with him, as we wp’"e obliged to drop all 
oirr pearls into a huge ear-trumpet. From this courteous and 
kind-hearted man of letters (I hope the German literati in general 
may resemble this first specimen) I heard a tolerable Italian pnn, 
•ind an interesting anecdote. When Buonaparte was in Italy, 
having been irritated by some instance of perfidy, he said in a 
loud and vehement tone, in a public company — “ ’tis a true pro- 
verb, gli Italiani tutti ladroni (i.e. the Italians all plunderers). A 
lady had the courage to reply, “Non tutti : ma buona parte ” (not 
all, but a good part, or Buonaparte). This, I confess, sounded tc 
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my ears as one of the many good things that might have been said. 
The anecdote is more valuable; for it instances the ways and 
means of French insinuation. Hoche had received much infor- 
mation concerning the face of the country from a map of unusual 
fulness and accuracy, the maker of which, he heard, resided at 
Dusseldorf. At the storming of Dusseldorf by the French army, 
Hoche previously ordered that the house and property of this 
man should be preserved, and entrusted the performance of the 
order to an officer on whose troop he could rely. Finding after- 
wards that the man had escaped before the storming commenced, 
Hoche exclaimed, “ He had no reason to flee ! it is /or such men, 
not against them, that the French nation makes war, and consents 
to shed the blood of its children.” You remember Milton’s 
sonnet : 

“ The great Emathlan conqueror hid spare 
The house of Pindarus when temple and tower 
Went to the ground " 

Now though the Dusseldorf map-maker may stand in the same 
relation to the Theban bard, as the snail that marks its path by 
lines of film on the wall it creeps over, to the eagle that soars 
sunward and beats the tempest with its wings ; it does not there- 
fore follow, that the Jacobin of France may not be as valiant a 
general and as good a politician as the madman of Macedon. 

From Professor Ebeling’s Mr, Klopstock accompanied my 
friend and me to his own house, where I saw a fine bust of his 
brother. There was a solemn and heavy greatness in his counte- 
nance which corresponded to my preconceptions of his style and 
genius. I saw there, likewise, a very fine portrait of Lessing, 
whose works are at present the chief object of my admiration. 
His eyes were uncommonly like mine, if anything, rather larger 
and more prominent. But the lower part of his face and his 
nose, O what an exquisite expression of elegance and sensibility ! 
There appeared no depth, weight, or comprehensiveness, in the 
forehead. The whole face seemed to say that Lessing was a man 
of quick and voluptuous feelings ; of an active but light fancy ; 
acute ; yet acute, not in the observation of actual life, but in the 
arrangements and managements of the ideal world, i.e., in taste, 
and in metaphysics. I assure you that I wrote these very woi'ds 
m my memorandum book with the portrait before my eyes, and 
when I knew nothing of Lessing but his name, and that he was 
a German writer of eminence. 

We consumed two hours and more over a bad dinner, at the 
table d'hote. “ Patience at a German ordinary, smiling at time.” 
The Germans arc the worst cooks in Europe. There is placed fot 
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every two persons a bottle of common wine — Rhenish and Claret 
alteiTiately ; but in the houses of the opulent, during the many 
and long intervals of the dinner, the servants hand round glasses 
of richer wines. At the Lord of Culpin’s they came in this 
order : Bturgundy — Madeira — Port — Frontignac — Pacchiaretti — 
Old Hock — Movmtain — Champagne — Hock again — Bishop — and, 
lastly. Punch. A tolerable quantum, methinks ! The last dish 
at the ordinary, viz. slices of roast pork (for all the larger dishes 
are brought in, cut up, and first handed round and then set on the 
table) with stewed prunes and other sweet fruits, and this followed 
by cheese and butter, with plates of apples, reminded me of 
Shakespeai’e, * and Shakespeare put it in my head to go to the 
French comedy. 

******** 

Bless me ! why it is worse than our modem English plays ! The 
first act informed me, that a court mai’tial is to be held on a 
Count Vatron, who had drawn his sword on the Colonel, his 
brother-in-law. The officers plead in his behalf — in vain ! His 
wife, the Colonel’s sister, pleads with most tempestuous agonies — 
in vain ! She falls into hysterics and faints away, to the drop- 
ping of the inner curtain ! In the second act sentence of death 
is passed on the Count — his wife as frantic and hysterical as 
before : more so (good industrious creature !) she could not be. 
The third and last act, the wife still frantic, very frantic indeed ! 
the soldiers just about to fire, the handkerchief actually dropped, 
when reprieve ! reprieve ! is heard from behind the scenes : and in 
comes Prince Somebody, pardons the Count, and the wife is still 
frantic, only with joy ; that was all ! 

O dear lady! this is one of the cases, in which laughter is 
followed by melancholy : for such is the kind of drama which is 
now substituted everywhere for Shakespeare and Racine. You 
well know, that I offer violence to my own feelings in joining 
these names. But however meanly I may th ink of the French 
serious drama, even in its most perfect specimens ; and with what- 
ever right I may complain of its perpetual falsification of the 
language, and of the connections and transitions of thought, 
which nature has appropriated to states of passion ; still, however, 
the French tragedies are consistent works of art, and the offspring 
of great intellectual power. Preserving a fitness in the parts, 
and a harmony in the whole, they form a nature of their own, 

• •• slender. — I bruised my shin with “ Kvant . — I will make an end of my dipner; 
playing with sword and dagger for a dish of there’s pippins and dteese yet to come.”— 
•tewed prunes, and. by my troth, I cannot Merry Wivte qf Windtor, Act 1. 

•bide the smell ot hot meat since.” So again, 

8 
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chough a false nature. Still they excite the minds of the spec- 
tators to active thought, to a striving after ideal excellence. The 
soul is not stupefied into mere sensations, by a worthless sym- 
pathy with our own ordinary sufl'erings, or an empty curiosity 
for the surprising, undignified by the language or the situations 
which awe and delight the imagination. What (I would ask of 
the crowd, that press forward to the pantomimic tragedies and 
weeping comedies of Kotzebue and his imitators) — what are you 
seeking ? Is it comedy ? But in the comedy of Shakespeai’e and 
Moliere the more accurate my knowledge, and the more pro- 
foundly I think, the greater is the satisfaction that mingles with 
my laughter. For though the qualities which these writers pour- 
tray are ludicrous indeed, either from the kind or the excess, and 
exquisitely ludicrous, yet are they the natural growth of the 
human mind, and such as, with more or less change in the 
drapery, I can apply to my own heart, or at least to whole classes 
of my fellow-creatures. How often are not the moralist and the 
metaphysician obliged for the happiest illustrations of general 
truths and the subordinate laws of human thought and action, to 
quotations not only from the tragic characters, but equally from 
the Jaques, Falstaff, and even from the fools and clowns of Shake- 
speare, or from the Miser, Hypochondiaast, and Hypocrite of 
Moliere ! Say not that I am recommending abstractions : for 
these class-characteristics, which constitute the instnictiveness of 
a character, are so modified and paiticularized in each person of 
the Shakespearian drama, that life itself does not excite more dis- 
tinctly that sense of individuality which belongs to real existence. 
Paradoxical as it may sound, one of the essential properties of 
geometry is not less essential to dramatic excellence, and (if I 
may mention his name without pedantry to a lady) Aristotle has 
accordingly required of the poet an involution of the universal in 
the individxial. The chief differences are, that in geometry it is 
the universal truth itself which is uppermost in the conscious- 
ness, in poetiy the individual form in which the Truth is clothed. 
With the ancients, and not less with the elder di-amatists of Eng- 
land and France, both comedy and tragedy were considered as 
kinds of poetry. They neither sought in comedy to make us 
laugh merely, much less to make us laugh by wry faces, accidents 
of jai^on, slang phrases for the day. or the clothing of common- 
place morals in metaphors drawn from the shops or mechanic 
occupations of their characters; nor did they condescend in 
tragedy to wheedle away the applause of the spectators, by repre- 
senting before them fac-similes of their own mean selves in all 
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their existing meanness, or to work on their sluggish sympathies 
by a pathos not a whit more respectable than the maudlin tears of 
drunkenness. Their tragic scenes were meant to affect us indeed, 
but within the bounds of pleasure, and in union with the activity 
both of our understanding and imagination. They wished to 
transport the mind to a sense of its possible greatness, and to 
implant the germs of that greatness during the temporary 
oblivion of the worthless “thing we are,” and of the peculiar 
state in which each man happens to be ; suspending our indivi- 
dual recollections and lulling them to sleep amid the music of 
nobler thoughts. 

Hold ! (Methinks I hear the spokesman of the crowd reply, and 
we will listen to him. I am the plaintiff, and be he the defendant.) 

Defendant. Hold! are not our modem sentimental plays 
fiUed with the best Christian morality ? 

Plaintiff. Yes ! just as much of it, and just that part of it, 
which you can exercise without a single Christian virtue — with- 
out a single sacrifice that is really painful to you ! — ^just as much 
as flatters you, sends you away pleased with your own hearts, and 
quite reconciled tc/ your vices, which can never be thought very ill 
of, when they keep such good company, and walk hand in hand 
with so much compassion and generosity ; adulation so loathsome, 
that you would spit in the man’s face who dared offer it to you in a 
private company ; unless you interpreted it as insulting irony, you 
appropriate vrith infinite satisfaction, when you share the garbage 
with the whole stye, and gobble it out of a common trough. No 
Caesar must pace your boards — no Antony, no royal Dane, no 
Orestes, no Amdromache ! 

D. No : or as few of them as possible. What has a plain 
citizen of London, or Hamburg, to do with your kings and queens, 
and your old school-boy Pagan heroes ? Besides, everybody knows 
the stories ; and what curiosity can we feel • 

P. What, Sir, not for the manner 1 not for the delightful 
language of the jKKjt ? not for the situations, the action and reac- 
tion of the passions P 

D. You are hasty. Sir: the only curiosity we feel is in the 
story : and how can we be anxious concerning the end of a play, 
or be surprised by it, when we know how it will turn out ? 

P. Your pardon for having interrupted you ! we now \mder- 
stand each other. You seek, then, in a tragedy, which wise men 
of old held for the highest effort of human genius, the same gra- 
tification as that you receive from a new novel, the last German 
romance, and other dainties of the day, which can be enjoyed but 
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once. If you carry these feelings to the sister art of Painting, 
Michael Angelo’s Sistine Chapel, and the Scripture Gallery of 
Raphael, can exi>ecc no favour from you. You know all about 
them beforehand ; and are, doubtless, more familiar with the sub- 
jects of those paintings than with the tragic tales of the historic or 
heroic ages. There is a consistency, therefore, in your preference 
of contemporary u liters : for the great men of former times, those 
at least who were deemed great by our ancestors, sought so little 
to gratify this kind of cvuiosity, that they seemed to have re- 
garded the story in a not much higher light than the painter re- 
gards his canvas : as that on, not by, which they were to display 
their appropriate excellence. No work, resembling a tale or 
romance, can well show leas variety of invention in the incidents, 
or less anxiety in weaving them together, than the Don Quixote of 
Cervantes. Its admirers feel the disposition to go back and re- 
peruse some preceding chapter at least ten times for once that 
they find any eagerness to hurry forwards : or open the book on 
those parts which they best recollect, even as we visit those 
friends oftenest whom we love most, and with whose characters 
and actions we are the most intimately acquainted. In the divine 
Ariosto (as his countrymen call this, their darling poet) I 
question whether there be a single tale of his own invention, or 
the elements of which were not familiar to the readers of “ old 
romance.” I will pass by the ancient Greeks, who thought it 
even necessary to the fable of a tragedy that its substance 
should be previously known. That there had been at least fifty 
tragedies with the same title, would be one of the motives which 
determined Sophocles and Euripides in the choice of “ Electra ” 
as a subject. But Milton 

D. Aye, Milton, indeed ! but do not Dr. Johnson, and other 
gi'eat men, tell us, that nobody now reads Milton but as a task ? 

P. So much the worse for them of whom this can be truly 
said ! But why then do you pretend to admire Shakespeare ? 
The greater part, if not all, of his dramas were, as far as the 
names and the main incidents are concerned, already stock plays. 
All the stories, at least, on which they are built, pre-existed in 
the chronicles, ballads, or translations of contemporary or pre- 
ceding English writers. Why, I repeat, do you pretend to a dmi re 
Shakespeare ? Is it, perhaps, that you only pretend to admire 
him? However as, once for all, you have dismissed the well- 
known events and personages of history, or the epic muse, what 
uave you taken in their stead? Whom has your tragn. muse 
xrmed with her bowl and dagger ? the sentimental muse 1 should 
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have said, whom you have seated in the throne of tragedy ? What 
heroes has she reared on her buskins P 

D. O ! our good friends and next-door neighbours — ^honest 
ti'adesmen, valiant tars, high-spirited half-pay officers, philan- 
thropic Jews, virtuous courtezans, tender-hearted braziers, and 
sentimental rat-catchers! (a little bluff or so, but all our very 
generous, tender-hearted characters are a little rude or misan- 
thropic, and all oiu: misanthropes very tender-heai-ted.) 

P. But I pray you, friend, in what actions, great or interesting, 
can such men be engaged P 

D. They give away a great deal of money: find rich dowries 
for yoimg men and maidens who have all other good qualities : 
they brow-beat lords, baronets, and justices of the peace (for they 
are as bold as Hector !) — they rescue stage-coaches at the instant 
they are falling down precipices ; carry away infants in the sight 
of opposing armies ; and some of our performers act a muscular 
able-bodied man to such perfection, that our dramatic poets, who 
always have the actors in their eye, seldom fail to make their 
favourite male character as strong as Samson. And then they 
take such prodigious leaps ! ! And what is done on the stage is 
more striking even than what is acted. I once remember such a 
deafening explosion, that I could not hear a word of the play for 
h:vlf an act after it : and a little real gunpowder being set fire to 
at the same time, and smelt by all the spectators, the naturalness 
of the scene was quite astonishing ! 

P. But how can you connect with such men and such actions 
that dependence of thousands on the' fate of one, which gives so 
lofty an interest to the personages of Shakespeare and the Greek 
tragedians P How can you connect with them that sublimest of 
all feelingfs, the power of destiny and the controlling might of 
heaven, which seems to elevate the characters which sink beneath 
its irresistible blow P 

D. O mere fancies ! We seek and find on the present stage our 
own wants and passions, our own vexations, losses, and embar- 
rassments. 

P. It is your own poor pettifogging nature, then, which you 
desire to have represented before you, not human nature in its 
height and vigour P But siirely you might find the former, with 
all its joys and sorrows, more conveniently in your own houses 
and parishes P 

D. True ! but here comes a difference. Fortune is blind, but 
the poet has his eyes open, and is, besides, as complaisant 
as fortune is capricious. He makes everything turn out ei- 
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aatly as we would wish it. He gratifies us by representing those 
as hateful or contemptible whom we hate and wish to despise. 

P. {Aside.) That is, he gratifies your envy by libelling your 
superiors. 

D. He makes all those precise moralists, who affect to be better 
than their neighbours, turn out at last abject hypociites, traitors, 
and hard-hearted villains ; and your men of spirit, who take their 
girl and their glass with equal freedom, prove the true men of 
honour, and (that no part of the audience may remain unsatisfied) 
reform in the last scene, and leave no doubt on the minds of the 
ladies that they will make most faithful and excellent husbands : 
though it does seem a pity, that they should be obliged to get rid 
of qualities which had made them so interesting! Besides, the 
poor become rich all at once ; and in the final matrimonial choice 
the opulent and high-bom themselves are made to confess, that 
VIETUE IS THE ONLY T»UE NOBILITY, AND THAT A LOTELY 
WOMAN IS A DOWRY OF HERSELF ! ! 

P. Excellent ! But you have forgotten those brilliant flashes 
of loyalty, those patriotic praises of the King and Old England, 
which, especially if conveyed in a metaphor from the ship or the 
shop, so often solicit and lio ’infailingly receive the public plaudit ! 
I give your pradence credit for the omission. For the whole 
system of your drama is a moral and intellectual Jacobinism of 
the most dangerous kind, and those common-place rants of loyalty 
are no better than hypocrisy in your playwrights, and your own 
sympathy with them a gross self-delusion. For the whole secret 
of dramatic impularity coisists with you, in the confusion and 
subversion of the natural order of things, their causes and their 
effects ; in the excitement of surprise, by representing the qualities 
of liberality, refined feeling, and a nice sense of honour (those 
things rather, which pass among you for such) in persons and in 
classes of life where experience teaches us least to expect them ; 
and in rewarding with the sympathies that are the dues of virtue 
those criminals whom law, reason, and religion, have excom- 
municated from our esteem I 

And now, good-night ! Truly I might have written this last 
sheet without having gone to Germany, but I fancied myself 
talking to you by your own fire-side : and can you think it a small 
pleasure to me to forget, now and then, that I am not there? 
Besides, you and my other good friends have made up your minds 
to me as I am, and from whatever place I write you will expect 
that part of my “Ti’avela” will consist of the excursionB in my 
own mind. 
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LETTEE III. 

Katzebubg. 

No little fish thrown back again into the water, no fly unim- 
prisoned from a child’s hand, could more buoyantly enjoy its 
element, than I this clean and peaceful house, with this lovely 
view of the town, groves, and lake of Ratzeburg, from the window 
at which I am writing. My spirits certainly, and my health, I 
fancied, were beginning to sink under the noise, dirt, and un- 
wholesome air of oiir Hamburg hotel. I left it on Sunday, 
Sept. 23rd, with a letter of introduction from the poet Klopstock 
to the Amtmann of Ratzeburg. The Amtmann received me with 
kindness, and introduced me to the worthy pastor, who agreed to 
board and lodge me for any length of time not less than a month. 
The vehicle, in which I took m.y place, was considerably larger 
than an English stage-coach, to which it bore much the same 
proportion and rude resemblance that an elephant’s ear does to 
the human. Its top was composed of naked boards of different 
colours, and seeming to have been parts of different wainscots. 
Instead of windows there were leathern curtains with a little eye 
of glass in each : they perfectly answered the purpose of keeping 
out the prospect and letting in the cold. I could observe little, 
therefore, but the inns and farm-houses at which we stopped. 
They were all alike, except in size : one gieat room, like a bam, 
with a hay-loft over it, the straw and hay dangling in tufts 
through the boards which formed the ceiling of the room, and 
the floor of the loft. Erom this room, which is paved like a street, 
sometimes one, sometimes two, smaller ones are enclosed at one 
end. These axe commonly flooi'ed. In the large room the cattle, 
pigs, poultry, men, women, and children, live in amicable com- 
munity : yet there was an appearance of cleanliness and rustic 
comfort. One of these houses I measured. It was a h\mdred 
feet in length. The apartments were taken off from one comer. 
Between these and the stalls there was a small interspace, and 
here the breadth was forty-eight feet, but thirty-two where the 
stalls were ; of course, the stalls were on each side eight feet in 
depth. The faces of the cows, &c., were turned towards the room ; 
indeed they were in it, so that they had at least the comfort of 
seeing each other’s faces. Stall-feeding is universal in this part of 
Germany, a practice concerning which the agriculturist and the 
poet are likely to entertain opposite opinions — or at least, to hava 
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very different feelings. The wood-work of these buildings on the 
outside is left unplaistered, as in old houses among us, and being 
painted red and green, it cuts and tesselates the buildings very 
gaily. From within three miles of Hamburg almost to MoUn, 
which is thirty miles from it, the country, as far as I could see it, 
was a dead flat, only varied by woods. At MoUn it became more 
beautiful. I observed a small lake nearly surroimded with groves, 
and a palace in view belonging to the king of Great Britam, and 
inhabited by the inspector of the forests. We were nearly the 
same time in travelling the thirty-five miles from Hamburg to 
Ratzeburg as we had been in going from London to Yarmouth, 
one hundred and twenty-six miles. 

The lake of Ratzeburg runs from south to north, about nine 
miles in length, and varying in breadth from three miles to half a 
mile. About a mile from the southernmost point it is divided 
into two, of course very unequal, parts by an island, which being 
connected by a bridge and a narrow slip of land with the one 
shore, and by another bridge of immense length with the other 
shore, forms a complete isthmus. On this island the town of 
Ratzeburg is btiilt. The pastor’s house or vicarage, together 
with the Amtmann’a, Amtsschreiber^a, and the church, stands near 
the summit of a hiU, which slopes down to the slip of land and 
the little bridge, from which, through a superb military gate, you 
step into the island-town of Ratzeburg. This again is itself a 
little hill , by ascending and descending which you arrive at the 
long bridge, and so to the other shore. The water to the south of 
the town is called the Little Lake, which however almost engrosses 
the beauties of the whole : the shores being just often enough 
green and bare to give the proper effect to the magnificent groves 
which occupy the greater part of their circumference. Prom the 
turnings, windings, and indentations of the shore, the views vary 
almost every ten steps, and the whole has a sort of majestic 
beauty, a feminine grandeur. At the north of the Great Lake, 
and peeping over it, I see the seven church towers of Lubeck, at 
the distance of twelve or thirteen miles, yet as distinctly as if 
they were not three. The only defect in the view is, that Ratze- 
burg is built entirely of red bricks, and all the houses roofed with 
red tiles. To the eye, therefore, it presents a clump of brick-dust 
red. Yet this evening, Oct. 10th, twenty minutes past five, I sa*" 
the town perfectly beautifvd, and the whole softened down into 
complete keeping, if I may bon-ow a term from the painters. The 
sky over Ratzeburg and all the east was a pure evening blue, 
while over the west it was covered with lisrht sandy clouds. 
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Hence a deep red light spread over the whole prospect, in undis- 
turbed harmony with the red town, the brown-red woods, and the 
yellow-red reeds on the skirts of the lake. Two or three boats, 
with single persons paddling them, floated up and down in the 
rich light, which not only was itself in harmony with all, but 
brought all into harmony. 

I should have told you that I went back to Hamburg on Thurs- 
day (Sept. 27th) to take leave of my friend, who travels south- 
ward, and returned hither on the Monday following. From 
Empfelde, a village half-way from Ratzebimg, I walked to Ham- 
burg through deep sandy roads and a dreary flat : the soil every- 
where white, hungry, and excessively pulverized ; but the approach 
to the city is pleasing. Light cool countiy-houses, which you 
can look through and see the gardens behind them, with ai'bours 
and trellis work, and thick vegetable walls, and trees in cloisters 
and piazzas, each house with neat rails before it, and green seats 
within the rails. Every object, whether the growth of nature or 
the work of man, was neat and artificial. It pleased me far 
better than if the houses and gardens and pleasure-fields had 
been in a nobler taste : for this nobler taste would have been mere 
apery. The busy, anxious, money-loving merchant of Hamburg 
could only have adopted, he could not have enjoyed, the simplicity 
of nature. The mind begins to love nature by imitating human 
conveniences in nature ; but this is a step in intellect, though a 
low one ; and were it not so, yet all around me spoke of innocent 
enjoyment and sensitive comforts, and I entered with imscru- 
pulous sympathy into the enjoyments and comforts even of the 
busy, anxious, money-loving merchants of Hamburg. In this 
chaiitahle and catholic mood I reached the vast ramparts of the 
city. These are huge green cushions, one rising above the other, 
with trees growing in the interspaces, pledges, and symbols of a 
long peace. Of my return I have nothing worth communicating, 
except that I took extra post, which answers to posting in Eng- 
land. These north German post-chaises are imcovered wicker 
carts. An English dust-cart is a piece of finery, a chef d’oeuvre of 
mechanism, compared with them : and the horses ! a savage 
might use their ribs instead of his fingers for a numeration table. 
Wherever we stopped, the i>ostilion fed his cattle with the browfl 
rye bread of which he ate himself, aU breakfasting together, only 
the horses had no gin to their water, and the postilion no water 
to his gin. Now and henceforward for subjects of more interest 
to you, and to the objects in search of which I left you; namely, 
the literati and literature of Germany. 
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Believe me, I walked with an impression of awe on my spirits, 

as W and myself accompanied Mr. Klopstock to the house of 

his brother, the poet, which stands about a quarter of a mile from 
the city gate. It is one of a row of little common-place summer- 
houses (for so they looked), with four or five rows of yotmg meagre 
elm-trees before the windows, beyond which is a green, and then 
a dead flat intersected with several roads. Whatever beauty 
(thought I) may be before the poet’s eyes at present, it must 
certainly be piurely of his own creation. We waited a few 
minutes in a neat little parlour, ornamented with the figures of 
two of the Muses and with prints, the subjects of which were from 
Klopstock’s odes. The poet entered. I was much disappointed 
in his countenance, and recognized in it no likeness to the bust. 
There was no comprehension in the forehead, no weight over the 
eye-brows, no expression of peculiarity, moral or intellectual, on 
the eyes, no massiveness in the general coimtenance. • He is, if 
anything, rather below the middle size. He wore very large half- 
boots which his legs filled, so fearfully were they swollen. However, 

though neither W nor myself could discover any indications 

of sublimity or enthusiasm in his physiognomy, we were both 
equally impressed with his liveliness, and his kind and ready 
conrtesy. He talked in French with my friend, and with difficulty 
spoke a few sentences to me in English. His enunciation was not 
in the least affected by the entire want of his upper teeth. The 
conversation began on his part by the expression of his rapture at 
the surrender of the detachment of French troops under General 
Humbert. Their proceedings in Ireland with regard to the com- 
mittee which they had appointed, with the rest of their organizing 
system, seemed to have given the poet great entertainment. Ho 
then declared his sanguine belief in Nelson’s victory, and antici- 
pated its confirmation with a keen and triumphant pleasure. Hia 
words, tones, looks, implied the most vehement Anti-GallicaniKiu. 
The subject changed to hterature, and I inquired in Latin concern- 
ing the history of German poetry and the older German poets. To 
my great astonishment he confessed, that he knew very little on 
the subject. He had indeed occasionally read one or two of their 
elder writers, but not so as to enable him to speak of their merits. 
Professor Ebeling, he said, would probably give me every infor- 
mation of this kind : the subject had not particularly excited hia 
curiosity. He then talked of Milton and Glover, and thought 

Glover’s blank verse superior to Milton’s. W and myself 

expressed our surprise : and my friend gave his definition and 
notion of har'monious verse, that it consisted (the English iambic 
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blank verse a1x)ve all) in the apt arrangement of pauses and 
cadences, and the sweep of whole paragraphs, 

“ with many a winding bout 

Of .inked sweetness long diawn out," 

and not in the even flow, much less in the prominence or antithetic 
vigour, of single lines, which were indeed injurious to the total 
effect, except where they were introduced for some specific pur- 
pose. Klopstock assented, and said that he meant to confine 
Glover’s superiority to single lines. He told us that he had read 
Milton, in a prose translation, when he was fourteen.* I under- 
stood him thus myself, and W interpreted Klopstock’s French 

as I had already construed it. He appeared to know very little of 
Milton — or indeed of our poets in general. He spoke with great 
indignation of the English prose translation of his Messiah. All 
the translations had been bad, very bad — but the English was no 
translation — there were pages on pages not in the original : — and 

half the original was not to be found in the translation. W 

told him that I intended to ti-anslate a few of his odes as specimens 
of German lyidcs ; he then said to me in English, “ I wish you 
would render into English some select passages of the Messiah, 
and revenge me of your countryman !” It was the liveliest thing 
which he produced in the whole conversation. He told us that his 
first ode was fifty years older than his last. I looked at him with 
much emotion — I considered him as the venerable father of 
German poetry ; as a good man ; as a Chidstian; seventy-four years 
old ; with legs enonnously swollen ; yet active, lively, cheerful, and 
kind and communicative. My eyes felt as if a tear were swelling 
into them. In the portrait of Lessing there was a toupee periwig, 
which enormously injured the effect of his physiognomy ; Klop- 
stock wore the same, powdered and frizzled. By the by, old men 
ought never to we?ir powder : the contrast between a large snow- 
white wig and the coloiir of an old man’s skin is disgusting, and 
wrinkles in such a neighbomhood appear only channels for dirt. 
It is an honour to poets and great men, that you think of them as 
pai-ts of nature ; and any thing of trick and fashion wounds you 
in them as much as when you see venerable yews clipped into 
miserable peacocks. The author of the Messiah should have worn 
his own gi’ey hair. His powder and periwig were to the eye what 
Mr. Virgil would be to the ear. 

* This was accidentally confirmed to me by that the young poet set a particular value otj 
an old Oerman gentleman at Helmstadt, who a translation of the Paradise Ixiot, old nlwayt 
had been Klopstock s school and bed fellow, slept with It under bis pillow. 

Among other boyish anecdotes, be rejtted 



Digitized by Google 




268 



Biographia Literaria. 

Klopstock dwelt much on the superior power which the Grermau 
language possessed of concentrating meaning. He said he had 
often tran^ted parts of Homer and Virgil, line by line, and a 
German line proved always sufficient for a Greek or Latin one. In 
English you cannot do this. I answered, that in English we could 
commonly render one Greek heroic line in a line and a half of our 
common heroic metre, and I conjectured that this line and a half 
would be found to contain no more syllables than one German or 
Greek hexameter. He did not understand me : * and I who uushed 
to hear his opinions, not to correct them, was glad that he did not. 

We now t<x)k our leave. At the beginning of the French 
Revolution Klopstock wrote odes of congratulation. He received 
some honorary presents from the French Republic (a golden crown 
I believe), and, like OTir Priestley, was invited to a seat in the legis- 
lature, which he ‘declined. But when French liberty metamor- 
phosed herself into a fury, he sent back these presents with a 
palinodia, declaring his abhorrence of their proceedings ; and 
since then he has been perhaps more than enough an Anti-Galli- 
can. I mean, that in his just contempt and detestation of the 
crimes and follies of the Revolutionists, he suffers himself to for- 
get that the revolution itself is a process of the Divine Providence ; 



• Klopiitock'g obeen-atlon was partly true 
and partly erroneous. In the lltetM sense of 
his words, and if we confine the comparison 
to the average of space required for the ex- 
pression of the same thought in the two 
languages, it is erroneous. 1 have translated 
some German hexameters into Kiigiisb hexa- 
meters, and find, that on the average three 
lines Kngiish will express four lines German. 
The reason is evident : our ianguage abounds 
in monosyllables and dissyllables. The 
German, not less than the Greek, is a polysyl- 
lable language. But in another point of 
view the remark was not without foundation. 
For the German possessing the same un- 
limited privilege of forming compounds, both 
with prepositions and with epithets, as the 
Greek, it can express the richest single Greek 
word in a single German one, and is thus freed 
from the neces.siiy of weak or ungraceful 
paraphrases. I will content myself with one 
example at present, viz. the use of the pre- 
fixed particles ter, rer, ent, and i< eg : thus, 
leitaen to rend, verreitten to rend away. 
setTeusen to rend to pieces, entreisren to rend 
off or out of a thing, in the active sense: or 
fchtneleen tomelt— ver, zer, ent, schmelzen— 
and in like manner through all the verbs, 
neuter and active. If you consider only how 
much we should feel the loss of the prefix be, 
as in bedropt. besprinkle, besot, especially in 
our poetical language, and then think that 
this same mode comig>sition Is carried 



through all their simple and compound pre- 
positions, and many of their adverbs, and 
that with most of these the Germans have 
the same privilege as we have of dividing 
them from the verb and placing them at the 
end of the sentence, you will have no diffi- 
culty in comprehending the reality and the 
cause of this superior power In the German 
of condensing meaning in which its great 
poet exulted. It is impossible to read halt 
a dozen pages of Wieland without perceiving 
tiiat in this respect the German bos no rival 
but the Greek. And yet I seem to feel, that 
concentration or condensation is nut the 
happiest mode of expressing this excellence, 
which seems to consist not so much in the 
less time required for conveying an impres- 
sion, as in the unity and siniultaneousness 
with which the impression is conveyed. It 
tends to make their language more pictur- 
esque : it depicluret images better. tVe have 
obtained thb power in part by our sompounc 
verbs derived from the Latin : and the st nse 
of its great effect no doubt Induced our 
Milton both to the use and tbe abuse of l.atin 
derivatives. But sti'l these prefixed particles, 
conveying no separate or separable meaning 
to tbe mere English reader, cannot pussildy 
acton tbe mind with tbe force or livelini'ss 
of an original and homogeneous language 
such as the German Is, ami besides, are con 
fined to certain wordg 
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and that the folly of men is the wisdom of Grod, so are their 
iniquities instruments of His goodness. From Klopstock’s house 
we walked to the rampai*ts, discoursing together on the poet and 
his oonTereation, till our attention was diverted to the beauty and 
singularity of the sunset and its effects on the objects around us. 
There were woods in the distance. A rich sandy light (nay, of a 
much deeper colour than sandy) lay over these woods that black- 
ened in the blaze. Over that part of the woods which lay imme- 
diately under the intenser light, a brassy mist floated. The trees 
on the ramparts, and the people moving to and fro between them, 
were cut or divided into equal segments of deep shade and brassy 
light. Had the trees, and the bodies of the men and women, been 
divided into equal segments by a rule or pair of compasses, the 
portions could not have been more regular. All else was obscure. 
It was a fairy scene ! and to increase its romantic character, among 
the moving objects thus divided into alternate shade and bright- 
ness was a beautiful child, dressed with the elegant simplicity of 
an English child, riding on a stately goat, the saddle, bridle, and 
other accoutrements of which were in a high degree costly and 
splendid. Before I quit the subject of Hamburg let me say, that 
I remained a day or two longer than I otherwise should have done, 
in order to be present at the feast of St. Michael, the patron saint 
of Hamburg, expecting to see the civic pomp of this commercial 
Republic. I was, however, disappointed. There were no proces- 
sions ; two or three sermons were preached to two or three old 
women in two or three churches, and St. Michael and his patron- 
age wished elsewhere by the higher classes, all places of entertain- 
ment, theatre, &c., being shut up on this day. In Hambm-g there 
seems to be no religion at all ; in Lubeck it is confined to the 
women. The men seem determined to be divorced from their 
wives in the other world, if they cannot in this. You will not 
easily conceive a more singular sight than is presented by the vast 
aisle of the principal church at Lubeck seen from the organ-loft : 
for being filled with female servants and persons in the same class 
of life, and all their caps having gold and silver cauls, it appears 
like a rich pavement of gold and silver. 

I will conclude this letter with the mere transcription of notes, 

which my friend W made of his conversations with Elopstock 

during the interviews that took place after my departure. On 
these I shall make but one remark at present, and that will appear 
a presumptuous one, namely, that Elopstock’s remarks on the 
venerable sage of Eonigsberg are to my own knowledge injuiious 
and mistaken ; and so far is it from being true that his system is 
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now given up, that throughout the Universities of Germany there 
is not a single professor who is not either a Kantean or a disciple 
of Fichte, whose system is built on the Kantean, and presupposes 
its truth ; or lastly, who, though an antagonist of Kant as to his 
theoretical work, has not embraced wholly or in part his moral 
system, and adopted part of his nomenclature. “ Klopstock 
having wished to see the Calvary of Cumberland, and asked what 
was thought of it in England, I went to Remnant’s (the English 
bookseller), where I procured the Analytical Review, in which is 
contained the review of Cumberland’s Calvary. I remembered to 
have read there some specimens of a blank verse translation of the 
Messiah. I had mentioned this to Klopstock, and he had a great 
desire to see them. I walked over to his house and put the book 
into his hands. On adverting to his own poem, he told me he 
began the Messiah when he was seventeen : he devoted three entire 
years to the plan without composing a single line. He was greatly 
at a loss in what manner to execute his work. There were no 
successful specimens of versification in the German language 
before this time. The first three cantos he wrote in a species of 
measured or numerous prose. This, though done with much 
labour and some success, was far from satisfying him. He had 
composed hexameters both Latin and Greek as a school exercise, 
and there had been also in the German language attempts in that 
style of versification. These were only of veiy moderate merit. 
One day he was struck with the idea of what could be done in this 
way — he kept his room a whole day, even went without his dinner, 
and found that in the evening he had written twenty -three hexa- 
meters, versifying a part of what he had before written in prose. 
From that time, pleased with his efforts, he composed no more in 
prose. To-day he informed me that he had finished his plan before 
he read Milton. He was enchanted to see an author who before 
him had trod the same path. This is a contradiction of what he 
said before. He did not wish to speak of his poem to any one till 
it was finished : but some of his friends who had seen what he had 
finished, tormented him till he had consented to publish a few 
books in a journal. He was then, I believe, very young, about 
twenty- five. The rest was printed at different periods, four books 
at a time. The reception given to the first specimens was highly 
flattering. He was nearly thirty years in finishing the whole 
poem, but of these thirty years not more than two were employed 
in the composition. He only composed in favourable moments ; 
besides, he had other occupations. He values himseK upon the 
plan of his odes, and accuses the modem lyrical writers of gros«: 
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deficiency in this respect. I laid the same accusation against 
Horace : he would not hear of it, but waived the discussion. He 
called Rousseau’s Ode to Fortune a moral dissertation in stanzas. 
1 spoke of Dryden’s St. CecUia ; but he did not seem f amili ar with 
our writers. He wished to know the distinctions between our 
dramatic and epic blank verse. He recommended me to read his 
Hermann before I read either the Messiah or the odes. He flattered 
himself that some time or other his dramatic poems would be 
known in England. He had not heard of Cowper. He thought 
that Voss in his translation of the Hiad had done violence to the 
idiom of the German, and had sacrifleed it to the Greek, not 
remembering sufficiently that each language has its particular 
spirit and genius. He said Lessing was the first of their dramatic 
■writers. I complained of Nathan as tedious. He said there was 
not enough of action in it ; but that Lessing was the most chaste 
of their writers. He spoke favourably of Goethe ; but said that 
his Sorrows of Werter was his best work, better than any of 
his di-amas : he preferred the first written to the rest of Goethe’s 
dramas. Schiller’s Robbers he fovmd so extravagant, that he 
could not read it. I spoke of the scene of the setting sun. He 
did not know it. He said Schiller could not live. He thought 
Don Carlos the best of his dramas ; but said that the plot was 
inextricable. It was evident he knew little of Schiller’s works : 
indeed, he said he could not read them. Burger, he said, was a 
true poet, and would live; that Schiller, on the contrary, must 
soon be forgotten ; that he gave himself up to the imitation of 
Shakespeare, who often was extravagant, but that Schiller was 
ten thousand times more so. He spoke very slightingly of Kotze- 
hue, as an immoral author in the first place, and next as deficient 
in power. At Vienna, said he, they are transported ■with him ; 
but we do not reckon the people of Vienna either the wisest or the 
wittiest people of Germany. He said Wieland was a charming 
author, and a sovereign master of his own language : that in this 
respect Geethe cotild not be compared to him, nor indeed could any- 
body else. He said that his fault was to be fertile to exuberance. 
I told him the Oberon had just been translated into English. He 
asked me if I was not delighted with the poem. I answered that 
I thought the story began to flag about the seventh or eighth book, 
and observed that it was unworthy of a man of genius to make 
the interest of a long poem turn entirely upon animal gratification. 
He seemed at first disposed to excuse this by saying, that there 
are different subjects for poetry, and that poets are not ■willing to 
be lestricted in their choice. I answered, that I thought the pas- 
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gion of love as well suited to the purposes of poetry as any other 
passion ; but that it was a cheap way of pleasing to fix the atten- 
tion of the reader through a long poem on the mere appetite. Weill 
but, said he, you see that such poems please everybody. 1 
answered, that it was the province of a great poet to raise people 
up to his own level, not to descend to theirs. He agreed, and con- 
fessed that on no account whatsoever would he have written a 
work like the Oberon. He spoke in raptures of Wieland’s style, 
and pointed out the passage where Betzia is delivered of her 
child as exquisitely beautiful. I said that I did not perceive any 
very striking passages ; but that I made allowance for the imper. 
fections of a translation. Of the thefts of Wieland, he said, ^ey 
were so exquisitely managed, that the greatest writers might be 
proud to steal as he did. He considered the books and fables of 
old romance writers in the light of the ancient mythology, as a 
sort of common property, from which a man was free to takd 
whatever he could make a good use of. An Englishman had pre- 
sented him with the odes of Collins, which he had read with 
pleasure. He knew little or nothing of Gray, except his Elegy in 
a Churchyard. He complained of the fool in Lear. I observed 
that he seemed to give a terrible wildness to the distress, but still 
he complained. He asked whether it was not allowed, that Pope 
had written rhymed poetry with more skill than any of our writers 
— I said I preferred Dryden, because his couplets had greater 
variety in their movement. He thought my reason a good one ; 
but asked whether the rhyme of Pope were not more exact. This 
question I understood as applying to the final terminations, and 
observed to him that I believed it was the case ; but that I thought 
it was easy to excuse some inaccuracy in the final sounds if the 
general sweep of the verse was superior. I told him that we were 
not so exact with regard to the final endings of lines as the French. 
He did not seem to know that we made no distinction between 
masculine and feminine {i.e. single or double) rhymes : at least he 
put inquiries to me on this subject. He seemed to think that no 
language could ever be so far formed as that it might not be en- 
riched by idioms borrowed from another tongue. I said this was 
a very dangerous practice, and added that I thought Milton had 
often injured both his prose and verse by taking this liberty too 
frequently. I recommended to him the prose works of Dryden as 
models of pure and native English. I was treading upon tender 
ground, as I have reason to suppose that he has himself liberally 
indulged in the practice. 

The same day I dined at Mr. Klopstock’s, where 1 had the plea- 
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Bure of a third interview with the poet. We talked principally 
about indifferent things. I asked him what he thought of Kant. 
He said that his reputation was much on the decline in Germany. 
That for his own part he was not surprised to find it so, as the works 
of Kjint were to him utterly incomprehensible — that he had often 
been pestered by the Kanteans ; but was rarely in the practice of 
arguing with them. His custom was to produce the book, open it, 
and point to a passage, and beg they would explain it. This they 
ordinarily attempted to do by substituting their own ideas. I do 
not want, I say, an explanation of your own ideas, but of the pass- 
age which is before us. In this way I generally bring the dispute 
to an immediate conclusion. He spoke of Wolfe as the first meta- 
physician they had in Germany. Wolfe had followers, but they 
could hardly be called a sect ; and luckily till the appearance ot 
Kant, about fifteen years ago, Germany had not been pestered by 
any sect of philosophers whatsoever, but that each man had 
separately pursued his inquiries uncontrolled by the dogmas of a 
master. Kant had appeared ambitious to be the founder of a sect ; 
that he had succeeded ; but that the Germans were now coming to 
their senses again. That Kicolai and Engel had in different ways 
contributed to disenchant the nation, but above all the incompre- 
hensibility of the philosopher and his philosophy. He seemed 
pleased to hear that as yet Kant’s doctrines had not met with 
many admirers in England — did not doubt but that we had too 
much wisdom to be duped by a writer who set at defiance the 
common sense and common understandings of men. We talked 
of tragedy. He seemed to rate highly the power of exciting tears ; 
I said that nothing was more easy than to deluge an audience — 
that it was done every day by the meanest writers. 

I must remind you, my friend, first, that thes<; notes, &c., are 
not intended as specimens of Klopstock’s intellectual power, or 
even “ colloquial ‘prowess,” to judge of which by an accidental con- 
versation, and this with strangers, and those, too, foreigners, 
would be not only unreasonable, but calumnious. Secondly, I 
attribute little other interest to the remarks than what is derived 
from the celebrity of the person who made them. Lastly, if you 
ask me whether I have read the Messiah, and what I think of it, 
I answer — as yet the first four books only : and as to my opinion 
(the reasons of which hereafter) you may guess it from what I 
could not help muttering to myself, when the good pastor this 

morning told me that Klopst<.>ck was the German Milton “ a 

very German Milton indeed ! ! ! Heaven preserve you, and 

S. T. COLEBIDOE 
T 
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CHArTER XXIII. 

Quid quod prafatione pramunierim libeilum, qua Conor omurm offeudiculi antam pro- 
eidrret Ktqut quicquam addubito, quin ea candidit omnibus /aciat satis. Quid autem 
faeias islis, qui lel ob ingenii pertinaciam sibi satisfieri nUint, vd stupiiiiores sint, quam 
ut satisfactUmem intelligant t Sam quemadmodum Simonides dixit, Thessalos Metioret 
esse quam ut possint a u decipi, ita quosdam videos stupidiores quam ut placari queant. 
AiJUuEC.non mirum est, invenire quod csUusnnietur qui nihil aliud queerit nisi quod column 
nietur. 

Ehashus ad Dorpium, Theologum. 

I N the rifacimento of The Friend, I have inserted extracts from 
the Concicmes ad Populum, printed, though scarcely publishi'd, 
in the year 1795, in the very heat and height of my anti-ministerial 
enthusiasm; these in proof that my principles of politics have 
sustained no change. In the present chapter I have annexed to 
my Letters from Germany, •with particular reference to that, 
which contains a disquisition on the modern drama, a critique on 
the tragedy of Bertram, written -within the last twelve months : 
in proof that I have been as falsely charged with any fickleness in 
my principles of tasie. The letter was written to a friend, and the 
apparent abruptness with which it begins is owing to the omission 
of the introductory sentences. 

You remember, my dear Sir, that Mr. Whitbread, shortly before 
his death, proposed to the assembled subscribers of Druiy Lane 
Theatre, that the concern should be farmed to some responsible 
individual under certain conditions and limitations ; and that his 
proposal was rejected, not without indignation, as subversive of 
the main object, for the attainment of which the enlightened and 
patriotic assemblage of philodramatists had been induced to risk 
their subscriptions. Now this object was avowed to be no less 
than the redemption of the British stage not only from horses, 
dogs, elephants, and the like zoological rarities, but also from the 
more pernicious barbarisms and Kotzebuisms in morals and taste. 
Drury Lane was to be restored to its former classic renown ; 
Shakespeare, Jonson, and Otway, -with the expurgated muses of 
Vanburgh, Congreve, and Wycherley, were to be re-inaugurated in 
their rightful dominion over British audiences ; and the B[erculean 
process was to commence, by exterminating the speaking monsters 
imported from the banks of the Danube, compai-ed with which 
their mute relations, the emigrants from Exeter ’Change, and 
Bolito (late Pidcock’s) show-carta, were tame and inoffensive. 
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CoTild an heroic project, at once so refined and so arduous, be 
consistently entrusted to, could its success be rationally expected 
from, a mercenary manager, at whose critical quarantine the hicri 
honUB odor would conciliate a bill of health to the plague in person ? 
No! As the work proposed, such must be the work-masters. 
Bank, fortune, liberal education, and (their natural accompani- 
ments or consequences) critical discernment, delicate tact, disin- 
terestedness, unsuspected morals, notorious patriotism, and tried 
Maecenasship — these were the recommendations that influenced 
the votes of the proprietary subscribers of Drury Lane Theatre, 
these the motives that occasioned the election of its Supreme Com- 
mittee of Management. This circumstance alone would have 
excited a strong interest in the public mind respecting the first 
production of the Tragic Muse, which had been announced imder 
such auspices, and had passed the ordeal of such judgments : and 
the tragedy, on which you have requested my judgment, was the 
work on which the great expectations, justified by so many causes, 
were doomed at length to settle. 

But before I enter on the examination of Bertram, or the Castle 
of St. Aldobrand, I shall interpose a few words on the phrase 
German Drama, which I hold to be altogether a misnomer. At the 
time of Lessing, the German stage, such as it was, appears to have 
been a flat and servile copy of the French. It was Lessing who 
first introduced the name and the works of Shakespeare to the 
admiration of the Germans ; and I should not, perhaps, go too far, 
if I add that it was Lessing who first proved to all thinking men, 
even to Shakespeare’s own coimtrymen, the true nature of his 
apparentirregularities. These, he demonstrated, were deviations 
only from the accidents of the Greek Tragedy; and from such 
accidents as hung a heavy weight on the wings of the Greek 
poets, and narrowed their flight within the limits of what we may 
call the heroic opera. He proved that in all the essentials of art, 
no less than in the truth of nature, the plays of Shakespeare were 
incomparably more coincident with the principles of Aristotle 
than the productions of Corneille and Racine, notwithstanding 
the boasted regularity of the latter. Under these convictions 
were Lessing’s own dmmatic works composed. Their deficiency 
is in depth and in imagination: their excellence is in the construc- 
tion of the plot ; the good sense of the sentiments ; the sobriety of 
the morals, and the high polish of the diction and dialogue. In 
short, his dramas are the very antipodes of all those which it has 
been the fashion of late years at once to abuse and to eiyoy under 
the name of the German drama. Of this latter Schiller’s Robbers 
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was the earliest specimen ; the first fruits of his youth (I had 
aim ist said of his boyhood), and as such, the pledge and promise of 
no ordinary genius. Only as such did the maturer judgment of 
the author tolerate the play. During his whole life he expressed 
himself concerning this production with more than needful 
asperity, as a monster not less offensive to good taste than to 
sound morals ; and in his latter years his indignation at the un- 
wonted popularity of the Robbers seduced him into the contrary 
extremes, viz. a studied feebleness of interest (as far as the interest 
was to be derived from incidents and the excitement of curiosity) ; 
a diction elaborately metrical, the affectation of rhymes, and the 
pedantry of the chorus. 

But to understand the true character of the Robbers, and of the 
countless imitations which were its spawn, I must inform you, or at 
least call to your recollection, that about that time, and for some 
year’s before it, thi-ee of the most popular books in the Grerman 
language were the translations of Young’s Night Thoughts, 
Hervey’s Meditations, and Richardson’s Clarissa Harlowe. Now 
we have only to combine the bloated style and peculiar rhythm of 
Hervey, which is poetic only on account of its utter unfitness for ^ 
prose, and might as appropriately be called prosaic from its utter 
unfitness for poetry; we have only, I repeat, to combine these 
Herveyisms with the strained thoughts, the figurative metaphysics, 
and solemn epigrams of Young on the one hand, and with the 
loaded sensibility, the minute detail, the morbid consciousness of 
every thought and feeling in the whole flux and reflux of the mind ; 
in short, the self -involution and dreamlike continuity of Richard- 
son on the other hand ; and then to add the horrific incidents and 
mysterious villains (geniuses of supernatural intellect, if you will 
take the author’s words for it, but on a level with the meanest 
infiians of the condemned cells, if we are to judge by their actions 
and contrivances) — to add the ruined castles, the dungeons, the 
trap-doors, the skeletons, the flesh- and-blood ghosts, and the per- 
petual moonshine of a modem author (themselves the literary 
brood of the Castle of Otranto, the translations of which, with 
the imitations and improvements aforesaid, were about that time 
beginning to make as much noise in Germany as their originals 
(rei’e making in England) — and as the compound of these ingre- 
dients duly mixed, you will recognise the so-called German drama. 
The olla podrida thus cooked up was denounced, by the best 
critics in Germany, as the mere cramps of weakness, and orgasms 
of a sickly imagination on the part of the author, and the lowest 
provocation of torpid feeling on that of the readers. The old 
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blunder, liowever, concerning the irregularity and wildness of 
Shakespeare, in which the German did but echo the French, who 
\gain were but the echoes of our own critics, was still in vogue, 
and Shakespeare was quoted as authority for the most anti-Shake- 
spearian drama. We have indeed two poets who wrote as one, near 
jhe age of Shakespeare, to whom (as the worst characteristic of 
their writings) the Coryphaeus of the present drama may chal- 
lenge the honour of being a poor relation, or impoverished de- 
scendant. For if we would charitably consent to forget the comic 
humom*, the wit, the felicities of style, in other words, all 
the poetry, and nine-tenths of all the genius of Beaumont and 
Fletcher, that which would remain becomes a Kotzebue. 

The so-called German drama, therefore, is English in its origin, 
English in its materials, and English by re-adoption ; and tiU we 
can prove that Kotzebue, or any of the whole breed of Kotzebues, 
whether dramatists or romantic writers, or writers of romantic 
dramas, were ever admitted to any other shelf in the libraries of 
well-educated Germans than were occupied by their originals, and 
apes’ apes in their mother country, we should submit to carry otir 
own brat on our own shoulders ; or rather consider it as a lack- 
grace returned from transportation, with such improvements only 
in gi'owth and manners as young transported convicts usually 
come home with. 

I know nothing that contributes more to a clear insight into 
the true nature of any literary phenomenon than the comparison 
of it with some elder production, the likeness of which is striking, 
yet only apparent : while the difference is real. In the present 
case this opportunity is furnished us by the old Spanish play en- 
titled Atheista Fulminate, formerly, and perhaps still, acted in the 
churches and monasteries of Spain, and which, under various 
names (Don Juan, The Libertine, &c.) has had its day of favour in 
every country throughout Europe. A popularity so extensive, 
and of a work so grotesque and extravagant, claims and merits 
philosophical attention and investigation. The first point to be 
noticed is, that the play is throughout imaginative. Nothing of 
it belongs to the real world but the names of the places and per- 
sons. The comic parts equally with the tragic, the living equally 
with the defiinct characters, are creatures of the brain ; as little 
amenable to the rules of ordinary probability, as the Satan of 
Paradise Lost, or the Caliban of the Tempest, and therefore to be 
understood and judged of as impersonated abstractions. Bank, 
fortune, wit, talent, acquired knowledge, and liberal accomplish- 
ments, with beauty of person, vigorous health, and constitutional 
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hardihood — all these advantages, elevated by the habits and sym- 
pathif's of noble birth and national character, are supposed to 
have combined in Don Juan, so as to give him the means of car- 
rying into all its practical consequences the doctrine of a godless 
nature, as the sole ground and efficient cause not only of all things, 
events, and appearances, but likewise of all our thoughts, sensa- 
tions, impulses, and actions. Obedience to nature is the only 
virtue: the gratification of the passions and appetites her only 
dictate : each individual’s self-will the sole organ through which 
nature utters her commands, and 

“ Self-contradiction is the oniy wrong I 
For by the laws of spirit, in the right 
Is every individual character 
That acts in strict consistence with itself" 

t 

That speculative opinions, however impious and daring they 
may be, are not always followed by correspondent conduct, is most 
true, as well as that they can scarcely in any instance be system- 
atically realized on accovmt of their unstiitableness to human 
nature and to the institutions of society. It can be hell only 
where it is all heU : and a separate world of devils is necessary for 
the existence of any one complete devU. But on the other hand 
it is no less clear, nor, with the biography of CaiTier and . his 
fellow-atheists before us, can it be denied without wilful blindness, 
that the (so called) system of nature {i.e., materialism, with the 
utter rejection of moral responsibility, of a present Providence, 
and of both present and future retribution) may influence the 
characters and actions of individuals, and even of commimities, to 
a degree that almost does away the distinction between men and 
devils, and will make the page of the future historian resemble the 
narration of a madman’s di’eams. It is not the wickedness of Don 
Juan, therefore, which constitutes the character an abstraction, 
and removes it from the rules of probability ; but the rapid suc- 
cession of the coiTespondent acts and incidents, his intellectual 
superiority, and the splendid accumulation of his gifts and desir- 
able qualities, as co-existant with entire wickedness in one and the 
same person. But this likewise is the very circumstance which 
gives to this strange play its charm and universal interest. Don 
Juan is, from beginning to end, an intelligible character : as much 
so as the Satan of Milton. The poet asks only of the reader what 
as a poet he is privileged to ask, viz., that sort of negative faith in 
the existence of such a being, which we willingly give to produc- 
tions professedly ideal, and a disposition to the same state of 
feeling as that with which we contemplate the idealized figures of 
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the Apollo Belvidere, and the Farnese Hercules. What the Her- 
t!ules is to the eye in coi'poreal strength, Don Juan is to the mind 
in strength of character. The ideal consists in the happy balance 
of the generic with the individual. The former makes the cha- 
racter representative and symbolical, therefore instructive; because, 
mutatis mutandis, it is applicable to whole classes of men. The 
latter gives its living interest ; for nothing lives or is real but as 
definite and individual. To understand this completely the reader 
need only recollect the specific state of his feelings when, in look- 
ing at a picture of the historic (more properly of the poetic or 
heroic) class, he objects to a particular figure as being too much 
of a portrait; and this interruption of his complacency he feels 
without the least reference to, or the least acquaintance with, any 
person in real life whom he might recognise in this figure. It is 
enough that such a figure is not ideal ; and therefore not ideal, 
because one of the two factors or elements of the ideal is in excess. 
A similar and more powerful objection he would feel towards a set 
of figures which were mere abstractions, like those of Cipriani, 
and what have been called Greek forms and faces, i.e., outlines 
drawn according to a recipe. These again are not ideal; be- 
cause in these the other element is in excess. Forma formans per 
formam formatam translucens, is the definition and perfection of 
ideal art. 

This excellence is so happily achieved in the Don Juan, that it 
is capable of interesting without poetry, nay, even without words, 
as in our pantomime of that name. We see clearly how the 
character is formed ; and the very extravagance of the incidents, 
and the superhuman entireness of Don Juan’s agency, prevents 
the wickedness from shocking our minds to any painful degree. 
(We do not believe it enough for this effect ; no, not even with 
that kind of temporary and negative belief or acqiiiescence which 
I have described above.) Meantime the qualities of his character 
are too desirable, too flattering to our pride and our wishes, not 
to make up on this side as much additional faith as was lost on 
the other. There is no danger (thinks the spectator or reader) of 
my becoming such a monster of iniquity as Don Juan ! I never 
shall be an atheist ! I shall never disallow all distinction between 
right and wrong ! I have not the least inclination to be so out- 
rageous a drawcansir in my love affairs ! But to possess such a 
power of captivating and enchanting the affections of the other 
sex ! to be capable of inspiring in a charming and even a virtuous 
woman a love so deep, and so entirely personal to me, tliat even 
my worst vices (if I were vicious), even my cruelty and perfidy 
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(if I were cruel and perfidious), could not eradicate the passion ! 
To be so loved for my own self, that even with a distinct know- 
ledge of my character she yet died to save me ! This, sir, takes 
hold of two sides of our nature, the better and the worse. For 
the heroic disinterestedness, to which love can transport a woman, 
cannot be contemplated vathout an honourable emotion of rever- 
ence towards womanhood : and on the other hand, it is among the 
miseries, and abides in the dark ground- work of our nature, to 
crave an outward confirmation of that something within ua, 
which is our very self, that something, not made up of our qua- 
lities and relations, but itself the supporter and substantial 
basis of aU these. Love me, and not my qualities, may be a 
vicious and an insane wish, but it is not a wish wholly without a 
meaning. 

Without power, virtue would be insufficient and incapable of 
revealing its being. It would resemble the magic transformation 
of Tasso’s heroine into a tree, in which she could only groan and 
bleed. (Hence power is necessarily an object of our desire and of 
our admiration.) But of aU power, that of the mind is, on every 
account, the grand desideratum of human ambition. We shall 
be as gods in knowledge, was and must have been the first tempt- 
ation: and the co-existence of great intellectual lordship with 
guilt has never been adequately represented without exciting the 
strongest interest, and for this reason, that in this bad and hete- 
rogeneous co-ordination we can contemplate the intellect of man 
more exclusively as a separate self-subsistence, than in its proper 
state of subordination to his own conscience, or to the will of an 
infinitely superior being. 

This is the sacred charm of Shakespeare’s male characters in 
general. They are all cast in the mould of Shakespeare’s own 
gigantic intellect ; and this is the open attraction of his Richard, 
lago, Edmimd, &c. in particular. But, again, of all intellectual 
power, that of superiority to the fear of the invisible world is the 
most dazzling. Its influence is abundantly proved by the one 
circumstance, that it can bribe us into a voluntary submission of 
our better knowledge, into suspension of all our judgment derived 
from constant experience, and enable us to peruse with the live- 
liest interest the wildest tales of ghosts, wizards, genii, and secret 
talismans. On this propensity, so deeply rooted in our nature, a 
specific dramatic probability may be raised by a true poet, if the 
whole of his work be in harmony : a dramatic probability, suffi- 
cient for dramatic pleasure, even when the component charactera 
and incidents border on impossibility. The poet does not require 
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as to be awake and believe ; be solicits us only to yield ourselves 
to a dream; and this too with our eyes open, and with our judg* 
ment perdue behind the curtain, ready to awaken us at the first 
motion of our will : and meantime, only, not to disbelieve. And 
m such a state of mind, who but must be impressed with the cool 
intrepidity of Don John on the appearance of his father’s ghost ? 

“ Ghust. — Monster ! behold these wounds ! 

1). John. — I do ! They were well meant and well performed, I see. 

Ghost. Ecpent, repent of alt thy villanles : 

My clamorous blood to heaven for vengeance cries, 

Heaven will pour out his Judgments on you all. 

Hell gapes for you. for you each fiend doth call. 

And hourly waits your unrepentlng fall. 

You with eternal horrors they’ll torment. 

Except of all your crimes you suddenly repent. 

(GAott sints.) 

D. John.— Farewell, thou art a foolish ghost. Repent, quoth he I what could this, mean I 
Our senses are all in a mist sure. 

D. Antonio (one of D. Juan’t reprobate companimt). — They are not I Twas a ghost 
D. Lopez (another reprobate). — I ne'er believed those foolish tales before. 

I). John. — Come ! 'Tis no mutter. l,et it be what it will, it must be natural. 

D. Antonio. — And nature is unalterable in us too. 

U. John. — ’Tis true I 'I’be nature of a ghost can not change ours. 

Who also can deny a portion of sublimity to the tremendous 
consistency with which he stands out the last fearful trial, like a 
second Prometheus ? 

“(Chortu qf devits.) 

“ STATTE.GH 08 r. — Will you not relent and feel remorse ? 

D: John.— Could’st thou bestow another heart on me, I might. But with this heart 1 
hove, I can not. 

1). Lopez. — These things are prodigious. 

D. Antonio. — 1 have a sort of grudging to relent, but something holds me bock. 

1). Lopez.— If we could, ’tis now too late. I will not. 

D. Antonio. — We defy thee<! 

Ghost. — Perish, ye impious wretches I jo and find the punishments laid up in store for 
you ! 

(Thunder and lightning. D. Lopet and D. Antonio are tv dUovrtd up.) 

Ghost (to D. John ). — Behold their dreadful fates, and know that thy last moment's come 
D. John.— Think not to fright me, foolish ghost; ITl break your marble body in pieces 
and pull down your horse. 

(Thunder and lightning — Charm of devils, etc.) 

D. John. These things I see with wonder, but no fear. 

Were all the elements to be confounded. 

And shnfBed all into their former chaos ; 

Were seas of sulphur flaming round about me. 

And all mankind roaring within those fires, 

I could not fear, or feel the least remorse. 

To the last Instant I would dare thy power. 

Here I stand firm, and all thy threats contemn. 

Thy murderer (to the ghost of one whom he had murdered) 

Stands here ! Now do thy worst 1 

(He is suaXUnoed up in a cloud q^./ire.)'* 



Digitized by Google 




282 



Biogrnpliia Literarta. 

In iine, the character of Don John consists in the union of 
everytliing desirable to human nature, as means, and which there- 
fore by the well-known law of association become at length de- 
sirable on their own account. On their own account, and in their 
own dignity, they are here displayed, as being employed to ends 
so wnhuman, that in the effect, they appear almost as means 
without an end. The ingredients too are mixed in the happiest 
proportion, so as to uphold and relieve each other — more espe- 
cially in that constant interpoise of wit, gaiety, and social gene- 
rosity, which prevents the criminal, even in his most atrocious 
moments, from sinking into the mere ruffian, as far at least as 
our imagination sits in judgment. Above all, the fine sufiusion 
through the whole, with the characteristic manners and feelings 
of a highly bred gentleman, gives life to the drama. Thus, having 
invited the statue-ghost of the governor, whom he had murdered, 
to supper, which invitation the marble ghost accepted by a nod of 
the head, Don John has prepared a banquet : 

“ D. JoHX. — Some wine, eirrah I Here’s to Don Pedro’s ghost— he should have been wel- 
come. 

D. Lopbz. — The rascal is afraid of you after death. 

(One knocks hard at the doo)\) 

D. John (to the servant). — ^Rise and do your duty. 

Sbrvast.— O h the devil, the devil I {MarUe ghost enters.) 

D. John.— Ha ! 'tis the ghost ! Let’s rise and receive him I Come Governor, you are 
welcome — sit there ; if we bad thought you would have come, we would have staid for you. 

m * • * m • 

Here, Governor, your health ! Friends, put it about ! Here’s excellent meat, taste of this 
ragouL Come, I’ll help you ; come, eat, and let old quarrels be forgotten. 

(The ghost threatens him \cith vengeance.) 

D. John. — We are too much confirmed — curse on this dry discourse. Come, here's to your 
mistress — ^you had one when you were living : not forgetting your sweet sister. (Devils enter.) 

1). John. — Are these some of your retinue ? I levils say you ? I'm sorry I have no burnt 
brandy to treat ’em with— that’s drink fit for devils," &c. 

Nor is tbe scene from which we quote interesting in dramatic 
probability alone ; it is susceptible likewise of a sound moral ; of 
a moral that has more than common claims on the notice of a too 
numerous class, who are ready to receive the qualities of gentle- 
manly courage and scrupulous honour (in all the recognised laws 
of honour) as the mbstitviea of virtues, instead of its ornaments. 
This, indeed, is the moral value of the play at large, and that 
which places it at a world’s distance from the spirit of modem 
Jacobinism. The latter introduces to us clumsy copies of these 
showy instrumental qualities, in order to reconcile us to vice 
and want of principle ; while the Atheista Fulminaio presents an 
exquisite portraiture of the same qualities, in all their gloss and 
glow, but presents them for the sole purpose of displaying their 
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hollowness, and in order to put us on our guard by demonstrating 
their utter indiflFerence to vice and virtue, whenever these and 
the like accomplishments are contemplated for themselves alone. 

Eighteen years ago I observed, that the whole secret of the 
modem Jacobinical drama (which, and not the German, is its 
appropriate designation), and of all its popularity, consists in the 
confusion and subversion of the natural order of things in their 
causes and effects : namely, in the excitement of surprise by re- 
presenting the qualities of liberality, refined feeling, and a nice 
sense of honour (those things rather which pass amongst us for 
such) in persons and in classes where experience teaches us least 
to expect them ; and by rewarding with all the sympathies which 
are the due of virtue those criminals whom law, reason, and 
religion have excommunicated from our esteem. 

This of itself would lead me back to Bertram, or the Castle of 
St. Aldobrand ; but, in my own mind, this tragedy was brought 
into connection with The Libertine (Shadwell’s adaptation of the 
Atheista Pulminato to the English stage in the reign of Charles 
the Second) by the fact, that our modem drama is taken, in the 
substance of it, from the first scene of the third act of The Liber- 
tine. But with what palpable superiority of judgment in the 
original ! Earth and hell, men and spirits, are up in arms against 
Don John ; the two former acts of the play have not only prepared 
us for the supernatural, but accustomed us to the prodigious. It 
is, therefore, neither more nor less than we anticipate when the 
Captain exclaims : “ In all the dangers I have been, such horrors 
I never knew. I am quite unmanned.” And when the Hermit 
says, “that he had heheld the ocean in wildest rage, yet ne’er 
before saw a storm so dreadful ,- such homd flashes of lightning, 
and such claps of thunder, were never in my remembrance.” And 
Don John’s burst of startling impiety is equally intelligible in 
its motive as dramatic in its effect. 

But what is there to account for the prodigy of the tempest at 
Bertram’s shipwreck ? It is a mere supernatural effect without 
even a hint of any supernatural agency ; a prodigy without any 
circumstance mentioned that is pi*odigious ; and a miracle intro- 
duced without a ground, and ending without a result. Every 
event and every scene of the play might have taken place as well 
if Bertram and his vessel had been driven in by a common hard 
gale, or from want of provisions. The flrst act would have indeed 
lost its greatest and most sonorous picture ; a scene for the sake 
of a scene, without a word spoken ; as such, therefore (a raiuty 
without a precedent), we must take it, and be thankful ! In the 
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opinion of not a few, it was, in every sense of the word, the best 
scene in the play. I am quite certain it was the most innocent : 
and the steady, quiet uprightness of the flame of the wax candles 
which the monks held over the roaring billows amid the storm of 
wind and rain, was really miraculous. 

The Sicilian sea coast: a convent of monks: night: a most 
portentous, imearthly storm : a vessel is wrecked : contrary to 
aU human expectation, one man saves himself by his prodigious 
powers as a swimmer, aided by the peculiarity of his destination : 

"Peior. All, all did perish — 

1st Monk. — Change, cliange tlijse drenched weeds— 

Prior.— 1 wist not of them —every soul did perish— 

Enter 3d Monk luutily. 

3d Monk.— N o, there was one did hattlc with the storm 

With careless desperate force ; full many times 
, His life was won and lost, aa though he recked not — 

No hand did aid him, and he aided none — 

Alone he breasted the broad wave ; alone 
That man was saved." 

Well ! This man is led in by the monks, supposed dripping wet, 
and to very natural inquiries he either remains silent, or gives 
most brief and surly answers, and after three or four of these 
haJf-line courtesies, “ dashing off the monks ” who had saved him, 
he exclaims in the true sublimity of our modem misanthropic 
heroism : 

" Off ! ye arc men — there’s poison In your touch. 

But 1 must 3 rield, for this (wAut f) hath left me strcugthleas." 

So end the three first scenes. In the next (the Castle of St. 
Aldobrand) we find the servants there equally frightened with 
this imearthly stonn, though wherein it differed from other 
violent storms we are not told, except that Hugo informs us, 
page 9 : 

•• Piet. — Hugo, well met. Does e’en thy age bear 
Memory of so terrible a storm ? 

Hugo. — They have been frequent lately. 

Piet. — T hey are ever so in Sicily. 

Hugo. — So it is said. But storms when I was young 

Would still pass o’er like Nature’s fitful fevers. 

And rendered all more wholesome. Now their rage. 

Sent thus unseasonable and profitless. 

Speaks like the threats of Heaven.” 

A most perplexing theory of Sicilian storms is this of old Hugo ! 
and what is very remarkable, not apparently founded on any 
great familiarity of his own with this troublesome article. For 
when Pietro asserts the “ ever more frequency ” of tempests in 
Sicily, the old man professes to know nothing more of the fact, 
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bat by hearsay. “ So it is said.” But why he assumed this 
Btoi*m to be unseasonable, and on what he grounded his prophecy 
(for the storm is still in full fury) that it would be profitless, and 
without the physical powers common to all other violent sea- winds 
in purifying the atmosphere, we are left in the dark ; as well con- 
cerning the particxilar points in which he knew it (during its 
continuance) to differ from those that he had been acquainted 
with in his youth. We are at length introduced to the Lady 
Imogine, who, we leam, had not rested “ through ” the night, not 
on account of the tempest, for 

“ Lung ere the storm arose, her restless gestures 
Forbade all hope to see her blest with sleep.” 

Sitting at a table, and looking at a portrait, she informs us — 
First, that poi*ti-ait-painters may make a portrait from memory : 

" The limner’s art may trace the absent feature.” 

For surely these words could never mean, that a painter may 
have a person sit to him who afterwards may leave the room or 
perhaps the country ? Second, that a portrait-painter can enable 
a mourning lady to possess a good likeness of her absent lover, 
but that the portrait-painter cannot, and who shall 

“ liestore the scenes In which they met and parted ?” 

The natural answer would have been — Why the scene-painter, to 
oe sure ! But this tmreasonable lady requires in addition sundry 
things to be painted that have neither Knes nor colours : 

"The thoughts, the recollections sweet and bitter. 

Or the Elysian dreams of lovers when they loved.” 

Which last sentence must be supposed to mean, when they were 
‘present, and making love to each other. Then, if this portrait 
could speak, it would “ acquit the faith of womankind.” How ? 
Had she remained constant? No, she has been married to 
another man, whose wife she now is. How then ? Why, that, in 
spite of her marriage vow, she had continued to yearn and crave 
for her former lover : 

" This has her body, that her mind : 

Which has the better bargain ?” 

The lover, however, was not contented with this precious 
arrangement, as we shall soon find. The lady proceeds to inform 
us, that during the many years of their separation, there have 
happened in the different parts of the world a number of “ such 
things even such as in a course of years always have, and till 
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the Milleimiuin doubtless always will happen somewhere or 
other. Yet this passage, both in language and in metre, is per- 
haps among the best parts of the play. The lady’s loved com- 
panion and most esteemed attendant, Clotilda, now enters and 
explains this love and esteem by proving herself a most passive 
and dispassionate listener, as well as a brief and lucky querist, 
who asks by chance questions that we should have thought made 
for the very sake of answers. In short, she very much reminds 
us of those puppet-heroines, for whom the showman contrives to 
dialogue without any skill in ventriloquism. This, notwithstanding, 
is the best scene in the play, and though crowded with solecisms, 
corrupt diction, and offences against metre, would possess merits 
sufficient to outweigh them, if we could suspend the moral sense 
during the perusal. It tells well and passionately the preliminary 
circumstances, and thus overcomes the main difficulty of most 
first acts, viz. that of retrospective narration. It teUs us of her 
having been honourably addressed by a noble youth, of rank 
and fortune vastly superior to her own : of their mutual love, 
heightened on her part by gratitude ; of his loss of his sovereign’s 
favour; his disgrace; his attainder and flight; that he (thus 
degraded) sank into a vile ruffian, the chieftain of a murderous 
banditti ; and that from the habitual indulgence of the most re- 
probate habits and ferocious passions, he had become so changed, 
even in his appearance and features, 

*■ That she who- bore him had recoiled from him. 

Nor known the alien visage of her child, 

Yet still tht (Imogine) lov’d him.” 

She is compelled by the silent entreaties of a father, perishing 
with “ bitter shameful want on the cold earth,” to give her hand, 
with a heart thus iiTecoverably pre-engaged, to Lord Aldobrand, 
the enemy of her lover, even to the very man who had baffied his 
ambitious schemes, and was, at the present time, entrusted with 
the execution of the sentence of death which had been passed on 
Bertram. Now, the proof of “ woman’s love,” so industriously 
held forth for the sympathy, if not the esteem, of the audience, 
consists in this : that though Bertram had become a robber and a 
mimderer by trade, a ruffian in manners, yea, with form and 
features at which his own mother could not but “ recoil,” yet she 
(Lady Imogine), “ the wife of a most noble, honoured lord,” estim- 
able as a man, exemplary and affectionate as a husband, and the 
fond father of her only child — that she, notwithstanding all this, 
striking her heart, dares to say to it : 

* But tbo<> art Bertram s still, and Bertram's ever." 
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A monk now enters, and entreats in his prior’s name for the 
wonted hospitality, and “ free Twble usage ” of the Castle of St. 
Aldobrand for some wretched shipwrecked souls, and from this 
learn, for the first time, to our infinite surprise, that notwith- 
standing the supematuralness of the storm aforesaid, not only 
Bertram, but the whole of his gang, had been saved, by what 
means we ajre left to conjecture, and can only conclude that they 
had all the same desperate swimming powers, and the same 
saving destiny as the hero, Bertram himself. So ends the first 
act, and with it the tale of the events, both those with which the 
tragedy begins, and those which had occurred previous to the date 
of its commencement. The second displays Bertram in dis- 
turbed sleep, which the Prior who hangs over him prefers calling 
a “ starting trance,” and with a strained voice, that would have 
awakened one of the seven sleepers, observes to the audience : 

“ How the lip works ! How the bare teeth do fp-Ind 
And beaded drops coarse * down his writbeii brow 

The dramatic effect of which passage we not only concede to the 
admirers of this tragedy, but acknowledge the further advantage 
of preparing the audience for the most surprising series of 
wry faces, proflated mouths, and lunatic gestures, that were ever 
“ lawnched ” on an audience to “ sear + the sense.” 



“ Pbior. — 1 will awake him from this horrid trance. 

This is no natural sleep I Ho, wahe thee, stranger I" 

This is rather a whimsical application of the verb refiex, we 
must confess, though we remember a similar transfer of the agent 
to the patient in a manuscript tragedy, in which the Bertram of 
the piece, prostrating a man with a single blow of his fist, ex- 
claims — “ Knock me thee down, then ask thee if thou liv’st.” — 
Well, the stranger obeys, and whatever his sleep might have 
been, his waking was perfectly natural, for lethargy itself could 
not withstand the scolding stentorship of Mr. Holland, the Prior. 



• “ The big round tears 

Coursed one another down his innocent 
nose 

In piteous chase.” 

says Snakespeure of a wounded stag hanging 
its head over a stream ; naturally from the 
position of the head, and most beautUhlly 
from the association of the preceding Image, 
of tlie chase, in which, “ the poor sequester’d 
stag from the hunter’s aim had ta’en a hurt.” 
In the supposed position of Bertram, the 
metaphor, if not false, loses all the propriety 
of the original 

t Among a numljer of other Instance.s of 
words choeen without reason, Imoglne in the 



first act declares, that thunder-storms were 
not able to intercept her prayers for ” the 
desperate man, in desperate ways who 
dealt " 

" Yea, when the launched bolt did sear her 
sense. 

Her soul’s deep orisons were breathed for 
him; 

t. e., when a red-hot bolt launched at her 
from a thunder-cloiid had cauterised her 
sense, in plain English, burnt her eyes out of 
her head, she kept still praying on. 

“Was not this love? Yea, thus doth 
women love !’’ 
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We nert leam from the best authority — his own confession — thal 
the misanthropic hero, whose destiny was incompatible with 
drowning, is Count Bertram, who not only reveals his past 
fortunes, but avows, with open atrocity, his Satanic hatred of 
Imogine’s lord, and his frantic thirst of revenge; and so the 
raving character raves, and the scolding character scolds — and 
what elseP Does not the Prior act? Does he not send for a 
posse of constables or thief-takers to handcuff the villain, and 
take him either to Bedlam or Newgate ? Nothing of the kind ; 
the author preserves the unity of character, and the scolding 
Prior fi'om &st to last does nothing but scold, with the exception 
indeed of the last scene of the last act, in which with a most 
surprising revolution he whines, weeps, and kneels to the con- 
demned blaspheming assassin out of pure affection to the high- 
hearted man, the sublimity of whose angel-sin rivals the star- 
bright apostate (i.e., who was as proud as Lucifer, and as wicked 
as the Devil), and “ had thrilled him ” (Prior Holland aforesaid) 
with wild admiration. 

Accordingly, in the very next scene we have this tragic Mac- 
heath, with his whole gang, in the Castle of St. Aldobrand, with- 
out any attempt on the Prior’s part either to prevent him, or to 
put the mistress and servants of the castle on their guard against 
their new inmates, though he (the Prior) knew, and confessed that 
he knew, that Bertram’s “ fearful mates ” were assassins so habitu- 
ated and naturalized to guilt, that 

•' When their drenched hold forsook both gold and gear, 

They griped their daggers with a murderer’s instinct 

and though he also knew that Bertram was the leader of a band 
whose trade was blood. To the castle however he goes, thus with 
the holy Prior’s consent, if not with his assistance ; and thither 
let us follow him. 

No sooner is our hero safely housed in the Castle of St. Aldo 
brand, than he attracts the notice of the lady and her confidante, 
by his “ wild and terrible dark eyes,” “ muffled form,” “ fearful 
fonn,” * “ darkly wild,” “ proudly stem,” and the Hke common- 



• This sort of repetition is one of this 
writer’s peculiarities, and there is scarce a 
page which does not furnish one or more 
Instances— Kx. gr. in the first page or two. 
Act 1, line 7th, “and deemed that 1 might 
tieep,’’— Line 10, “ Ihd rock and quiver in 
the bickering jtfarc.”— Lines 14, 15, 16, “But 
by the momently gleams of sheeted bine. Did 
the pale marbles glare so sternly on me, 1 
almost deemed they lived." — Line 37. “ The 



glare of HelL— Line 35, “ 0 holy Prior, this is 
no earthly storm.” — Line 38, “This is no 
earihly storm."—” I.lne 42, “ Dealing with 
us." — Line 43, "Deal thus sternly.” — Line 
44, "Speak! thou hast something seen”'— 
“A fearful stpM.’”— Line 45, “What hast 
thou seen f A piteous, fearful sight .” — 
Line 48, " quivering gleams.” — Line 50, ' In 
the hollow pauses of the storm.” — Lins 61 
I'he pauses qfthe storm,” &c. 
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pliusc indefinites, seasoned by merely verbal antitheses, and at best 
copied with very slight change from the Conrade of Southey’s 
Joan of Arc. The Lady Imogine, who has been (as is the 
case, she teUs us, with all soft and solemn spirits) worship- 
ping the moon on a terrace or rampart within view of the 
castle, insists on having an interview with our hero, and this 
too tete-a-tete. Would the reader learn why and wherefore the 
confidante is excluded, who very properly remonstrates against 
such “ conference, alone, at night, with one who bears such fearful 
form,” the reason follows — “why, therefore, send him!” I say 
follows, because the next line, “ all things of fear have lost their 
power over me,” is separated from the former by a break or pause, 
and besides, that it is a veiy poor answer to the danger, is no 
answer at all to the gross indelicacy of this wilful exposure. We 
must therefore regard it as a mere after-thought, that a little 
softens the rudeness, but adds nothing to the weight, of that exqui- 
site woman’s reason aforesaid. And so exit Clotilda and enter 
Bertram, who “ stands without looking at her,” that is, with his 
lower limbs forked, his arms akimbo, his side to the lady’s front, 
the whole figure resembling an inverted Y. He is soon howevei 
roused from the state surly to the state frantic, and then follow 
raving, yelling, cursing, she fainting, he relenting, in rune Imo- 
gine’s child, squeaks “ mother !” He snatches it up, and with a 
“ God bless thee, child I Bei-tram has kissed thy child,” — the 
curtain drops. The third act is short, and short be our account 
of it. It introduces Lord St. Aldobrand on his road homewai’d, 
and next Imogine in the convent, confessing the foulness of her 
heart to the prior, who first indulges his old humour with a fit of 
senseless scolding, then leaves her alone with her ruffian para- 
mour, with whom she makes at once an infamous appointment, 
and the curtain drops, that it may be carried into act and con- 
summation. 

I want words to describe the mingled horror and disgust, with 
which I witnessed the opening of the fourth act, considering it as 
a melancholy proof of the depravation of the public mind. The 
shocking spirit of Jacobinism seemed no longer confined to 
politics. The familiarity with atrocious events and characters 
appeared to have poisoned the taste, even where it had not 
directly disorganized the moral principles, and left the feelings 
callous to all the mild appeals, and craving alone for the grossest 
and most outrageous stimulants. The very fact then pi-esent to 
our senses, that a British audience could remain passive under 
such an insult to common decency, nay, receive with a thimder of 
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applause a human being supposed to have come reeking from tho 
consummation of this complex foulness and baseness, these and 
the like reflections so pressed as with the weight of lead upon my 
heart, that actor, author, and tragedy would have been forgotten, 
had it not been for a plain elderly man sitting beside me, who 
with a very serious face, that at once expressed surprise and 
aversion, touched my elbow, and pointing to the actor, said to me 
in a half whisper — “ Do you see that little fellow there ? he has 
just been committing adultery !” Somewhat relieved by the laugh 
which this droll address occasioned, I forced back my attention to 
the stage sufficiently to learn, that Bertram is recovered from a 
transient fit of remorse, by the information that St. Aldobrand 
was commissioned (to do what every honest man must have done 
without commission, if he did his duty) to seize hiTn and deliver 
him to the just vengeance of the law ; an information which (as he 
had long known himself to be an attained traitor and proclaimed 
outlaw, and not only a trader in blood himseK, but notoriously the 
Captain of a gang of thieves, pirates, and assassins) assuredly 
could not have been new to him. It is this, however, which alone 
and instantly restores him to his accustomed state of raving, 
blasphemy, and nonsense. Next follows Imogine’s constrained 
interview with her injvired husband, and his sudden departure 
again, all in love and kindness, in order to attend the feast of 
St. Anselm at the convent. This was, it must be owned, a very 
strange engagement for so tender a husband to make wit hin a 
few minutes after so long an absence. But first his lady has told 
him that she has “ a vow on her,” and wishes “ that black perdi- 
tion may gulf her perjured soul” (Note : she is lying at the very 
time) if she ascends his bed till her penance is accomplished. 
How, therefore, is the poor husband to amuse himself in this 
interval of her penance ? But do not be distressed, reader, on 
accoimt of the St. Aldobrand’s absence ! As the author has con- 
trived to send him out of the house, when a husband would be in 
his and the lover’s way, so he will doubtless not be at a loss to 
bring him back again as soon as he is wanted. Well ! the husband 
gone in on the one side, out pops the lover from the other, and for 
the fiendish purpose of harrowing up the soul of his wi’etched 
accomplice in gviilt, by announcing to her with most brutal and 
blasphemous execrations his fixed and deliberate resolve to assas- 
sinate her husband ; all this too is for no discoverable purpose on 
the part of the author, but that of introducing a series of super- 
tragic starts, pauses, screams, struggling, dagger-throwing, falling 
on the ground, starting up again wildly, swearing, outcries for help. 
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falling ag^ain on the ground, rising again, faintly tottei ing towards 
the door, and, to end the scene, a most convenient fainting fit of 
our lady’s, just in time to give Bertram an opportunity of seek- 
ing the object of his hatred, before she alarms the house, which 
indeed she has had full time to have done before, but that the 
author rather chose she should amuse herself and the audience by 
the above-described ravings and startings. She recovers slowly, 
and to her enter Clotilda, the confidante and mother confessor ; 
then commences, what in theatrical language is called the mad- 
ness, but which the author more accurately entitles delirium, it 
appearing indeed a sort of intennittent fever with fits of light- 
headedness off and on, whenever occasion and stage effect happen 
to call for it. A convenient return of the storm (we told the 
reader beforehand how it would be) had changed 

" The rivulet, that bathed the Convent walla. 

Into a foaming flood : upon its brink 

The Lord and his small train do stand appalled. 

With torch and bell from their high batUementa 
The monks do summon to the pass in vain ; 

He must return to-nfght." 

Talk of the devil, and his horns appear, says the proverb : and 
sure enough, within ten lines of the exit of iie messenger sent to 
stop him, the arrival of Lord St. Aldobrand is announced. Ber- 
tram’s ruffian band now enter, and range themselves across the 
stage, giving fresh cause for Imogine’s screams and madness. 
St. Aldobrand having received his mortal wound behind the 
scenes, totters in to welter in his blood, and to die at the feet of 
this double-damned adulteress. 

Of her, as far as she is concerned in this fourth act, we have twO; 
additional points to notice : first, the low cunning and jesuitical 
trick with which she deludes her husband into words of forgive- 
ness, which he himself does not understand ; and secondly, that 
everywhere she is made the object of interest and sympathy, and 
it is not the author’s fault if at any moment she excites feelings 
less gentle than those we are accustomed tO' associate with the 
self-accusations of a sincere, religious penitent. And did a British 
audience endure aU this ? — They received it with plaudits, which, 
but for the rivalry of the carts and hackney coaches, might have 
disturbed the evening prayers of the scanty wedc-day congrega- 
tion at St. Paul’s Cathedral : 

“ Tempora mtUantur sot et mutamur in Mit." 

Of the fifth act, the only thing noticeable (for rant and nonsense, 
though abundant as ever, have l<mg before the last act become 
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things 01 course) is the profane representation of the high altar 
m a chapel, with all the vessels and other preparations for the 
holy sacrament. A hymn is actually sung on the stage by the 
chorister boys ! For the rest, Imogine, who now and then talks 
deliriously, but who is always light-headed as far as her gown and 
hair can make her so, wanders about in dark woods with cavem- 
rocks and precipices in the back scene ; and a number of mute 
dramatis peisonce move in and out continually, for whose presence 
there is always at least this reason, that they afford something to 
be seen by that very large part of a Drury Lane audience who 
have small chance of hearing a word. She had, it appears, taken 
her child with her, but what becomes of the child, whether she 
murdered it or not, nobody can tell, nobody can learn; it was a 
riddle at the representation, and after a most attentive perusal of 
the play, a riddle it remains : 

" No more I know, I wish I did. 

And 1 would tell it all to you ; 

For what became of tbia poor child 
There’s none that ever knew.” 

Wokdswobth’s Thom. 

Our whole information * is derived from the following words : 
Where Is thy child f 

Clotil. (jiointivg to Ou cavern into which the hat looked^ : 

Oh, he lies cold within bis cavern tomb I 
Why dost thou urge her with the horrid theme P 

Priok (who will not, the reader mayobterve, be ditappointedofhit dote of tcolding) 
It was to make (query wake) one living chord o’ th’ heart. 

And I will try, tho’ my own breaks at it. 

Where is thy chiid ? 

IvoG. (with a frantic laugh) : 

'The forest-fiend hath snatched him — 

He (wAo T the fiend or the chUd t) rides the night-mare thro’ the wizard woods.” 

Now these two lines consist in a senseless plagiarism from the 
counterfeited madness of Edgar in Lear, who, in imitation of the 
gipsy incantations, puns on the old word mair, a hag ; and the no 
less senseless adoption of Dryden’s forest-fiend, and the wizard- 
stream by which Milton, in his Lycidas, so finely characterises the 
spreading Deva, fabulosus amnis. Observe, too, these images stand 
unique in the speeches of Imogine, without the slightest resem- 
blance to any thing she says before or after. But we are weary. 
Tho characters in this act frisk about, here, there, and everywhere, 
as teasingly as the Jack o’Lantem lights which mischievous boys, 

* This child is an important personage, for but for its timely appearance. How ungrate 
I see not by what possible means the author ful then cct furdier to notice Its Ikte 7 
could have ended the second and third acts 
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from across a narrow street, throw with a looking-glass on the 
faces of their opposite neighbours. Bertram disarmed, out- 
heroding Charles de Moor in the B«obbers, befaces the collected 
knights of St. Anselm (all in complete armour), and so, by pure 
dint of black looks, he outdares them into passive poltroons. The 
sudden revolution in the Prior’s manners we have before noticed, 
and it is indeed so outre, that a number of the audience imagined 
a great secret was to come out, viz. that the Prior was one of the 
many instances of a youthful sinner metamorphosed into an old 
scold, and that this Bertram would appear at last to be his son. 
Imogine reappears at the convent, and dies of her own accord. 
Bertram stabs himself, and dies by her side, and that the play 
may conclude as it began, viz. in a superfetation of blasphemy 
upon nonsense, because he had snatched a sword from a des- 
picable coward, who retreats in terror when it is pointed towards 
him in' sport; this/eZo de se, and thief -captain, this loathsome and 
leprous confluence of robbery, adultery, murder, and cowardly 
assassination, this monster whose best deed is, the having saved 
his betters from the degradation of hanging him, by turning Jack 
Ketch to himself, flrst recommends the charitable Monks and 
holy Prior to pray for his soul, and then has the folly and impu- 
dence to exclaim : 

“ I died no felon’s death ; 

A warrior’s weapon freed a warrior’s soul !” 



CHAPTER XXTV. 

CONCLC8ION. 

I T sometimes happens that we are punished for our faults by 
incidents, in the causation of which these faults had no share : 
and this I have always felt the severest punishment. The woimd 
indeed is of the same dimensions; but the edges are jagged, and 
there is a dull under-pain that survives the smart which it had 
aggravated. For there is always a consolatory feeHng that 
accompanies the sense of a proportion between antecedents and 
consequents. The sense of Before and After becomes both intel- 
ligible and intellectual when, and only when, we contemplate the 
succession in the relations of Cause and Effect, which like the 
two poles of the magnet manifest the being and unity of the one 
power by relative opposites, and give, as it were, a substratum 
of permanence, of identity, and therefore of reality, to the shadowy 



Digitized by Google 




294 



Btoqraphta Ltteraria. 

flux of Time. It is Eternity revealing itself in the phenomena of 
Time: and the perception and acknowledgment of the propor- 
rionality and appropriateness of the Present to the Past, prove to 
^he afilicted Soul, that it has not yet been deprived of the sight of 
God, that it can still recognise the effective presence of a Father, 
though through a darkened glass and a turbid atmosphere, though 
of a Father that is chastising it. And for this cause, doubtless, 
are we so framed in mind, and even so organized in brain and 
nerve, that all confusion is painful. It is within the experience 
of many medical practitioners, that a patient, with strange and 
unusual symptoms of disease, has been more distressed in mind, 
more wretched, from the fact of being unintelligible to himself and 
others, than from the pain or danger of the disease: nay, that 
the patient has received the most solid comfort, and resumed a 
genial and enduring cheerfulness, from some new symptom or 
product, that had at once determined the name and nature of his 
complaint, and rendered it an intelligible effect of an intelligible 
cause : even though the discovery did at the same moment pre- 
clude all hope of restoration. Hence the mystic theologians, 
whose delusions we may more confidently hope to separate from 
their actual intuitions, when we condescend to read their works 
without the presumption that whatever our fancy (always the ape, 
ahd too often the adulterator and counterfeit of our memory) has 
not made or cannot make a picture of, must be nonsense, — hence, 
I say, the Mystics have joined in representing the state of the 
reprobate spirits as a dreadful dream in which there is no sense 
of reality, not even of the pangs they are enduring — an eternity 
without time, and as it were below it — God present without 
manifestation of His presence. But these are depths, which we 
dare not linger over. Let us turn to an instance more on a level 
with the ordinary sympathies of mankind. Here, then, and in 
this same healing influence of Light and distinct Beholding, we 
may detect the final cause of that instinct which in the great 
majority of instances leads and almost compels the Afflicted to 
communicate their sorrows. Hence too flows the alleviation that 
results from “ opening out our griefs :” which are thus presented 
m distinguishable forms instead of the mist, through which what> 
ever is shapeless becomes magnified and (literally) enormous. 
Oasimir, in the Fifth Ode of his Third Book, has happily * ex- 
pressed this thought. 

* Clattically too, as far as consists with with which the poetiy of the ancients r^Atctt 
the alle^rizing fan^ of the modem, that the world without. Oasimir affords, perhaps, 
BtUi stneing to project the inward, contra- the most striking instance of this cbarao 
distinguishes itself from the seeming ease teristic difference.— For bis ttyUi and dictvM 
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** Me longut tHendi 
Sdit amor fadUtque lucCiu 

■■ naxait meduUat. Fugerit ocyxa, 

Sitnul negantem vitere jiuterit 
, Auret amioorum, et loquaeen 

Quettibiu ecacti&ris iram. 

“ Olim qxterendo detinimtit queri, 

Iptoque fletu lacryma perditur, 

Fee foriit cequi, tiper omnes 
Cura voiot midetque ramos. 

” Viret amicit perdit in auribus 
Minorque temper dividitwr dolor, 

Per multa permUtut vagdri 
Pectara.’’ 

Id.Lib.WL Od. 5. 

I shall not make this an excuse, however, for troubling my readers 
with any complaints or explanations, with which, as readers, they 
Gave little or no concern. It may suffice (for the present at least) 
to declare that the causes that have delayed the publication of 
these volumes for so long a period after they had been printed off, 
were not connected with any neglect of my own ; and that they 
would form an instructive comment on the chapter concerning 
authorship as a trade, addressed to young men of genius in the 
first volume of this work. I remember the ludicrous effect produced 
on my mind by the first sentence of an autobiography, which 
happily for the writer was as meagre in incidents as it is well 
possible for the life of an individual to be — “ The eventful life which 
I am about to record, from the hoiir in which I rose into existence 
on this planet, &c.” Yet when, notwithstanding this warning ex- 
ample of self-importance before me, I review my own life, I cannot 
refrain from' applying the same epithet to it, and with more than 
ordinary emphasis — and no private feeling, that affected myself 
only, should prevent me from puilishing the same (for vrrite it I 
assuredly shall, should life and leisure be granted me) if con- 
tinued reflection should strengthen my present belief, that my 
history would add its contingent to the enforcement of one im- 
portant truth, viz. that we must not only love our neighbours as 
ourselves, but ourselves likewise as our neighbours ; and that we 
can do neither unless we love Grod above both. 



»re really classical: while Cowley, who re- 
sembles Casimir in many respects, com- 
pletely barbarizes hit Latinity, sjkI even bis 
metre, by the heteroc^eous nature of his 
thoughts. That Dr. Johnson should have 
passed a contrary Judgment, and have even 
preferred Cowley’s Latin Poems to Milton's, 
m a cainiee 'bat has, if 1 mistake not. ex- 



cited the surprise of all scholars. I was 
much amused last summer with the laughable 
affright, with which an Italian poet perused 
a page of Cow icy's Davideis, contrasted with 
the enthusiasm with which he hrst ran 
through, and then read aloud, Milton's 
Mantu* and Ad Patrem. 
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• Who lives, that's not 

Depraved or depraves i Who dies, that bean 

A'ot one tpum to the grave — qf their friemU g\ftf" 

Strange as the delusion may appear, yet it is most true that three 
years ago I did not know or believe that I had an enemy in the 
world : and now even my strongest sensations of gratitude are 
mingled with fear, and I reproach myself for being too often dis- 
posed to ask, — Have I one friend? — During the many years 
which intervened between the composition and the publication 
of the Christabel, it became almost as well known among 
literary men as if it had been on co mm on sale ; the same refer- 
ences were made to it, and the same liberties taken with it, even 
to the very names of the imaginary persons in the poem. From 
almost all of our most celebrate poets, and from some with 
whom I had no personal acquaintance, I either received or heard of 
expressions of admiration that (I can truly say) appeared to myself 
utterly disproportionate to a work, that pretended to he nothing 
more than a common Faery Tale. Many, who had allowed no 
merit to my other poems, whether printed or manuscript, and 
who have frankly told me as much, uniformly made an excep- 
tion in favour of the Christabel and the poem entitled Love. 
Tear after year, and in societies of the most different kinds, I had 
been entreated to recite it : and the result -was still the same in 
all, and altogether different in this respect from the effect pro- 
duced by the occasional recitation of any other poems I had com- 
posed. This before the publication. And since then, with very 
few exceptions, I have heard nothing but abuse, and this too in a 
spirit of bitterness at least as disproportionate to the pretensions 
of the poem, had it been the most pitiably below mediocrity, as 
the previous eulogies, and far more inexplicable. In the “ Edin- 
burgh Review,” it was assailed with a malignity and a spirit of 
personal hatred that ought to have injtared only the work in 
which such a tirade was suffered to appear : and this review was 
generally attributed (whether rightly or no I know not) to a man, 
who both in my presence and in my absence has repeatedly pro- 
nounced it the finest poem of its kind in the language. This may 
serve as a warning to authors, that in their calculations on the 
probable reception of a poem they must subtract to a large 
amount from the panegyric, which may have encouraged them to 
publish it, however unsuspicious, and however various the sources 
of this panegyric may have been. And, first, allowances must be 
made for private enmity, of the very existence of which they had 
perhaps entertained no suspicion — ^for personal enmity behind the 
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mask of anonymous criticism: secondly, for the necessity of a 
certain proportion of abuse and ridicule in a Review, in order to 
make it saleable, in consequence of which, if they have no friends 
behind the scenes, the chance must needs be against them ; but 
lastly and chiefly, for the excitement and temporary sympathy of 
feeling, which the recitation of the poem by an admirer, especially 
if he be at once a warm admirer and a man of acknowledged 
celebrity, calls forth in the audience. For this is really a species 
of animal magnetism, in which the enkindling reciter, by per- 
petual comment of looks and tones, lends his own will and appre- 
hensive faculty to his auditors. They live for the time within the 
dilated sphere of his intellectual being. It is equally possible, 
though not equally common, that a reader left to himself should 
sink below the poem, as that the poem left to itself should flag 
beneath the feelings of the reader. But in my own instance, I 
had the additional misfortune of having been gossiped about, as 
devoted to metaphysics, and worse than all to a system incom- 
parably nearer to iiie visionary flights of Plato, and even to the 
jargon of the Mystics, than to the established tenets of Locke. 
Whatever therefore appeared with my name, was condemned 
beforehand as predestined metaphysics, in a dramatic poem, 
which had been submitted by me to a gentleman of great influ- 
ence in the theatrical world, occurred the following passage : — 

' 0 we are qaerulons creatures I Little less 
Than all things can sufSoe to make os happy : 

And little more than nothing is enough 
To make os wretched. ” 

Aye, here now (exclaimed the critic) — here comes Coleridge’s 
metaphysics! And the very same motive (that is, not that the 
lines were unflt for the present state of our immense theatres, 
but that they were metaphysics *) was assigned elsewhere for the 
rejection of the two following passages. The first is spoken in 
answer to a usurper, who had rested his plea on the circumstance, 
that he had been chosen by the acclamations of the people : — 

“ What people ? How convened ? Or if convetMd, 

Must not that magic power that charms together 
Millions of men in council, needs have power 
To win or wield them ? Kaiher, 0 far rather. 

Shout forth thy titles to yon circling mountains. 



* Poor unlucky metaphysics ! and what 
are they? A single sentence expresses the 
ot^ect and thereby the contents of this 
science. rW#4 vtoAn6v : et Deum quantum 
itost et in Deo omnia tcibie. Know thyself: 



and so shalt thou know God, as far as is per- 
mitted to a creature, and in Gk>d all things. 
Surely, there is a strange — nay, rather a too 
natural — aversion in many to know them 
selves. 
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And with a thousandfold reverberation 
Hake the rocks flatter thee, and the volleying air, 

Unbribed, shont back to thee. King Emericb ! 

By wholesome laws to embank the Sovereign Power; 

To deepen by restraint ; and by prevention 
Of lawless will to amaiis and gnide the flood 
In its majestic channel, is man’s task 
And the true patriot’s glory I In all else. 

Men safelier trust to heaven than to themselves 
When least themselves ; even In those whirling crowds 
When folly is contagious, and too oft 
Even wise men leave their better sense at home 
To chide and wonder at them, when return’d.” 

The second passage is in the month of an old and experienced 
oonrtier, betrayed by the man in whom he had most trusted : 

” And yet Sorolta, simple, inexperienced, 

Conld see him as he was and oft has warn’d me. 

Whence learnt she this 7 0 she was innocent 1 
And to be innocent is Nature's wisdom. 

The fledge-dove knows the prowlers of the air. 

Fear’d soon as seen, and flutters back to shelter ! 

And the young steed recoils upon his haunches. 

The never-yet-seen adder’s hiss first heard ! 

Ah ! surer than suspicion’s hundred eyes 
Is that fine sense, which to the pure in heart 
By mere oppugnancy of their own goodness 
BOTeals the approach of evil I” 

As therefore my character as a writer could not easily be more 
injured by an overt act than it was already in consequence of the 
report, I published a work, a large portion of which was profes* 
sedly metaphysical. A long delay occurred between its first 
annunciation and its appearance ; it was reviewed therefore by an- 
ticipation with a malignity so avowedly and exclusively personal 
as is, I believe, unprecedented even in the present contempt of all 
common humanity that disgraces and endangers the liberty of the 
press. After its appearance, the author of this lampoon was 
chosen to review it in the “ Edinburgh Review and under the 
single condition, that he should have written what he him- 
self really thought, and have criticized the work as he would 
have done had its author been indifferent to him, I should have 
chosen that man myself, both from the vigour and the originality 
of his mind, and from his particular acuteness in speculative 
reasoning, before all others. 1 remembered Catullus’s lines : 

“ Detine de quoquam quicquam bene veCle mereri, 

Aut aXiquem fieri poue putare pium. 

Omnia tunt ingrata ; nihil/eeitte benigne ett . 

Jmmo, etiam tadet, Uedet obestque magit. 

Ut mihi, quern nemo graviut nec acerbiut urget 
Quam modo qui me unum atgue unicum amicum haouit.’' 



Digitized by Google 



ConcluHon. 



299 



But I can truly say, that the grief with which I read this 
rhapsody of predetermined insult had the rhapsodist himself foi 
its whole and sole object : and that the indignant contempt which 
it excited in me, was as exclusively confined to his employer and 
suborner. I refer to this review at present, in consequence of 
information having been given me that the innuendo of my 
“ potential infidelity,” groiinded on one passage of my first Lay 
Sermon, has been received and propagated with a degree of ere* 
dence, of which I can safely acquit the originator of the calumny, 
I give the sentences as they stand in the sermon, premising only 
that I was speaking exclusively of miracles worked for the out- 
ward senses of men. “ It was only to overthrow the usurpation 
exercised in and through the senses, that the senses were miracu- 
lously appealed to. Reason and Relioion aee theib own 
EVIDENCE. The natural sun is in this respect a symbol of the 
spiritual. Ere he is fully arisen, and while his glories are still 
under veil, he calls up the breeze to chase away the usurping 
vapours of the night-season, and thus converts the air itself into 
the minister of its own purification : not surely in proof or eluci- 
dation of the light from heaven, but to prevent its interception. 

“ Wherever, therefore, similar circumstances co-exist with the 
same moral causes, the principles revealed, and the examples 
recorded, in the inspired writings render miracles superfluous: 
and if we neglect to apply truths in expectation of wonders, or 
under pretext of the cessation of the latter, we tempt God, and 
merit the same reply which our Lord gave to the Pharisees on a 
like occasion.” 

In the sermon and the notes both the historical truth and the 
necessity of the miracles are strongly and frequently asserted. 
“ The testimony of books of history (i.e., relatively to the signs 
and wonders, with which Christ came) is one of the strong and 
stately pillars of the church ; but it is not the foundation i” 
Instead, therefore, of defending myself, which I could easily 
effect by a series of passages, expressing the same opinion, from 
the Fathers and the most eminent Protestant divines, from the 
Reformation to the Revolution, I shall merely state what my 
belief is concerning the true evidences of Christianity. 1. Its 
consistency with right reason, I consider as the outer court of 
the temple — the common area within which it stands. 2. The 
miracles, with and through which the religion was first revealed 
and attested, I regard as the steps, the vestibule, and the portal 
of the temple. 3. The sense, the inward feeling, in the soul of 
each believer of its exceeding desirableness — the experience, that 
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he needs something, joined with the strong foretokening that th< 
redemption and the graces propounded to us in Christ are whA 
he needs — this I hold to be the true foundation of the spiritual 
edifice. With the strong d priori probability that flows in from 
1 and 3 on the correspondent historical evidence of 2, no man can 
refuse or neglect to make the experiment without guilt. But, 4, 
it is the experience derived from a practical conformity to the 
conditions of the Grospel — it is the opening eye; the dawning 
light; the terrors and the promises of spiritual growth; the 
blessedness of loving Gk>d as Grod, the nascent sense of sin hated 
as sin, and of the incapability of attaining to either without 
Christ ; it is the sorrow that stiU rises up from beneath and the 
consolation that meets it from above ; the bosom treacheries of the 
principal in the warfare and the exceeding faithfulness and long- 
suffering of the uninterested ally ; — in a word, it is the actual 
trial of the faith in Christ, vidth its accompaniments and results, 
that must form the arched roof, and the faith itself is the com- 
pleting keystone. In order to an efficient belief in Christianity, a 
man must have been a Chiistian, and this is the seeming argu~ 
mentwm, in circulo incident to all spiritual truths, to every sub- 
ject not presentable imder the forms of time and space, as long as 
we attempt to master by the reflex acts of the imderstanding 
what we can only know by the act of becoming. “ Do the will of 
My Father, and ye shall know whether I am of God.” ♦ These 
four evidences I believe to have been and still to be, for the 
world, for the whole church, all necessary, all equally necessary ; 
but that at present, and for the majority of Christians bom in 
Christian countries, I believe the third and the fourth evidences 
to be the most operative, not as superseding, but as involving 
a glad undoubting faith in the two former. Credidi, ideogue 
intellexi, appears to me the dictate equally of philosophy and 
religion, even as I believe redemption to be the antecedent of 
sanctification, and not its consequent. All spiritual predicates 
may be construed indifferently as modes of action or as states of 
being. Thus holiness and blessedness are the same idea, now 
seen in relation to act and now to existence. The ready belief 
which has been yielded to the slander of my “ potential infidelity,” 
I attribute in part to the openness with which I have avowed my 
doubts, whether the heavy interdict under which the name of 
Benedict de Spinoza lies is merited on the whole or to the whole 
extent. Be this as it may, I vdsh, however, that I could find in 
the books of philosophy, theoretical or moral, which are alone 
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recommended to the present students of theology in our esta- 
:ilished schools, a few passages as thoroughly Pauline, as com- 
pletely accordant with the doctrines of the established Church, 
as the following sentences in the concluding page of Spinoza’s 
Ethics : — Deinde quo mens hoc amore divino seu beatitudine magia 
gavdet, e6 plus intelligit, eo majorem in affectus habet potentiam, et 
eo minus ab affectibus, gui mali surd, patitur ; atgys adeo ex eo, quod 
mens hoc amore divino seu beatitudine gaudet, potestatem habet 
libidines coercendi, nemo beatitudine gaudet quia affectus coercuit ; 
sed contra potestas libidines coercendi ex ipsa beatitudine oritur. 

With regard to the Unitarians, it has been shamelessly asserted 
that I have denied them to be Christians. God forbid ! For how 
should I know what the piety of the heart may be, or what quan 
turn of error in the understanding may consist with a saving faitL 
in the intentions and actual dispositions of the whole moral being 
in any one individual P Never will God reject a soul that sin- 
cerely loves Him, be his speculative opinions what they may: 
and whether in any given instance certain opinions, be they 
unbelief or misbelief, are compatible with a sincere love of God, 
God only can know. But this I have said, and shall continue to 
say : that if the doctrines, the sum of which I believe to constitute 
the truth in Christ, be Christianity, then Unitarianism is not, and 
vice versa : and that in speaking theologically and impersonally, 
i.e., of Psilanthropism and Theanthropism as schemes of belief, 
without reference to individuals who profess either the one or 
the other, it will be absurd to use a different language as long 
as it is the dictate of common sense that two opposites cannot 
properly be called by the same name. I should feel no offence if 
a Unitarian applied the same to me, any more than if he were to 
say that two and two being four, four and four must be eight : 

'oAAa ppora>v 
rov fieu Ktv«6<j>pov€i 

ayajBuiv tfiaXov. 
rhv 5' av KarofLe/i-^eW ayay 
i<rx^y oiKeujy fropcoi^MxAev koAwki 

cAxwi' 6nt<r<rw, aroAfiot ewp. 

I^DAB. Xem. Ode zl 



This has been my object, and this alone can be my defence — 
and O ! that with this my personal as well as my literary life 
might conclude ! the unquenched desire I mean, not without the 
consciousness of having earnestly endeavoured to kindle young 
minds, and to guard them against the temptations of scomers, by 
showing that the scheme of Christianity, as taught in the liturgy 
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tnd homilies of our Church, though not discoverable by human 
reason, is yet in accordance with it ; that Hulf follows linV by 
necessary consequence; that religion passes out of the ken of 
reason only where the eye of reason has reached its own horizon ; 
and that Faith is then but its continuation: even as the day 
softens away into the sweet twilight, and twilight, hushed and 
breathless, steals into the darkness. It is night, sacred night! 
the upraised eye views only the starry heaven which manifests 
tself alone : and the outward beholding is fixed on the sparks 
twinkling in the awful depth, though suns of other worlds, 
only to preserve the soul steady and collected in its pure act of 
inward adoration to the great I AM, and to the filial WoED 
that re-affirmeth it from Eternity to Eternity, whose choral echo 
is the universe. 
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PSALM LXXVIII. V. 5, 6, 7. 

V. 5. For he established a testimony in Jacob and appointed a law in Israel : which he com^ 
maoded onr fathers, that they should make them known to their children. 6. That the 
gencratioo to come might know them, even the children which should he bom ; who should 
arise and declare them to their children ; 1 . That they might set their hope in Ood, and not 
Coigetthe works of God. 

I F OUT whole knowledge and information concerning the Bible had 
been confined to the one fact of its immediate derivation from 
God, we should still presume that it contained rules and assis- 
tances for all conditions of men under all circumstances ; and there- 
fore for commimities no less than for individuals. The contents 
of every work must correspond to the character and designs of the 
work-master ; and the inference in the present case is too obvious 
to be overlooked, too plain to be resisted. It requires, indeed, all 
the might of superstition to conceal from a man of common under- 
standing the further truth, that the interment of such a treasure 
in a dead language must needs be contrary to the intentions of the 
gracious Donor. Apostacy itself dared not question the premises, 
and that the practical consequence did not foUow, is conceivable 
only under a complete system of delusion, which from the cradle 
to the death-bed ceases not to over-awe the will by obscure fears, 
while it pre-occupies the senses by vivid imagery and ritual panto- 
mime. But to such a scheme all forms of sophistry are native. 
The very excellence of the Giver has been made a reason for with- 
holding the gift; nay, the transcendent value of the gift itself 
assigned as the motive of its detention. We may be shocked at 
the presumption, but need not be surprised at the fact, that a 
jealous priesthood should have ventured to represent the applica- 
bility of the Bible to all the wants and occasions of men as a wax- 
like pliability to all their fancies and prepossessions. Faithful 
guardians of Holy Writ! they are constrained to make it useless 
in order to guai-d it from pi-ofanation ; and those whom they have 
most defrauded are the readiest to justify the fraud. For impos- 
ture, organized into a comprehensive and self-consistent whole) 
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forma a world of its own, in which inversion becomes the order of 
nature. 

Let it not be forgotten, however (and I recommend the fact to 
the especial attention of those among ourselves who are disposed to 
rest contented with an implicit faith and passive acquiescence), that 
the church of superstition never ceased to avow the profoundest 
reverence for the Scriptures themselves, and what it forbids its 
vassals to ascertain, it not only permits, but commands them to 
fake for granted. 

Whether, and to what extent, this suspension of the rational 
functions, this spiritual slumber, will be imputed as a sin to the 
souls who are still under chains of papal darkness, we are neither 
enabled or authorized to determine. It is enough for us to know 
that the land in which we abide has like another Goshen been 
severed from the plague, and that we have light in our dwellings. 
The road of salvation for us is a high road, and the waj-farers, 
though “ simple, need not err therein.” The Gospel lies open in 
the market-place, and on every window seat, so that (virtually at 
least) the deaf may hear the words of the Book ! It is preached 
at every turning, so that the blind may see them. (Isai. xxix. 
18.) The circumstances then being so different, if the result should 
prove similar, we may be quite certain that we shall not be held 
guiltless. The ignorance, which may be the excuse of others, will 
be our crime. Our birth and denizenship in an enlightened and 
protestant land will, with all our rights and franchises to boot, be 
brought in judgment against us, and stand first in the fearfxil list 
of blessings abused. The glories of our country will for*m the 
blazonry of our own impeachment, and the very name of English- 
men, which we are almost all of us too proud of, and scarcely any 
of us enough thankful for, will be annexed to that of Christians 
only to light up oru* shame, and aggravate our condemnation. 

I repeat, therefore, that the habitual unreflectingness, which 
in certain countries may be susceptible of more or less pallia- 
tion in most instances, can in this country be deemed blameless 
in none. The humblest and least educated of o\ir coimtrymen 
must have wilfully neglected the inestimable privileges, secured to 
all alike, if he has not himself found, if he has not from his own 
personal experience discovered, the suflSciency of the Scriptures 
in all knowledge' requisite for a right performance of his duty 
as a man and a Christian (see Appendix A,). Of the labouring 
classes, who in all countries form the great majority of the in- 
habitants, more than this is not demanded, more than this is not 
perhaps geneiully desirable — “ They are not sought for in public 
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counsel, nor need they be found where politic sentences are 
spoken. It is enough if every one is wise in the working of 
his own craft : so best will they maintain the state of the world.” 

But you, my friends, to whom the following pages are more 
particularly addressed, as to men moving in the higher class of 
society : — You will, I hope, have availed yourselves of the ampler 
means entrusted to you by God’s providence, to a more extensive 
study and a wider use of His revealed will and word. From you 
we have a right to expect a sober and meditative accommodation to 
your own times and coimtry of those important truths declared in 
the inspired writings “ for a thousand generations,” and of the 
awful examples, belonging to all ages, by which those truths are 
at once illustrated and confirmed. Would you feel conscious that 
you had shown yourselves unequal to your station in society — 
would you stand degraded in your own eyes, if you betrayed an 
utter want of information respecting the acts of human sovereigns 
and legislators? And should you not much rather be both 
ashamed and afraid to know yourselves inconversant with the 
acts and constitutions of God, whose law executeth itself, and 
whose Word is the foundation, the power, and the life of the \mi- 
verse ? Do you hold it a requisite of your rank to show yom^elves 
inquisitive concerning the expectations and plans of statesmen and 
state-councillors P Do you excuse it as natural curiosity, that 
you lend a listening ear to the guesses of state gazers, to the dark 
hints and open revilings of our self-inspired state fortune-tellers, 
“ the wizards that peep and mutter ” and forecast, alarmists by 
trade, and malcontents for their bread? And should you not 
feel a deeper interest in predictions which are permanent prophe- 
cies, because they are at the same time eternal truths ? Predic- 
tions which in containing the grounds of fulfilment involve the 
principles of foresight, and teach the science of the future in its 
perpetual elements ? 

But I will struggle to believe that of those whom I now suppose 
myself addressing, there are few who have not so employed their 
greater leisure and superior advantages as to render these remarks, 
if not wholly superfluous, yet personally inapplicable. In common 
with your worldly inferiors, you will indeed have directed your 
main attention to the promises and the information conveyed in 
the records of the Evangelists and Apostles-; promises, that need 
only a lively trust in them, on our own part, to be the means as 
well as the pledges of our eternal welfare ! information that opens 
out to our knowledge a kingdom that is not of this world, thrones 
that cannot be shaken, and sceptres that can neither he broken not 
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transferred ! Yet not the less on this aecount will yon have looked 
back with a proportionate interest on the temporal destinies o£ 
men and nations, stored up for our instruction in the archives of 
the Old Testament : not the less will you delight to retrace the 
paths by which Providence has led the kingdoms of this world 
through the valley of mortal life — paths engraved with the foot- 
marks of captains sent forth from the God of armies ! Nations in 
whose guidance or chastisement the arm of Omnipotence itself 
was made bare. 

Recent occmTences have given additional strength and fresh 
force to our sage poet’s eulogy on the Jewish prophets : 

“ As men divinely taught and better teaching 
The solid rules of civil goveniment 
In their majestic unaffected style, 

Than all the oratory of Greece and Rome. 

In them Is plainest taught and easiest learnt 
What makes a nation happy and keeps it so. 

What ruins kingdoms and lays cities flat." 

Pabadise Reoaiked, tv. 354. 

If there be any antidote to that restless craving for the wonders 
of the day, which in conjunction with the appetite for publicity is 
spreading like an efflorescence on the surface of our national 
character ; if there exist means for deriving resignation from gene- 
ral discontent, means of building up with the very materials of 
political gloom that stedfast frame of hope which affords the only 
certain shelter from the throng of self-realizing alarms, at the 
same time that it is the natural home and workshop of all the active 
virtues ; that antidote and these means must be sought for in the 
collation of the present with the past, in the habit of thoughtfully 
assimilating the events of our owm age to those of the time before 
us. If this be a moral advantage derivable from history in gene- 
ral, rendering its study therefore a moral duty for such as possess 
the opportunities of books, leisure and education, it would be incon- 
sistent even with the name of believers not to recur with pre-emi- 
nent interest to events and revolutions, the records of which are 
as much distinguished from all other history by their especial 
claims to divine authority, as the facts themselves were from all 
other facts by especial manifestation of divine interference. 
“Whatsoever things,” saith St. Paul (Romans xv. 4) “were writ- 
ten aforetime, were written for our learning; that we through 
patience and comfort of the Scriptures might have hoi>e.” 

In the infancy of the world, signs and wonders were requisite 
in order to startle and break dovm that superstition, idolatrous in 
itself and the source of all other idolatry, which tempts the natu- 
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ral man to seek the true cause and origin of public calamities in 
outwai'd circumstances, persons and incidents : in agents, there- 
fore, that were themselves but surges of the same tide, passive 
conductors of the one invisible influence, under which the total 
host of billows, in the whole line of successive impulse, swell and 
roll shoreward ; there finally, each in its turn, to strike, roar, and 
be dissipated. 

But with each miracle worked there was a tinith revealed, which 
thenceforward was to act as its substitute : and if we think the 
Bible less applicable to us on account of the miracles, we degrade 
ourselves into mere slaves of sense and fancy, which are indeed 
the appointed medium between eai-th and heaven, but for that 
very cause stand in a desirable relation to spiritual truth then 
only, when, as a mere and passive medium, they yield a free pas- 
sage to its light. It was only to overthrow the usirrpation exercised 
in and through the senses, that the senses were miraculously 
appealed to. Beason and religion (Appendix B.) are their own 
e^^dence. The natural Sun is in this respect a symbol of the 
spiritual. Ere he is fully arisen, and while his glories are still 
xmder veil, he calls up the breeze to chase away the usurping 
vapours of the night season, and thus converts the air itseK into 
the minister of its own purification : not surely in proof or eluci- 
dation of the light from heaven, but to prevent its interception. 

Wherever, therefore, similar circumstances co-exist with the 
same moral causes, the principles revealed, and the examples re ■ 
corded, in the inspired writings render miracles superfluous : and 
if we neglect to apply truths in expectation of wonders, or imder 
pretext of the cessation of the latter, we tempt God and merit the 
same reply which our Lord gave to the Pharisees on a like occa- 
sion. “ A wicked and an adulterous generation seeketh after a 
sign, and there shall no sign be given to it, but the sign of the 
prophet Jonas that is, a threatening call to repentance. (Appen- 
dix 0.) Equally applicable and prophetic will the following verses 
be : “ The men of Nineveh shall rise in judgment with this gene- 
ration and shall condemn it, because they repented at the preach- 
ing of Jonas, and behold, a greater than Jonas is here. The 
queen of the south shall rise up in the judgment with this gene- 
ration, and shall condemn it : for she came from the uttermost 
parts of the earth to hear the wisdom of Solomon, and behold a 
greater than Solomon is here.” For have we not divine assur- 
ance that Christ is with His chur ’i, even to the end of the world ? 
And what could the queen of the south, or the men of Nineveh 
have beheld, that could enter into competition with the events of 
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our own times, in importance, in splendour, or even in strange- 
ness and significancy ? 

The true origin of human events is so little susceptible of that 
kind of evidence which can compel our belief ; so many are the 
disturbing forces which in every cycle or ellipse of changes modify 
the motion given by the first projection ; and every age has, or 
imagines it has, its own circumstances which render past experi- 
ence no longer applicable to the present case; that there will 
never be wanting answers, and explanations, and specious flatteries 
of hope to persuade a people and its government that the history 
of the past is inapplicable to their case. And no wonder, if we 
read history for the facts instead of reading it for the sake of the 
general principles, which are to the facts as the root and sap of a 
tree to its leaves : and no wonder, if history so read should find a 
dangerous rival in novels, nay, if the latter should be preferred to 
the former on the score even of probability. I well remember, 
that when the examples of former Jacobins, as Julius Caesar, 
Cromwell, and the like, were adduced in France and England at 
the commencement of the French Consulate, it was ridiculed as 
pedantry and pedant’s ignorance to fear a repetition of usurpation 
and military despotism at the close of the enlightened eighteenth 
century ! Even so, in the very dawn of the late tempestuous day, 
when the revolutions of Corcyra, the proscriptions of the Ee- 
formers, Marius, Caesar, &c„ and the direful effects of the level- 
ling tenets in the Peasants’ War in Germany (differenced from 
the tenets of the first French constitution only by the mode of 
wording them, the figures of speech being borrowed in the one 
instance from theology, and in the other from modem meta-’ 
physics), were \irged on the Convention, and its vindicators ; the 
Magi of the day, the trae citizens of the world, the pluequam- 
perfecti of patriotism, gave us set proofs that similar results were 
impossible, and that it was an insult to so philosophical an age, 
to so enlightened a nation, to dare direct the public eye towards 
them as to lights of warning ! Alas ! like lights in the stem of a 
vessel they illumined the path only that had been passed over ! 

The politic Florentine * has observed, that there are brains of 
three races. The one understands of itself; the other under- 
stands as much as is shown it by others ; the third neither under- 
stands of itself, nor what is shown it by others. In our times 
there are more perhaps who belong to the third class from vanity 

* Sono dl tre generazioni ccrvelli ; rdbo in- gU e nostro ; e il terzo non Intends n6 per se 
teode per se ; I'altro intende quanto da altri steaao ne per dimoetrazlone d’altri. 
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and acqtured frivolity of mind, than from natural incapacity. It 
is no uncommon foible with those who are honoured with the 
acquaintance of the great, to attribute national events to pai'ti- 
cular persons, particular measures, to the errors of one man, to 
the intrigues of another, to any possible spark of a particular 
occasion, rather than to the true proximate cause (and which 
alone deserves the name of a cause), the predominant state of 
public opinion. And still less are they inclined to refer the latter 
to the ascendancy of speculative principles, and the scheme or 
mode of thinking in vogue. I have known men, who with signi- 
ficant nods and the pitying contempt of smiles, have denied all 
influence to the corruptions of moral and political philosophy, 
and with much solemnity have proceeded to solve the riddle of 
the French Revolution by anecdotes ! Tet it would not be diffi- 
cult, by an unbroken chain of historic facts, to demonstrate that 
the most important changes in the commercial relations of the 
world had their origin in the closets or lonely walks of uninter- 
ested theorists ; — that the mighty epochs of commerce, that have 
changed the face of empires, nay, the most important of those 
discoveries and improvements in the mechanic arts, which have 
numerically increased our population beyond what the wisest 
statesmen of Elizabeth’s reign deemed jKJssible, and again doubled 
this population virtually; the most important, I say, of those 
inventions that in their results 



best uphold 

War by her two main nerves, iron and gold, 

had their origin not in the cabinets of statesmen, or in the 
practical insight of men of business, but in the closets of uninter- 
ested theorists, in the visions of recluse genius. To the immense 
majority of men, even in civilized countries, speculative philo- 
sophy has ever been, and must ever remain, a terra incognita. 
Yet it is not the less tiue, that all the epoch-forming revolutions 
of the Christian world, the revolutions of religion and with them 
the ciril, social, and domestic habits of the nations concerned, 
have coincided with the rise and fall of metaphysical systems. 
So few are the minds that really govern the machine of society, 
and so incomparably more numerous and more important are the 
indirect consequences of things than their foreseen and direct 
effects. 

It is with nations as with individuals. In tranquil moods and 
peaceable times we are quite practical. Facts only and cool com- 
mon sense are then in fashion. But let the winds of passion 
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swell, and straightway men begin to generalize ; to connect by 
remotest analogies ; to express tbe most universal positions of 
reason in tbe most glowing figures of fancy ; in short, to feel 
particular truths and mere facts, as poor, cold, nan-ow, and in- 
commensurate with their feelings. 

The Apostle of the Gentiles quoted from a Greek comic poet. 
Let it not then be condemned as unseasonable or out of place, if 
I remind you that in the intuitive knowledge of this tnith, and 
with his wonted fidelity to nature, our own great poet has placed 
the greater number of his profoundest maxims and general 
truths, both political and moral, not in the mouths of men at 
ease, but of men under the influence of passion, when the mighty 
thoughts over-master and become the tyrants of the mind that 
has brought them forth. In his Lear, Othello, Macbeth, Hamlet, 
principles of deepest insight and widest interest fly off like sparks 
from the glowing iron under the loud anvil. It seems a paradox 
only to the unthinking, and it is a fact that none but the unread 
in history will deny, that in periods of popular tumult and inno- 
vation the more abstract a notion is, the more readily has it been 
foimd to combine, the closer has appeared its afllnity, with the 
feelings of a people and with all their immediate impulses to 
action. At the commencement of tbe French Revolution, in the 
remotest villages evei-y tongue was employed in echoing and 
enforcing the almost geometrical abstractions of the physiocratic 
politicians and economists. The public roads were crowded with 
armed enthusiasts disputing on the inalienable sovereignty of 
the people, the imprescriptible laws of the pure reason, and the 
universal constitution, which, as rising *oiit of the nature and 
rights of man as man, all nations alike were under the obligation 
of adopting. Turn over the fugitive writings, that are still extant, 
of the age of Luther ; peruse the pamphlets and loose sheets that 
came out in flights during the reign of Charles the First and the 
Republic ; and you will find in these one continued comment on 
the aphorism of Lord Chancellor Bacon (a man assuredly suffi- 
ciently acquainted with the extent of secret and personal influ- 
ence), that the knowledge of the speculative principles of men in 
general between the age of twenty and thirty, is the one great 
Bomce of political prophecy. And Sir Philip Sidney regarded the 
adoption of one set of principles in the Netherlands as a proof of 
the divine agency and the foimtain of all the events and successes 
of that revolution. 

A calm and detailed examination of the facts justifies me to 
my own mind in hazarding the bold assertion, that the fearful 
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olunders of the late dread revolution, and all the calamitous 
mistakes of its opponents, from its commencement even to the 
era of loftier principles and wiser measures (an era that began 
with, and ought to be named from, the war of the Spanish and 
Portuguese insurgents), every failure with all its gloomy results, 
may be unanswerably deduced from the neglect of some maxim 
or other that had been established by clear reasoning and plain 
facts in the writings of Thucydides, Tacitus, Machiavel, Bacon, or 
Harrington. These are red-letter names even in the almanacs of 
worldly wisdom : and yet I dare challenge all the critical benches 
of infidelity to point out any one important truth, any one 
efficient, practical direction or warning, which did not pre-exist, 
and for the most part in a sounder, more intelligible, and more 
comprehensive fonn, in the Bible. 

In addition to this, the Hebrew legislator, and the other in- 
spired poets, prophets, historians and moralists of the Jewish 
church have two immense advantages in then' favour. First, 
their particular rules and prescripts flow dii-ectly and visibly 
from Tiniversal principles, as from a foimtain: they flow from 
principles and ideas that are not so properly said to be confirmed 
by reason as to be reason itself. Principles, in act and proces- 
sion, disjoined Jrom which, and from the emotions that inevitably 
accompany the actual intuition of their tiaith, the widest maxims 
of prudence are like arms without hearts, muscles without nerves. 
Secondly, from the veiy nature of these principles, as taught in 
the Bible, they are understood in exact proportion as they are 
believed and felt. The regulator is never separated from the 
main spring. For the words of the apostle are literally and 
philosophically true : We (that is, the human race) live by faith. 
Whatever we do or know, that in kind is different from the brute 
creation, has its origin in a determination of the reason to have 
faith and trust in itself. This, its first act of faith is scarcely 
less than identical with its own being. ImpUeite, it is the copula 
— it contains the possibility — of every position, to which there 
exists any coiTespondence in reality. It is itself, therefore, the 
realizing principle, the spiritual substratum of the whole complex 
body of truths. This primal act of faith is enunciated in the 
word, God : a faith not derived from experience, but its ground 
and source, and without which the fleeting chaos of facts woiild 
no more form experience, than the dust of the gi-ave can of itself 
make a living man. The imperative and oracular form of the 
inspired Scripture is the form of reason itseK in ill things purely 
rational and moral. 
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If it be the word of Divine Wisdim, we might anticipate that 
it would in all things be distinguished from other books, as the 
Supreme Reason, wtiose knowledge is creative, and antecedent to 
the things known, is distinguished from the understanding, or 
creaturely mind of the individual, the acts of which are pos- 
terior to the things it records and arranges. Man alone was 
created in the image of God : a position groundless and inexpli- 
cable, if the reason in man do not differ from the \mderstand- 
ing. For this the inferior animals (many at least) possess in 
degree : and assuredly the divine image or idea is not a thing of 
degrees. 

Hence it follows that what is expressed in the inspired writings, 
is implied in all absolute science. The latter whispers what the 
former utter as with the voice of a trumpet. As sure as God 
liveth, is the pledge and assurance of every positive truth, that is 
asserted by the reason. The human understanding musing on 
many things, snatches at truth, but is frustrated and disheartened 
by the fluctuating nature of its objects ;* its conclusions there- 
fore are timid and uncertain, and it hath no way of giving per- 
manence to things but by reducing them to abstractions : hardly 
(saith the author of the “ Wisdom of Solomon,” of whose words 
the preceding sentence is a paraphrase), hardly do we guess 
aright at things that are upon earth, and with labour do we find 
the things that are before us ; but all certain knowledge is in the 
power of Gk)d, and a presence from above. So only have the ways 
of men been reformed, and every doctrine that contains a saving 
truth, and all acts pleasing to God (in other words, all actions 
consonant with human nature, in its original intention), are 
through wisdom : that is the rational spirit of man. 

This, then, is the prerogative of the Bible ; this is the privilege 
of its believing students. With them the principle of knowledge 
is likewise a spring and principle of action. And as it is the only 
certain knowledge, so are the actions that flow fjjom it the only 
ones on which a secure reliance can be placed. The understand- 
ing may suggest motives, may avail itself of motives, and make 
judicious conjectures respecting the probable consequences of 
actions. But the knowledge taught in the Scriptures produces 
the motives, involves the consequences ; and its highest formula 
is still : As sure as Grod liveth, so will it be imto thee ! Strange 

* IIoTW^ ov#c f my ifi^yjyai Ttp 041a avyurrarai koX airoXciirvtt kcu irp 6 <ret^i 
Koa ‘HpdtcXtiroy ovt< overtax ical airct<ri o$€v ovi‘ rU r 6 cli^ rb 

Hf icara oAAa c^vrrp’i leal ytyy6f£tvoy avr^ rep ^i^dcfrore 

futrafioXw xoi froAtv i<rreuT#a& T^y ^ytaty, — PLUTAttCU* Siiit. 

•yci, fjLokXov dc ovoi iraMv Qv&i vorepOK oAA* HulL cap. xviiL Voi, lx. jk. 239* 
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as this position will appear to such as forget that motives can be 
causes only in a secondary and improper sense, inasmuch as the 
man makes the motive, not the motive the man ; and that the 
same thought shall be a motive to one man and no motive to his 
neighbour; (a sufficient proof that the motives themselves are 
effects, the principle of which, good or evil, lies far deeper) — 
matter for scorn and insidt though this position will furnish to 
those, who think (or try to think) every man out of his senses 
who has not lost his reason (or ahenat^ it by wilful sophistry, 
demanding reasons for reason itself), yet aJJ history bears evidence 
to its truth. The sense of expediency, the cautious balancing of 
comparative advantages, the constant wakefulness to the cui bono ? 
— in connection with the quid mihi 1 — all these are in their places 
in the routine of conduct, by which the individual provides for 
himself the real or supposed wants of to-day and to-morrow : and 
in quiet times and prosperous circumstances a nation presents 
an aggregate of such individuals, a busy ant-hill in calm and 
simshine. By the happy organization of a well-governed society, 
the contradictory interests of ten millions of such individuals 
may neutralize each other, and be reconciled in the Tinity of the 
national interest. But whence did this happy organization first 
come? — Was it a tree transplanted from Paradise, with all its 
branches in full fruitage? — Or was it sowed in sunshine? — Was 
it in vernal breezes and gentle rains that it fixed its roots, and 
grew and strengthened? Let histoiy answer these questions! 
With blood was it planted — it was rocked in tempests — the goat, 
the ass, and the stag gnawed it — the wild boar has whetted his 
tusks on its bark. The deep scars are still extant on its trunk, 
and the path of the lightning may be traced among its higher 
branches. And even after its full growth, in the season of its 
strength, “ when its height reached to the heaven, and the sight 
thereof to all the earth,” the whirlwind has more than once forced 
its stately top to touch the ground : it has been bent like a bow, 
and sprang back like a shaft. Mightier powers were at work 
than expediency ever yet called up ! — yea, mightier than the mere 
understanding can comprehend 1 One confirmation of the latter 
assertion you may find in the history of our country, written by 
the same Scotch philosopher, who devoted his life to the under- 
mining of the Christian religion ; and expended his last breath 
in a blasphemous regret that he had not survived it ! — by the 
same heartless sophist who, in this island, was the main pioneer 
of that atheistic philosophy, which in France transvenomed the 
uatural thirst of truth into the hydrophobia of a wild and 
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homeless scepticism; the Elias of that Spirit of Antichrist* 
•which 

still promising 

Freedom, itself too sensual to be free, 

Poisons life’s amities and cheats the soul 
Of faith, and quiet hope and all that lifts 
And all that soothes the spirit I 

This inadequacy of the mere understanding to the apprehension 
of moral greatness we may trace in this historian’s cool system- 
atic attempt to steal away every feeling of reverence for evei'y 
great name by a scheme of motives, in which as often as possible 
the efforts and enterprises of heroic spirits are attributed to this 
or that paltry view of the most despicable selfishness. But in the 
majority of instances this would have been too palpably false and 
slanderous : and therefore the founders and martyrs of our church 
and constitution, of our civil and religious liberty, are represented 
as fanatics and bewildered enthusiasts. But histories incom- 
parably more authentic than Mr. Hume’s (nay, spite of himself 
even his own history), confirm by irrefragable evidence the aphor- 
ism of ancient wisdom, that nothing gi’eat was ever achieved 
•without enthusiasm. For what is enthusiasm but the oblivion 
and swallowing-up of seK in an object dearer than self, or in an 
idea more •vivid? — How this is produced in the enthusiasm of 
wickedness, I have explained in the third comment annexed to 
this discourse. But in the genuine enthusiasm of morals, reli- 
gion, and patriotism, this enlargement and elevation of the soul 
above its mere self attest the presence, and accompany the intui- 
tion of ultimate principles alone. These alone can interest the 
undegraded human spirit deeply and enduringly, because these 
alone belong to its essence, and will remain with it permanently. 

Notions, the depthless abstractions of fleeting phenomena, the 
shadows of sailing vapours, the colourless repetitions of rainbows, 
have effected their utmost when they have added to the distinct- 
ness of our knowledge. For this very cause they are of them- 
selves adverse to lofty emotion, and it requires the influence of a 
light and wai’mth, not their own, to make them ci’ystallize into a 
semblance of gi’O’wth. But every principle is actualized by an 
idea; and evei’y idea is living, productive, pai’taketh of infinity, 
and (as Bacon has sublimely observed) containeth an endless 
power of semination. Hence it is, that science, which consists 
wholly in ideas and principles, is power. Scientia et potentia 
(saith the same philosopher) in idem coinddunt. Hence too it is, 
that notions, linked arguments, reference to particular facts and 
calculations of prudence, influence only the comparatively few, 
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the men of leisurely minds who have been trained up to them : 
and even these few they influence but faintly. But for the re- 
verse, I appeal to the general character of the doctrines which 
have collected the most numerous sects, and acted upon the moral 
being of the converts, with a force that might well seem super- 
natural ! The great px-inciples of our religion, the sublime ideas 
spoken out everywhere in the Old and New Testament, resemble 
the fixed stars, which appear of the same size to the naked as to 
the armed eye ; the magnitude of which the telescope may rather 
seem to diminish than to increase. At the annunciation of prin- 
ciples, of ideas, the soul of man awakes, and starts up, as an exile 
in a far distant land at the unexpected sounds of his native lan- 
guage, when after long years of absence, and almost of oblivion, 
he is suddenly addressed in his own mother-tongue. He weeps 
for joy, and embraces the speaker as his brother. How else can 
we explain the fact so honourable to Great Britain, and the 
poorest * amongst us will contend with as much enthusiasm as the 
richest for the rights of property ? These rights are the spheres 
and necessary conditions of free agency. But free agency con- 
tains the idea of the free will ; and in this he intuitively knows 
the sublimity, and the infinite hopes, fears, and capabilities of his 
own nature. On what other ground but the cognateness of ideas 
and principles to man as man, does the nameless soldier rush to 
the combat in defence of the liberties or the honour of his country P 
Even men wofully neglectful of the precepts of religion will shed 
their blood for its truth. 

Alas ! — the main hindrance to the use of the Scriptures, as your 
manual, lies in the notion that you are already acquainted with 
its contents. Something 'new must be presented to you, wholly 
new and wholly out of yourselves ; for whatever is within us must 
be as old as the first dawn of human reason. Truths of all others 
the most awful and mysterious and at the same time of universal 
interest, are considered as so true as to lose all the powers of 
truth, and lie bedridden in the dormitory of the soul, side by side, 
with the most despised and exploded errors. But it should not 
be so with you ! The pride of education, the sense of consistency, 
should preclude the objection : for would you not be ashamed to 
apply it to the works of Tacitus, or of Shakespeare ? Above all, 
the rank which you hold, the influence you possess, the powers 
you may be called to wield, give a special unfitness to this frivo- 

* The reader will remember the anecdote matter of admiration and elevating thought, 
told with so much humour in Goldsmith's in circumstances that in a dlflerent mood 
Kssay. But this is not the first instance hod excited its mirth, 
where th“ mind in its hour of meditation Onds 
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lous craying for novelty. To find no contradiction in the union 
of old and new, to contemplate the Ancient of Days, TTia words 
and His works, with a feeling as fresh as if they were now^first 
springing forth at His fiat — ^this characterizes the minds that 
feel the riddle of the world and may help to unravel it ! This, most 
of aU things, will raise you above the mass of mankind, and there- 
fore will best entitle and qualify you to guide and control them 1 
You say, you are already familiar with the Scriptures. With 
the words, perhaps, but in any other sense you might as wisely 
boast of your familiar acquaintance with the rays of the sun, and 
under that pretence turn away your eyes from the light of Heaven. 

Or would you wish for authorities P — for great examples ? You 
may find them in the writings of Thuanus, of Lord Clarendon, of 
Sir Thomas More, of Raleigh ; and in the life and letters of the 
heroic Gustavus Adolphus. But these, though eminent states- 
men were Christians, and might lie under the thraldom of habit 
and prejudice. I will refer you then to the authorities of two great 
men, both pagans ; but removed from each other by many cen- 
turies, and not more distant in their ages than in their characters 
and situations. The first shall be that of Heraclitus, the sad and 
recluse philosopher. H6Kv(ia6lrj v6ov ov dtSdo-xei' StjSvXXa Se fiaivo- 
OTOfuiTi dytXaara koX aKakkurrurra Kal dfix/pioTa <(>6fyyofXfin) 
Xi\io>v fTttv €^iKv€iTai rfi top 6f6v.* Shall we hesitate to 

apply to the prophets of God, what could be affirmed of the Sibyls 
by a philosopher whom Socrates, the prince of philosophers, vene- 
rated for the profundity of his wisdom ? 

For the other, I will refer you to the darling of the polished 
comd of Augustus, to the man whose works have been in all ages 
deemed the models of good sense, and are still the pocket com- 
panions of those who pride themselves on uniting the scholar 
with the gentleman. This accomplished man of the world has 
given an account of the subjects of conversation between the 
illustrious statesmen who governed, and the brightest luminaries 
who then adorned, the empire of the civilized world ; 

Sento orititr rum de mUit domibutve alienit 
/fee, nude, necne Leput saUeL Sed quod magU ad not 
rertinet, et netcire malum ett, agitamxu s utrumne 
• Oivitiit homirut, an tinl virtute beati f 

St quod tit tuUura botti f tummumque quid qfut ff 

Sorat. Sermon. L. II. Sad. 6, «. 71. 

* Tbakslation. — H nlt!Bcience(oTaTiiriet 7 reaches to a thousand years, with her voice 
and quantity of acquired knowledge) does throi^h the power of God. 
not teach intelligence. But the Siibyl with f Trakslatios. — C onversation arises not 

wild enthusiastic mouth shnlling forth un- oonoeming the country seats or families of 
lalrthful, inornate, and unperfumed truths, strangers in a neighhourbood, or whether the 
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Berkeley indeed asserts, and is supported in Ids a,ssertion by 
the great statesmen, Lord Bacon and Sir Walter Raleigh, that 
without an habitual interest in these subjects a man may be a 
dexterous intriguer, but never can be a statesman. 

But do you require some one or more particular passage from 
the Bible, that may at once illustrate and exemplify its applica- 
bility to the changes and fortunes of empires ? Of the numerous 
chapters that relate to the Jewish tribes, their enemies and allies, 
before and after their division into two kingdoms, it would be 
more difficult to state a single one, from which some guiding 
light might not be struck. And in nothing is Scriptural history 
more strongly contrasted with the histories of highest note in 
the present age, than in its freedom from the hollowness of 
abstractions. While the latter present a shadow-fight of things 
and quantities, the former gives us the history of men, and 
balances the important influence of individual minds with the 
previous state of the national morals and manners, in which, as 
constituting a specific susceptibUity, it presents to us the true 
cause both of the influence itself, and of the weal or woe that 
were its consequents. B!ow should it be otherwise ? The histories 
and political economy of the present and preceding century par- 
take in the general contagion of its mechanic philosophy, and are 
the product of an unenlivened generalizing understanding. In 
the Scriptures they are the living educts of the imagination ; of 
that reconciling and mediatory power, which incorporating the 
reason in images of the sense, and organizing (as it were) the flxix 
of the senses by the permanence and self -circling energies of the 
reason, gives birth to a system of symbols, harmonious in them- 
selves, and consubstantial with the truths of which they are the 
conductors. These are the wheels which Ezekiel beheld, when 
the hand of the Lord was upon him, and he saw visions of God as 
he sate among the captives by the river of Chebar. “ Whither- 
soever the Spirit was to go, the wheels went, and thither was their 
spirit to go : for the spirit of the living creature was in the wheels 
also.” (Ezekiel i. 20.) The truths and the symbols that represent 
them move in conjunction and form the living chariot that bears 
up (for us) the throne of the Divine Humanity. Hence, by a 
derivative, indeed, but not a divided influence, and though in a 
Becondaiy yet in more than a metaphorical sense, the Sacred 



Oancing hare performed well or ill. But we what oouslsts the nature of good? And what 
diiicus^ what more nearly concerns ns, and is the supreme good, and to be our ultimate 
which it Ls an evil not to know ; whether men ^m? 
arc made happy by wealth or by virtue ? In 
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Book is worthily entitled the Word of God. Hence too, its con- 
tents present to us the stream of time continuous as life and a 
symbol of Eternity, inasmuch as the past and the future are 
Wtually contained in the present. According therefore to our 
relative position on its hanks the Sacred History becomes pro- 
phetic, the Sacred Prophecies historical, while the power and 
substance of both inhere in its laws, its promises, and its 
comminations. In the Scriptures therefore both facts and 
persons must of necessity have a twofold significance, a past 
and a future, a temporary and a perpetual, a particular and 
a universal application. They must be at once portraits and 
ideals. 

Eheu ! pawpertina philoaophia in pavpertinamreligionem ducii ; — 
A hunger-bitten and idealess philosophy naturally produces a 
starveling and comfortless religion. It is among the miseries of 
the present age that it recognises no medium between literal and 
metaphoricaL Faith is either to be buried in the dead letter, or 
its name and honours usurped by a coimterfeit product of the 
mechanical understanding, which in the blindness of seK-compla- 
cency confounds symbols with allegories. Now an allegory is 
but a translation of abstract notions into a picture-language, 
which is itself nothing but an abstraction from objects of the 
senses ; the principal being more worthless even than its phantom 
proxy, both alike unsubstantial, and the former shapeless to boot. 
On the other hand a symbol (6 ftrriv ad ravrrjyopiKov) is characterized 
by a translucence of the special in the individual, or of the general 
in the especial, or of the imiversal in the general. Above all by 
the translucence of the eternal through and in the temporal. It 
always partakes of the reality which it renders mtelligible ; and 
while it emmciates the whole, abides itself as a living part in that 
unity, of which it is the representative. The other are but empty 
echoes which the fancy arbitrarily associates with apparitions of 
matter, less beautiful but not less shadowy than the sloping 
orchard or hill-side pasture-field seen in the transparent lake 
below. Alas for the flocks that are to be led forth to such 
pastures ! “ It shall even be as when the hungry dreameth, and 
behold ! he eateth ; but he waketh and his soul is empty : or as 
when the thirsty dreameth, and behold he drinketh; but he 
awaketh and is faint !” (Isaiah xxix. 8.) O ! that we would seek 
for the bread which was given from heaven, that we should eat 
thereof and be strengthened ! O that we would draw at the well 
at which the flocks of our forefathers had living water drawn for 
them, even tha; water which, instead of mocking the thirst of 
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him to whom it is given, becomes a well within himself springing 
up to life everlasting ! 

When we reflect how large a part of our present knowledge and 
civilization is owing, directly or indirectly, to the Bible ; when we 
are compelled to admit, as a fact of history, that the Bible has 
been the Tnain lever by which the moral and intellectnal character 
of Europe has been raised to its present comparative height ; we 
should Iw struck, methinks, by the marked and prominent differ* 
ence of this book from the works which it is now the fashion to 
quote as guides and authorities in morals, politics, and history. 
I will point out a few of the excellencies by which the one is dis- 
tinguished, and shall leave it to your own judgment and recollec- 
tion to perceive and apply the contrast to the productions of 
highest name in these latter days. In the Bible every agent 
appears and acts as a self-subsisting individual : each has a life of 
its own, and yet all are one life. The elements of necessity and 
free-wUl are reconciled in the higher power of an omnipresent 
Providence, that predestinates the whole in the moral fre^om of 
the integral parts. Of this the Bible never suffers us to lose 
sight. The root is never detached from the groxmd. It is God 
everywhere : and all creatures conform to Bis decrees, the right- 
eous by performance of the law., the disobedient by the sufferance 
of the penalty. 

■ Suffer me to inform or remind you that there is a threefold 
necessity. There is a logical and there is a mathematical neces- 
sity; but the latter is always hypothetical, and both subsist 
formally only, not in any real object. Only by the intuition and 
immediate spiritual consciousness of the idea of Gcd, as the One 
and Absolute, at once the Ground and the Cause, who alone con- 
^aineth in HimseK the ground of His own nature, and therein of 
all natures, do we arrive at the third, which alone is a real ob- 
jective necessity. Here the immediate consciousness decides ; the 
idea is its own evidence, and is insusceptible of all other. It is 
necessarily groimdless and indemonstrable; because it is itself 
the ground of all possible demonstration. The reason hath faith 
in itself, in its own revelations. ‘O Xoyoi Ipse dixit ! So it 
is : for it is so ! All the necessity of casual relations (which the 
mere understanding reduces, and must reduce, to co-existence and 
regular succession * in the objects of which they are predicated, 
and to habit and association in the mind predicating) depends on 
or rather inheres in, the idea of the omnipresent and absolute : foi 

* See Hume's Essays. The sophist evades, of the predicament, which is not " prseiie 
as (So^ long ago remarked, the better half but “ efficienter prasire." 
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this it is, in which the possible is one and the same with the real 
and the necessaiy. Herein the Bible differs from all the books of 
(Greek philosophy, and in a twofold manner. It doth not affirm a 
Divine Nature only, but a God : and not a God only, but the 
living God. Hence, in the Scriptures alone is the Jua divinvm, or 
direct relation of the state and its magistracy to the Supreme 
Being, taught as a vital and indispensable part of all moral and 
of all political wisdom, even as the Jewish alone was a true 
theocracy. 

But I refer to the demand. Were it my object to touch on the 
present state of public affairs in this kingdom, or on the prospec- 
tive measures in agitation respecting our sister island, I would 
direct your most serious meditations to the latter period of the 
reign of Solomon, and to the revolutions in the reign of Rehoboam, 
his successor. But I should tread on glowing embers. I will turn 
to a subject on which all men of reflection are at length in agree- 
ment — the causes of the revolution and fearful chastisement of 
France. We have learned to trace them back to the rising im- 
portance of the commercial and manufacturing class, and its 
incompatibility with the old feudal privileges and. prescriptions; 
to the spirit of sensuality and ostentation, which from the court 
had spread through all the towns and cities of the empire ; to the 
predominance of a presumptuous and irredgious philosophy; to 
the extreme over-rating of the knowledge and power given by the 
improvements of the arts and sciences, especi^y those of astro- 
nomy, mechanics, and a wonder-working chemistry ; to an assump- 
tion of prophetic power, and the general conceit that states and 
governments might be and ought to be constructed as machines, 
every movement of which might be foreseen and taken into 
pi'evious calculation; to the consequent multitude of plans and 
constitutions, of planners and constitution-makers, and the re- 
morseless arrogance with which the authors and proselytes of 
eveiy new proposal were ready to realize it, be the cost what it 
might in the established rights, or even in the lives, of men ; in 
short, to restlessness, presumption, sensual indulgence, and the 
idolatrous reliance on false philosophy in the whole domestic, 
sociid, and political life of the stiiring and efi’ective part of the 
community : these all acting at once and together on a mass of 
materials supplied by the unfeeling extravagance and oppressions 
of the government, which “ showed no mercy, and very heavily 
laid its yoke.” 

Turn then to the chapter from which the last words were cited, 
and read the following seven verses : and I am deceived if you 
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will not be compelled to admit that the prophet Isaiah revealed 
the true philosophy of the French Revolution more than two thou- 
sand years before it became a sad irrevocable truth of history. 
“ And thou saidst, I shall be a lady for ever : so that thou didst 
not lay these things to thy heart, neither didst remember the 
latter end of it. Therefore, hear now this, thou that art given to 
pleasures, that dwellest carelessly, that sayest in thine heart, 
I am, and none else beside me! I shall not sit as a widow] 
neither shall I know the loss of children. But these two things 
shall come to thee in a moment, in one day : the loss of children 
and widowhood; they shall come upon thee in their perfection, for 
the multitude of thy sorceries, and for the abundance of thine 
enchantments. For thou hast trusted in thy wickedness ; thou 
^st said, there is no overseer. Thy wisdom and thy knowledge, 
it hath perverted thee ; and thou hast said in thine heart, I am] 
and none else beside me. Therefore shall evil come upon thee] 
thou shalt not know* from whence it riseth: and mischief Bhall 
fall upon thee, thou shalt not be able to put it off; and desolation 
shall come upon thee suddenly, which thou shalt not know. Stand 
now with thine enchantments, and with the multitude of thy 
sorceries, wherein thou hast laboured from thy youth ; if so bo 
thou shalt be able to profit, if so be thou mayest prev^. Thou 
art wearied in the multitude of thy counsels ; let now the astro- 
logers, the stargazers, the monthly prognosticators, stand up, and 
save thee from these things that shall come upon thee.” 

There is a grace that would enable us to take up vipers, and the 
evil thing shall not hurt us : a spiritual alchemy which can trans- 
mute poisons into a panacea. We are counselled by our Lord 
Himself to make unto oiirselves friends of the mammon of un- 
righteousness ; and in this age of sharp contrasts and grotesque 
combinations it would be a wise method of sympathizing with the 
tone and spirit of the times, if we elevated even our daily news- 
papers and political journals into comments on the Bible. 

When I named this essay a sermon, I sought to prepare the 
inquii-ers after it for the absence of all the usual softenings sug- 
gested by worldly prudence, of all compromise between truth and 



• The reader will scarcely fall to And in 
this verse a nmcmbraiicer of the sudden 
setting-in of t'le frost, a fortnight before the 
usual time (in a country, too, where the com- 
mencement of its two seasons is in general 
scarcely less regular than that of the wet 
and dry seasons between the tropics) which 
caused, and the desobition which arci,im- 
panied, the Sight from Moscow. The iius- 
Mons baffled the physical forces of the im- 



perial Jacobin, because they were Inaccessi- 
ble to his imaginary forces. The faith in St. 
Nicholas kept off at safe dislance the more 
wrnicious superstition of the Destinies of 
Napoleon the GRut. ’nic Kngli.sh in the 
Peninsula overcatiie the real, because they 
set at defiance, and had heard only to despise, 
the Imaginary powers of the irresistible 
Kmperor. Thank heaven, the heart of the 
country was sound at the core. 
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courtesy. But not even as a sermon would I have addressed the 
present discourse to a promiscuous audience ; and for thia reason 
I likewise announced it in the title-page as exclusively ad clerum ; 
i.e., (in the old and wide sense of the word) to men of clerkly 
acquirements, of whatever profession. I would that tlie greater 
part of our publications could be thus directed, each to its appro- 
priate class of readers. But this cannot be. For among other 
odd buiTS and kecksies, the misgrowth of our luxuriant activity, 
we have now a reading public,* as strange a phinse, methinks, as 
ever forced a splenetic smile on the staid countenance of medita- 
tion ; and yet no fiction ! For our readers have, in good truth, 
multiplied exceedingly, and have waxed proud. It would require 
the intrepid accuracy of a Oolquhoun to venture at the precise 
number of that vast company only, whose heads and hearts are 
dieted at the two public ordinaries of literature, the circulating 



• Some participle passive In the diminutive 
form, Eniditvlomm Eatio for instance, might 
seem at flret sight a fuller and more exact 
designation; but the superior force and 
humour of the former become evident when- 
ever the phrase occurs as a step or stair in a 
climax of irony. By way of example take 
the following sentences transcribed from a 
work demonstrating that the New Testament 
was Intended exclusively for the primitive 
converts from Judaism, was accommodated 
to their prejudices, and Is of no authority, as a 
rule of faith, for Christians in generaL “ The 
Reading Public in this Enlightened Age, and 
Thinking Nation, by its favourable reception 
of liberal ideas, has long demonstrated the 
benign influence of that profound Philosophy 
which has already emancipated us from so 
many absurd prfjudices held in superstitious 
awe by our deluded forefathers. But the 
Dark Age yielded at length to the dawning 
light of reason and common sense at the 
glorious, though imperfect. Revolution. The 
people can be no longer duped or scared out 
of their imprescriptible and inalienable Right 
to Judge and decide for themselves on all im- 
portant questions of government and religion. 
The scholastic Jargon of Jarring articles and 
metaphysical cree& may continue for a time 
to deform our Church-establishment; and 
like the grotesque figures in the niches of 
our old gothic cathedrals may serve to re- 
mind the nation of its former barbarism; 
but the universal suffrage of a free and 
enlightened Public, " kc. kc. I 
Aunong the Revolutions worthy of notice, 
the change in the nature of the introductory 
sentences and prefatory matter in serious 
books is not the lea.st striking. The same 
gross flattery which disgusts us in the dedi- 
cations to individuals in the elder wTitera, Is 
now transferred to the nation at large, or the 
Reading Public: while the Jeremiads of our 



old Moralists, and their angry denunciations 
concerning the ignorance, inunorality, and 
Irreligion of the People, appear (mutatis 
mutandis, and with an appeal to the worst 
passions, envy, discontent, scorn, vindictive- 
ness, kc.) in the shape of bitter libels on 
ministers, parliament, the clergy: in short, 
on the state ami church, and all persons em- 
ployed in them. Likewise, 1 would point 
out to the reader’s attention the marvellous 
predomiiuuice at present of the words, idea 
and demonstration. Every talker now-a- 
days has an Idea ; aye, and he rvill demon- 
strate it too 1 A few days ago, I heard one 
of the Reading Public, a thinking and iiale- 
pendent smuggler, eup^nize the latter word 
with much significance, in a tirade against 
the planners of the late African expeditiog : 
— “ As to Algiers, any man that has half an 
idea in bis skull, must know, that it has been 
long ago dey-monstered, 1 should say, dey- 
monstrified, kc," But, the phrase, which 
occasioned this note, brings to my mind the 
mistake of a lethargic Butch traveller, who 
returning highly gratified from a showman's 
caravan, w hich he bad been tempted to enter 
by the words. The Learned Pig, gilt on the 
pannels, met another caravan of a similar 
shape, with The Reading Fly on it, in letters 
of the same size and splendour. “ Why, dis 
is voonders above voonders !" exclaims the 
Bulchraan, takes bis seat as first comer, and 
soon fatigued by waiting, and by the very 
bush arid intensity of his expectation, gives 
way to his constitutional somnolence, from 
which he is roused by the suppost d showman 
at Hounslow, with a ■* In whal namt, sir, 
was your place taken t Are you boeleed all 
the way for Reading t" — Now a reading 
public is (to my mind) more marvellona stil( 
and in the third tier of " voondera ahovs 
voondera." 
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libraries and the periodical press. But what is the result ? Does 
the inward man thrive on this regimen ? Alas ! if the average 
health of the consumers may be judged of by the articles of largest 
consumption ; if the secretions may be conjectured from the in- 
gredients of the dishes that are found best suited to their palates ; 
from all that I have seen, either of the banquet or the guests, I 
shall utter my prqfaccia with a desponding sigh. From a popular 
philosophy and a philosophic populace, good sense deliver us ! 

At present, however, I am to imagine for myself a very different 
audience. I appeal exclusively to men from whose station and 
opportunities I may dare anticipate a respectable portion of that 
“ sound book leamedness ” into which our old public schools still 
continue to initiate their pupils. I appeal to men in whom I may 
hope to find, if not philosophy, yet occasional impulses at least to 
philosophic thought. And here, as far as my own experience 
extends, I can announce one favourable symptom. The notion of 
our measureless superiority in good sense to our ancestors, so 
general at the commencement of the French Revolution and foi 
some years before it, is out of fashion. We hear, at least, less of 
the jargon of this enlightened age. After fatiguing itself as per- 
former or spectator in the giddy figure-dance of political changes, 
Europe has seen the shallow foundations of its self-complacent 
faith give way; and among men of influence and property, we 
have now more reason to apprehend the stupor of despondence 
than the extravagances of hope unsustained by experience, or 
of self-confidence not bottomed on principle. 

In this r ank of life the danger lies, not in any tendency to inno- 
vation, but in the choice of the means for preventing it. And 
here my apprehensions point to two opposite errors, each of 
which deserves a separate notice. The first consists in a disposi- 
tion to think that, as the peace of nations has been disturbed by 
the diffusion of a false light, it may be re-established by excluding 
the people from all knowledge and all prospect of amelioration. 
O ! never, never ! Reflection and stirrings of mind, with all their 
restlessness and aU the errors that result from their imperfection, 
from the too much, because too little, are come into the world. 
The powers that awaken and foster the spirit of curiosity are to 
be found in every village : books are in every hovel. The infant’s 
cries are hushed with picture-books; and the cottager’s child 
sheds his first bitter tears over pages, which render it impossible 
for the man to be treated or governed as a child. Here, as in so 
many other cases, the inconveniences that have arisen from a thing’s 
havmg become too general, are best removed by making it univer^ 
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The other and contrary mistake proceeds from the assumption 
that a national education will have been realized whenever the 
people at large have been taught to read and write. Now, among 
the many means to the desired end, this is doubtless one, and not 
the least important. But neither is it the most so. Much less 
can it be held to constitute education, which consists in educing 
the faculties and forming the habits ; the means varying according 
to the sphere in which the individuals to be educate are likely to 
act and become useful. I do not hesitate to declare that whether 
I consider the nature of the discipline adopted,* or the plan of 
poisoning the children of the poor with a sort of potential infi- 
delity under the “ liberal idea ” of teaching those points only of 
religious faith in which all denominations agree, I cannot but 
denounce the so-called Lancastrian schools as pernicious beyond 
all power of compensation by the new acquirement of reading and 
writing. But take even Dr. Bell’s original and unsophisticated 
plan, which I myself regard as an especial gift of Providence to 
the human race; and suppose this incomparable machine, this 
vast moral steam-engine, to have been adopted and in free motion 
throughout the empire ; it would yet appear to me a most dan- 
gerous delusion to rely on it as if this of itself formed an efficient 
national education. We cannot, 1 repeat, honour the scheme too 
highly as a prominent and necessary part of the great process ; 
but it will neither supersede, nor can it be substituted for, sundry- 
other measures that are at least equally important. And these 
are such measures, too, as unfortunately involve the necessity of 
sacrifices on the side of the rich and powerful, more costly, and 
far more difficult, than the yearly subscription of a few pounds ! — 
such measures as demand more self-denial than the expenditure 
of time in a committee or of eloquence in a public meeting. 

Nay, let Dr. Bell’s philanthropic end have been realized, and 
the proposed modicum of learning universal : yet convinced of its 
insufficiency to stem up against the strong currents set in from 
an opposite point, I dare not assure myself, that it may not be 
driven backward by them and become confluent -with the evils it 
was intended to preclude. 

What other measures I had in contemplation, it has been my 
endeavour to explain elsewhere. But I am greatly deceived, if 

• See Mr. Southey’s tract on the new or schools, ttiat used to be called Lancastrian, 
Madras system of education : especially to- these are, 1 believe, discontinued. The trus 
ward to the conclusion, where with exquisite perfection of discipline in a scjiool Is —The 
humour as well as with his usuai poiipiancy maximum of watet ciluess with the minlmma 
of wit be has detalied Joseph Lancaster's dis- of punishment. 

Qiptinariau inventious. But even in th>: 
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9ne preliminary to an efficient education of the labom-ing clasaea 
be not the ix-cuiTcnce to a more manly discipline of the intellect 
on the part of the learned themselves, in short, a thorough re- 
casting of the moulds, in which the minds of our gentry, the 
characters of oui- future land-owners, magistrates and senators, 
are to receive their shape and fashion. O what treasures of 
practical wisdom would be once more brought into open day by 
the solution of this problem ! Suffice it for the present to hint 
the master-thought. The first man on whom the light of an idea 
dawned, did in that same moment receive the spirit and the cre- 
dentials of a lawgiver : and as long as man shall exist, so long 
will the possession of that antecedent knowledge (the maker and 
master of all profitable experience) which exists only in the 
power of an idea, be the one lawful qualification of ail dominion 
in the world of the senses. Without this, experience itseK is but 
a Cyclops walking backwards, under the fascination of the past : 
and we are indebted to a lucky coincidence of outward cii'ciun- 
stances and contingencies, least of aU things to he calculated on 
in times like the present, if this one-eyed experience does not 
seduce its worshipper into practical anachronisms. 

But alas! the halls of old philosophy have been so long de- 
serted, that we circle them at shy distance as the haunt of phan- 
toms and chimeras. The sacred grove of Academus is held in 
like regard with the unfoodful trees in the shadowy world of 
Maro that had a dream attached tx) every leaf. The very terms of 
ancient wisdom are worn out, or, far worse, stamped on baser 
metal : (see App. E.) and whoever should have the hardihood to 
reproclaim its solemn truths must commence with a glossary. 

In reviewing the foregoing pages, I am apprehensive that they 
may be thought to resemble the overflow of an earaest mind 
rather than an orderly premeditated composition. Yet this im- 
perfection of form will not be altogether uncompensated, if it 
should be the means of presenting with greater liveliness the 
feelings and impressions under which they were written. StiH 
less shall I regret this defect if it should induce some future 
traveller engaged in the like journey to take the same station and 
to look through the same me^um at the one main object which 
amid all my discursions I have still held in view. The more, how- 
ever, doth it behove me not to conclude this address without 
attempting to recapitulate in as few and as plain words as pos- 
sible, the sum and substance of its contents. 

There is a state of mind indispensable for aU perusal of the 
Scriptures tc edification which must be learnt by experience, and 
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can be described only by negatives. It is the direct opposite of 
that which (supposing a moral passage of Scripture to have been 
cited) would prompt a man to reply, “ Who does not know this P” 
But if the quotation should have been made in support of some 
article of faith, this same habit of mind will betray itself, in dif- 
ferent individuals, by apparent contraries, which yet are but the 
two poles, or plus and minus states, of the same influence.' The 
latter, or the negative pole, may be suspected aa often as you 
hear a comment on some high and doctrinal text introduced with 
the words, “ It only means so and so !” For instance I object to a 
professed free-thinking Christian, the following solemn enuncia- 
tion of “ the riches of the glory of the mystery hid from ages and 
from generations ” by the philosophic Apostle of the Gentiles. 
“ Who (viz. the Father) hath delivered us from the power of dark- 
ness and hath translated us into the kingdom of His dear Son ; in 
whom we have redemption through His blood, even the forgive- 
ness of sins : Who is the image of the invisible God, the first- 
born* of every creature : For by Him were all things created, that 
are in heaven, and that are in earth, visible and invisible, whether 
they be thrones, or dominions, or principalities, or powers : all 
things were created by Him, and for Hitn : And Ho is before all 
things, and by Him all things consist. And He is the Head of the 
body, the Church : who is the beginning, the flrst-bom from the 
dead ; that in all things He might have the pre-eminence. For it 
pleased the Father that in Him should all fulness dwell: and 
having made peace through the blood of His cross, by Him to re- 
concile all things unto Himself ; by Him, I say, whether they be 
things in earth, or things in heaven.” What is the reply ? WTiy, 
that by these words (very bold and figurative words it must be 
confessed, yet still) St. Paul only meant that the universal and 
eternal truths of morality and a future state had been re-pro- 
claimed by an inspired teacher and confirmed by miracles ! The 
words only mean, sir, that a state of retribution after this life had 
been proved by the fact of Christ’s Resurrection — ^that is all I 
But I shall scarcely obtain an answer to certain difficulties in- 
volved in this free and liberal interpretation : ex. gr. that with 
the exception of a handful of rich men, considered as little better 
than infidels, the Jews were as fully persuaded of these truths as 
Christians in general are at the present day. Moreover, that this 
mspired Teacher had Himself declared, that if the Jews did not 

*A mistaken translation. The words the snperlatf ve, a-pwr^roKot. The present rei^ 
ahonld be : Begotten before all creation ; and sion makes the following words abaunL 
even this does not convey the fuU seiu,e of 
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believe on tbe evidence of Moses and the Prophets, neither would 
they though a man should rise from the dead. 

Of the positive pole, on the other hand, language to the follow- 
ing purport is the usual exponent. “ It is a mystery ; and we are 
boimd to believe the words without presuming to inquire into the 
meaning of them.” That is, we believe in St. Paul’s veracity ; 
and that is enough. Yet St. Paul repeatedly presses on ^s 
hearers that thoughtful perusal of the sacred writings, and those 
habits of earnest though humble inquiry, which if the heart only 
have been previously regenerated would lead them ‘‘ to a full 
assurance of understanding tls iniyvwtnv, (to an entire assent of 
the mind ; to a spiritual intuition, or positive inward knowledge 
by experience) of the mystery of God, and of the Father, and of 
Christ, in which {nempe, fiv<m]pia) are hid all the treasures of 
wisdom and knowledge. 

To expose the inconsistency of both these extremes, and by in- 
ference to recommend that state of mind, which looks forward to 
“ the fellowship of the mystery of the faith as a spirit of wisdom 
and revelation in the knowledge of God, the eyes of the under- 
standing being enlightened” — this formed my general purpose. 
Long has it been at my heart! I consider it as the contra- 
distinguishing principle of Christianity that in it alone nas it\ovtos 
rijs ir\ripo(f>opias Trjs avvfa-tws (the understanding in its utmost power 
and opulence) culminates in faith, as in its crown of glory, at once 
its light and its remuneration. On this most important point I 
attempted long ago to preclude, if possible, all misconception 
and misinterpretation of my opinions, though in a work which 
from the mode of its publication and other circumstances must 
be unknown or known but by name to the great majority of my 
present readers. Alas! in this time of distress and embarrass- 
ment the sentiments have a more especial interest, a more im- 
mediate application, than when they were first written. If, I 
observed, it be a truth attested alike by common feeling and 
common sense, that the greater part of human misery depends 
directly on human vices, and the remainder indirectly, by what 
means can we act on men, so as to remove or preclude their vices 
and purify their principles of moral election ? The question is 
not by what means each nisn is to alter his own character — ^in 
order to this, all the means prescribed, and all the aidances given 
by religion, may be necessary for him. Yain of themselves may 
be 

" Tbe uylogs of the Wise 
Id andent aud in modem books inroU'd 
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Digitized by Google 




332 



A Lay Sermon. 

Unless he feel within 
Some source of consolation from above. 

Secret refreshings, that repair his strength, 

And fainting spirits uphoid.’* 

Samson AooNiari!& 

This is not the question. Virtite would not be virtue could it 
be given by one fellow-creature to another. To make use of all the 
means and appliances in our power to the actual attainment of 
rectitude, is the abstract of the duty which we owe to ourselves. 
To supply those means as far as we can, comprises our duty to 
others. The question then is, what are these means P Can they 
be any other than the communication of knowledge and the 
removal of those evils and impediments which prevent its re- 
ception ? It may not be in our power to combine both, but it is in 
the power of every man to contribute to the former, who is sufB- 
ciently informed to feel that it is his duty. If it be said that we 
should endeavour not so much to remove ignorance, as to make 
the ignorant religious, religion herself, through her sacred oracles, 
answers for me, that all efi'ective faith pre-supposes knowledge and 
individual conviction. If the mere acquiescence in truth, uncom- 
prehended and unfathomed, were sufficient, few indeed would be 
the vicious and the miserable; in this coimtiy at least, where 
speculative infidelity is, heaven be praised, confined to a small 
number. Like bodily deformity, there is one instance here and 
another there ; but three in one place are already an undue pro- 
portion. It is highly worthy of observation, that the inspired 
writings received by Christians are distinguishable from all othe 
books pretending to inspiration, from the scriptures of the 
Brahmins, and even from the Koran, in their strong and frequent 
recommendations of timth. I do not here mean veracity, which 
cannot but be enforced in every code which appeals to the religious 
principle of man ; but knowledge. This is not only extolled as 
the crown and honour of a man, but to seek after it is again and 
again commanded us as one of our most sacred duties. Yea, the 
very perfection and final bliss of the glorified spirit is represented 
by the apostle as a plain aspect, or intuitive beholding of truth in 
ite eternal and immutable soiu’ce. Not that knowledge can of 
itself do all ! The light of religion is not that of the moon, light 
without heat ; but neither is its waimth that of the stove, warmth 
without light. Religion is the sun whose warmth 'ndeed swells 
and stirs and actuates the life of nature, but who, at the same 
time, beholds all the growth of life with a master-eye, makes all 
objects glorious on which he looks, and by that glory visible to 
others. “ For this cause I bow my knees imto the Father of our 
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Lord Jeffus Christ, that He would grant you according to the 
riches of His glory, to be strengthened with might by His Spirit 
in the inner man ; that Christ may dwell in your hearts by faith ; 
that ye being rooted and grounded in love, may be able to com- 
prehend with all saints what is the breadth, and length, and 
depth, and height ; and to know the love of Christ which passeth 
all knowledge, that ye might be filled with the fulness of God.” 
For to know God is (by a vital and spiritual act in which to know 
and to possess are one and indivisible) to acknowledge Him as the 
Infinite Clearness in the Incomprehensible Fulness, and Fulness 
Incomprehensible with Infinite Clearness. 

This then comprises my first purpose, which is in a twofold 
sense general. For in the substance, if not in the form, it belongs 
to all my coimtrymen and fellow-christians without distinction of 
lass; while for its object it embraces the whole of the inspired 
Bcriptures from the recorded first day of heaven and earth, ere the 
light was yet gathered into celestial lamps or reflected from their 
revolving mirrors, to the predicted Sabbath of the new creation, 
when heaven and earth shall have become one city with neither 
“ sun nor moon to shine in it : for the glory of God shall lighten 
it and the Lamb be the light thereof.” My second purpose is after 
the same manner in a twofold sense specific : for as this disquisition 
is nominally addressed to, so was it for the greater part exclusively 
intended for, the perusal of the learned ; and its object likewise is 
to urge men so qualified to apply their powers and attainments to 
an especial study of the Old Testament as teaching the elements of 
political science. 

Is it asked in what sense I use these words P I answer, in the 
Bame sense as the terms are employed when we refer to Euclid for 
the elements of the science of geometry, only with one difference 
aiasing from the diversity of the subject. With one difference 
only ; but that one how momentous ! All other sciences are con- 
fined to abstractions, unless when the term science is used in an 
improper and flattering sense : thus we may speak without boast 
of natural history ; but we have not yet attained to a science of 
nature. The Bible alone contains a science of realities; and 
therefore each of its elements is at the same time a living germ, 
in which the present involves the future, and in the finite the 
infinite exists potentially. That hidden mystery in every, the 
minutest form of existence, which contemplated under the relations 
of time presents itself to the understanding retrospectively, as an 
infinite ascent of causes, and prospectively as an interminable 
progression of effects — that which contemplated in space i> 
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beheld intuitively as a law of action and re-action, continuous and 
extending beyond all bound — this same mystery freed from the 
phenomena of time and space, and seen in the depth of real being, 
reveals itself to the pure reason as the actual immanence of all in 
each. Are we struck with admiration at beholding the cope of 
heaven imaged in a dew-drop ? The least of the animalcula to 
which that drop would be an ocean contains in itself an infinite 
problem of which God omnipresent is the only solution. The 
slave of custom is roused by the rare and the accidental alone ; 
but the axioms of the unthinking are to the philosopher the 
deepest problems as being the nearest to the mysterious root, and 
partaking at once of its darkness and its pregnancy. 

O what a mine of undiscovered treasures, what a new world of 
power and truth woidd the Bible promise to our future meditation, 
if in some gracious moment one solitary text of all its inspired 
contents should but dawn upon us in the pmre xmtroubled bright- 
ness of an idea, that most glorious birth of the God-like ^vithin us, 
which even as the light, its material symbol, reflects itself from a 
thousand surfaces, and flies homeward to its parent mind enriched 
vrith a thousand forms, itself above form, and still remaining in 
its own simplicity and identity ! O for a flash of that same light, 
in which the first position of geometric science that ever loosed 
itself fx'om the generalizations of a groping and insecure ex- 
perience, did, for the first time, reveal itself to a human intellect, 
in all its evidence and all its fruitfvilness, transparence without 
vacuum, and plenitude without opacity ! O that a single gleam 
of our own inward experience would make comprehensible to us 
the rapturous Eureka, and the grateful hecatomb, of the philo- 
sopher of Samos ! or that vision which, from the contemplation of 
an arithmetical harmony, rose to the eye of Kepler, presenting the 
planetary world, and all its orbits in the divine order of their 
ranks and distances : or which, in the falling of an apple, revealed 
to the ethereal intuition of our own Newton the constructive prin- 
ciple of the material universe. The promises which I have 
ventured to hold forth concerning the hidden treasures of the Law 
and the Prophets will neither be condemned as paradox nor as 
exaggeration, by the mind that has learnt to understand the 
possibility, that the reduction of the sands of the sea to number 
should be found a less stupendous problem by Archimedes than 
the simple conception of the Parmenidean One. What however 
is achievable by the human understanding without this light, may 
be comprised in the epithet, Kfv6(nrovbot : and a melancholy com- 
ment on that phrase would the history of human cabinets and 
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legislators for the last thirty years furnish ! The excellent 
Barrow, the last of the disciples of Plato and Archimedes among 
our modem mathematicians, shall give the description and state 
the value : and in his words 1 shall conclude. 

Alhid agere, to be impertinently busy, doing that which con- 
duceth to no good purpose, is in some respects worse than to do 
nothing. Of such industry we may imderstand that of the 
Preacher, “ The labour of the foolish wearieth eveiy one of them.” 
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OONTAnriNO 

COMMENTS AND ESSAYS. 



(A.) 

I N this use of the word “sufficiency,” I presuppose on the part 
of the reader or hearer, a humble and docile state of mind, and 
above all the practice of prayer, as the necessary condition of such a 
state, and the best if not the only means of becoming sincere to 
our own hearts. Christianity is especially differenced from aU 
other religions by being grounded on facts which all men alike 
have the means of ascertaining, the same means, with equal 
facility, and which no man can ascertain for another. Each 
person must be herein querist and respondent to himself ; Am I 
sick, and therefore need a physician ? Am I in spiritual slavery, 
and therefore need a ransomer? Have I given a pledge, which 
must be redeemed, and which I cannot redeem by my own re- 
soui’ces ? Am I at one with God, and is my will concentric with 
that holy power, which is at once the constitutive will and the 
supreme reason of the universe ? If not, must I not be mad if I 
do not seek, and miserable if I do not discover and embrace, the 
means of at one-ment? To collect, to weigh, and to appreciate 
histoiaeal proofs and presumptions is not equally within the means 
and opportunities t^f every man alike. The testimony of books of 
history is one of the strong and stately pillars of the Chiu'ch of 
Christ; but it is not the foundation, nor can it without loss 
of essential faith be mistaken or substituted for the founda- 
tion. There is a sect, which in its scornful pride of antipathy 
to mysteries (that is to all those doctrines of the pure and in- 
tuitive reason, which transcend the understanding, and can never 
be contemplated by it, but through a false and falsifying per- 
spective), affects to condemn all inward and preliminary experience 
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as enthtisiastic delusion or fanatical contagion. Historic evi< 
dence, on the other hand, these men treat, as the Jews of old 
treated the brazen serpent, which was the relic and evidence of 
the miracles worked by Moses in the wilderness. They turned it 
into an idol : and therefore Hezekiah (“ who clave to the Lord, and 
did right in the sight of the Lord, so that after him was none 
b’ke him, among aU the kings of Judah, nor any that were before 
him,”) not only “ removed the high places, and brake the images, 
and cut down the groves but likewise “ brake in pieces the 
brazen sei'pent that Moses had made : for the children of Israel 
did bm-n incense to it.” 

To preclude an enw so pernicious, I request that to the wilful 
neglect of those outwai’d ministrations of the Word which all 
Englishmen have the privilege of attending, the reader wiU add 
the setting at nought likewise of those inward means of grace, 
without which the lang^uage of the Scriptures, in the most faithful 
translation and in the purest and plainest English, must never- 
theless continue to be a dead language : a sun-dial by moonlight. 

(B.) 

Not without great hesitation should I express a suspicion con- 
cerning the genuineness of any, the least important passage in the 
New Testament, unless I could adduce the most conclusive evi- 
dence from the earliest manuscripts and commentators, in support 
of its interpolation : well knowing that such permission has 
already opened a door to the most fearful licence. It is indeed, 
in its consequences, no less than an assumed right of picking and 
choosing our religion out of the Scriptures. Most assuredly I 
would never hazard a suggestion of this kind in any instance in 
which the retention or the omission of the words could make the 
slightest difference with regard to fact, miracle, or precept. Still 
less would I start the question, where the hypothesis of their 
intei’polation could be wrested to the discountenancing of any 
aidicle of doctrine concerning which dissension existed : no, not 
though the doubt or disbelief of the doctrine had been confined 
to those, whose faith few but themselves would honour with the 
name of Christianity; however reluctant we might be, both from the 
coiu’tesies of social life and the ndbler charities of humility, to 
withhold from the persons themselves the title of Chi*istians, 

But as there is nothing in v. 40 of Matthew, c. xii. which would 
fall within this general rule, I dare permit myself to propose 
the query, whether there does not exist internal evidence of its 

‘z 
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l>eiiig a gloss of some unlearned, though pious, Christian of th« 
first century, which had slipt into the text ? The following are my 
reasons : — 1. It is at all events a comment on the words of our 
Saviour, and no part of His speech. 2. It intemipts the coursu 
and breaks down the jut and application of our Lord’s argument, 
as addressed to men who from their unwillingness to sacrifice 
their vain traditions, gainful hypocrisy, and pride both of heart 
and of demeanour, demanded a miracle for the confirmation of 
moral truths that must have borne witness to their own divinity 
in the consciences of all who had not rendered themselves con- 
science-proof. 3. The text strictly taken is irreconcilable with 
the fact as it is afterwards related, and as it is xmiversally 
accepted. I at least remember no calculation of time, according 
to which the interspace from Friday evening to the earliest dawn 
of Sunday morning, could be represented as three days and three 
nights. As three days our Saviour HimseK speaks of it (John ii. 
19), and so it would be described in common language as well as 
according to the use of the Jews ; but I can find no other part of 
Scripture which authorizes the phrase of three nights. This 
gloss is not found cither in the repetition of the circumstance 
by Matthew himself (xvi. 4), nor in Mark (viii. 12), nor in Luke 
(xii. 54). Mark’s narration doth indeed most strikingly confirm 
my second reason, drawn from the pui’pose of our Saviour’s 
argument : for the allusion to the prophet Jonas is omitted 
altogether, and the refusal therefore rests on the depravity of 
the applicants, as proved by the wantonness of the application 
itself. All signs must have been useless to such men as long as 
the gi-eat sign of the times, the call to repentance, remained with- 
out effect. 4. The gloss corresponds with the known fondness of 
the earlier Jewish converts, and indeed of the Christians in 
general, of the second century, to bring oxit in detail and into 
exact square every accommodation of the Old Testament, which 
they either found in the gospels, or made for themselves. It is too 
notorious into what strange fancies (not always at safe dis- 
tance from dangerous eiTors) the oldest uninspired wi-iters of the 
Chi'istian church were seduced by this passion of transmuting 
without Scriptural authority incidents, names, and even mere 
sounds of the Hebrew Scriptures, into evangelical types and 
correspondencies. 

An a<lditional reason may perhaps occur to those who alone would 
be qualified to appreciate its force; viz. to biblical scholars familiar 
with the opinions and arguments of sundry doctors. Rabbinical aa 
well iia Christian, respecting the first and second chapter of Jonah. 
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Reason and religion differ only as a twofold application of the 
same power. But if we ai'e obliged to distinguish, we must 
ideally separate. In this sense I affirm, that reason is the know- 
ledge of the laws of the whole considered as one : and as such it 
is contradistinguished from the understanding, which concerns 
itself exclusively with the quantities, qualities, and relations of 
particxilars in time and space. The understanding, therefore, 
is the science of phenomena, and their subsumption under 
distinct kinds and sorts (genus and species). Its fimctions 
supply the rules and constitute the possibility of experience ; but 
remain mere logical forms, except as far as materials are given 
by the senses or sensations. The reason, on the other hand, is 
the science of the universal, having the ideas of oneness and 
allness as its two elements or primaay factors. In the language 
of the old schools, 

Unity -J- Omneity 
Totality. 



The reason first manifests itself in man by the tendency to the 
comprehension of all as one. We can neither rest in an infinite 
that is not at the same time a whole, nor in a whole that is not 
infinite. Hence the natural Man is always in a state either of 
resistance or of captivity to the undei’standing and the fancj', 
which cannot represent totality without limit: and he either 
loses the one in the striving after the infinite, (i.e., atheism with 
or without polytheism), or the infinite in the striving after the 
one (i.e., anthropomorphic monotheism). 

The rational instinct, therefore, taken abstractedly and un- 
balanced, did in itself (“ Te shall be as gods !” Gen. iii. 5), and 
in its consequences (the lusts of the flesh, the eye, and the under- 
standing, as in verse the sixth), form the original temptation, 
through which man fell: and in all ages has continued to 
originate the same, even from Adam, in whom we all fell, to the 
atheist who deified the human reason in the person of a harlot 
during the earlier period of the French Revolution. 

To this tendency, therefore, religion, as the consideration of 
the particular and individual (in which respect it takes up and 
identifies with itself the excellence of the understanding) but, 
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of the individual, as it exists and has its being in the universal 
fin which respect it is one with the pure reason ), — to this ten- 
dency, I say, religion assigns the due limits, and is the echo of 
the “ voice of the Lord God walking in the garden.” Hence in 
all the ages and countries of civilization Religion has been the 
parent and fosterer of the Fine Arts, as of Poetry, Music, Paint- 
ing, &c., the common essence of which consists in a similar union 
of the Universal and the Individual. In this union, moreover, is 
contained the true sense of the ideal. Under the old law the 
altar, the curtains, the priestly vestments, and whatever else was 
to represent the beauty of holiness, had an ideal character: and 
the Temple itself was a mastei’piece of ideal beauty. 

There exists in the human being, at least in man fully developed, 
no mean symbol of Tri-unity, in reason, religion, and the wQl. 
For each of the three, though a distinct agency, implies and 
demands the other two, and loses its own nature at the moment 
that from distinction it passes into division or separation. The 
perfect frame of a man is the perfect frame of a state : and in the 
light of this idea we must read Plato’s “Republic.” For, if 
I judge rightly, this celebrated work is to “ The History of the 
Town of Man-soul,” what Plato was to John Bunyan. 

The comprehension, impartiality, and far-sightedness of reason 
(the legislative of our nature), taken singly and exclusively, becomes 
mere visionariness in intellect, and indolence or hard-heartedness in 
morals. It is the science of cosmopolitism without country, of phi- 
lanthi’opy without neighbourliness or consanguinity, in short, of all 
the impostures of that philosophy of the French Revolution, which 
would sacrifice each to the shadowy idol of all. For Jacobinism 
is monstrvm hybridum, made up in part of despotism, and in part 
of abstract reason misapplied to objects that belong entirely to eot- 
perience and the understanding. Its instincts and mode of action 
ai’e in strict correspondence with its origin. In all places. Jacobin- 
ism betrays its mixed parentage and nature, by applying to the 
biTite passions and physical force of the multitude (that is, to man 
as a mere animal), in order to build up government and the frame 
of society on natural rights instead of social privileges, on the 
universals of abstract reason instead of positive institutions, the 
jghts of specific experience, and the modifications of existing 
circumstances. Right in its most proper sense is the creature of 
law and statute, and only in the technical language of the courts 
has it any substantial and independent sense. In morals, right 
is a word without meaning except as the correlative of duty. 

From all this it follows, that reason as the science of all as the 
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irhole, nmst be interpenetrated by a power, that represents the 
concentration of all in each — a power that acts hy contraction of 
xmiversal truths into individual duties, as the only form in which 
those truths can attain life and reality. Now this is religion, which 
is the executive of our nature, and on this account the name of 
highest dignity, and the symbol of sovereignty. 

Yet this again — ^yet even religion itself, if ever in its too exclu- 
sive devotion to the specific and individual it neglects to interpose 
the contemplation of the universal, changes its being into super- 
stition, and becoming more and more earthly and servile, as more 
and more estranged from the one in all, goes wandering at length 
with its pack of amulets, bead-rolls, periapts, fetisches, and the 
like pedlaiy, on pilgrimages to Loretto, Mecca, or the temple of 
Jaggemaut, ai*m-in-arm with sensuality on one side and self- 
tortxire on the other, followed by a motley group of friars, par- 
doners, faquii's, gamesters, flagellants, mountebanks, and harlots. 

But neither can reason nor religion exist or co-exist as reason 
and religion, except as far as they are actuated by the Will (the 
platonic Bvfios), which is the sustaining, coercive and ministerial 
power, the functions of which in the individual correspond to the 
officers of war and police in the ideal Republic of Plato. In its 
state of immanence (or indwelling) in reason and religion, the 
Will appears indifferently, as wisdom or as love : two names of 
the same power, the fonner more inteUigential, the latter more 
spiritual, the former more frequent in the Old, the latter in the 
New Testament. But in its utmost abstraction and consequent 
state of reprobation, the Will becomes satanic pride and rebellious 
self -idolatry in the relations of the spirit to itself, and remorseless 
despotism relatively to others; the more hopeless as the more 
obdurate by its subjugation of sensual impulses, by its superiority 
to toil and pain and pleasure ; in short, by the fearful resolve tc 
find in itself alone the one absolute motive of action, under which 
all other motives from within and from without must be either 
subordinated or crushed. 

This is the character which Milton has so philosophically as well 
as sublimely embodied in the Satan of his Paradise Lost. Alas! 
too often has it been embodied in real life! Too often has it 
gpven a dark and savage grandeur to the historic page! And 
wherever it has appeared, under whatever circumstances of time 
and country, the same ingredients have gone to its composition ; 
and it has been identified by the same attributes. Hope in which 
there is no cheerfulness ; stedfastness within and immovable 
resolve, with outwai-d restlessness and whirling activity ; violence 
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v/ith guile; temerity ■with cunning; and, as the resnlt of all, 
interminableness of object -with perfect indifference of means; 
these are the qualities that have constituted the commanding 
genius ! these are the marks that have characterised the masters 
of mischief, the Hbeiiicides and mighty hunters of mankind, from 
Nimi’od to Napoleon. And from inattention to the possibility of 
such a character as well as from ignorance of its elements, even 
men of honest intentions too frequently become fascinated. Nay, 
whole nations have been so far duped by this want of insight and 
reflection as to regard with palliative admiration, instead of wonder 
and abhorrence, the Molochs of human nature, who are indebted 
for the far larger portion of their meteoric success to their total 
want of principle, and who surpass the generality of their fellow- 
creatures in one act of courage only, that of daring to say with their 
whole heart, “Evil, be thou my good!” All system so far is power ; 
and a systematic criminal, self-consistent and entire in wickedness, 
who entrenches villany ^vithin villany, and barricadoes crime by 
crime, has removed a world of obstacles by the mere decision, 
that he ■will have no obstacles but those of force and brute matter. 

I have only to add a few sentences in completion of this note, 
on the conscience and on the understanding. The conscience is 
neither reason, religion, nor will, but an experience {mi generis) of 
the coincidence of the human ■will ■with reason and religion. It 
might, perhaps, be called a spiritual sensation; but that there 
lurks a contradiction in the terms, and that it is often deceptive 
to give a common or generic name to that, which being unique, 
can have no fair analogy. Strictly speaking, therefore, the con- 
science is neither a sensation nor a sense ; but a testifying state, 
beet described in the words of our liturgy, as the peace of God 
tkai passeth all understanding. 

Of this latter faculty considered in and of itself the peripatetic 
aphorism, nihil in intellectu quod non pHus in sensu, is strictly true, 
as well as the legal maxim, de rebus non apparentibus et non exist- 
entibus eadem est ratio. The eye is not more inappropriate to sound, 
than the mere understanding to the modes and laws of spiritual 
existence. In this sense I have used the term ; and in this sense 
I assert that “ the understanding or experiential faculty, unirra- 
diated by the reason and the spirit, has no appropriate object 
but the mate.ial world in relation to our worldly interests. The 
far-sighted prudence of man, and the more narrow but at the 
same time far less fallible cunning of the fox, are both no other 
than a nobler substitute for salt, in order that the hog may not 
putrefy before its destined hour ! !” {The Friend.) 
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It mast not, howercr, be overlooked, that this insulation of the 
anderstanding is our own act and deed. The man of healthful 
and undivided intellect uses his understanding in this state of 
abstraction only as a tool or organ: even as the arithmetician 
uses numbers, that is, as the means not the end of knowledge. 
Our Shakespeare in agreement both with truth and the philosophy 
of his age, names it “ discourse of reason,” as an instrumental 
faculty belonging to reason : and Milton opposes the discursive 
to the intuitive, as the lower to the higher, 

" UifTering but in degree, in kind the eame !” 

Of the discursive understanding, which forms for itself general 
notions and terms of classification for the purpose of comparing 
and arranging phenomena, the characteristic is clearness without 
depth. It contemplates the unity of things in their limits only, 
and is consequently a knowledge of superficies without substance. 
So much so indeed, that it entangles itself in contradictions, in 
the very efifort of comprehending the idea of substance. The 
completing power which unites clearness with depth, the pleni- 
tude of the sense with the comprehensibility of the understanding, 
is the imagination, impregnated with which the understanding 
itself becomes intuitive, and a living power. The reason (not the 
abstract reason, not the reason as the mere organ of science, or 
as the faculty of scientific principles and schemes a priori ; but 
reason), as the integral spirit of the regenerated man, reason 
substantiated and vital, “ one only, yet manifold, overseeing all, 
and going through all understanding ; the breath of the power of 
God, and a pure influence from the glory of the Almighty ; which 
remaining in itself regenerateth all other powers, and in all 
ages entering into holy souls maketh them friends of God and 
prophets” (Wisdom of Solomon, c. vii.); this reason without being 
either the sense, the understanding, or the imagination, contains 
aU three within itself, even as the mind contains its thoughts and 
is present in and through them all ; or as the expression pervades 
the different features of an intelligent countenance. Each indi- 
vidual must bear witness of it to his own mind, even as he 
describes life and light ; and with the silence of light it describes 
itself and dwells in us only as far as we dwell in it. It cannot in 
strict language be called a faculty, much less a personal property, 
of any human mind ! He, with whom it is present, can as litUe 
appropriate it, whether totally or by partition, as he can claim 
ownership in the breathing air, or make an inclosure in the cope 
of heaven. 
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The object of the preceding discourse was to recommend the 
Bible, as the end and centre of oiir reading and meditation. 1 
can truly affirm of myself, that my studies have been profitable 
and availing to me only so far, as I have endeavoured to use all 
my other knowledge as a glass enabling me to receive more light 
in a wider field of vision from the Word of Giod. If you have 
accompanied me thus far, thoughtful reader, let me not weary 
you if I digress for a few moments to another book, likewise a 
revelation of God — ^the great book of His servant Nature. That 
in its obvious sense and literal interpretation, it declares the 
oemg and attributes of the Almighty Father, none but the fool 
in heart has ever dared gainsay. But it has been the music of 
gentle and pious minds in all ages, it is the poetry of all human 
nature, to read it likewise in a figurative sense, and to find therein 
correspondences and symbols of the spiritual world. 

I have at this moment before me, in the fiowery meadow, on 
which my eye is now reposing, one of its most soothing chapters, 
in which there is no lamenting word, no one character of guilt or 
anguish. For never can I look and meditate on the vegetable 
creation, without a feeling similar to that with which we gaze 
at a beautiful infant that has fed itself asleep at its mother’s 
bosom, and smiles in its strange dream of obscure yet happy 
sensations. The same tender and genial pleasure takes possession 
of me, and this pleasure is checked and drawn inward by the 
like aching melancholy, by the same whispered remonstrance, and 
made restless by a similar impulse of aspiration. It seems as if 
the soul said to herseK : From this state hast thou fallen ! Such 
shouldst thou still become, thy SeK all permeable to a holier 
power ! thy self at once hidden and glorified by its own transpa- 
rency, as the accidental and dividuous in this quiet and harmonious 
object is subjected to the life and light of nature which shines in 
it, even as the transmitted power, love and wisdom, of God over 
all, fills and shines through nature ! But what the plant is, by an 
act not its own and unconsciously — that must thou make thyself 
to become! must by prayer and by a watchful and unresisting 
spirit, join at least with the preventive and assisting grace to 
make thyself, in that light of conscience which infiameth not, and 
with that knowledge which puffeth not up ! 

But further, and with particular reference to that undivided 
reason, neither merely speculative nor merely practical, but both 
in one, which I have in this annotation endeavoured to contra- 
distinguish from the understanding, I seem to myself to behold 
in the quiet objects on which I am gazing, more than an arbitrary 
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illustration, more than a mere simile, the work of my own fancy. 
I feel an awe, as if there were before my eyes the same power as 
that of the reason — the same power in a lower dignity, and there- 
fore a symbol established in the truth of things. I feel it alike, 
whether I contemplate a single tree or flower, or meditate on 
vegetation throughout the world, as one of the great organs of 
the life of nature. Lo ! — with the rising sim it commences its out- 
ward life and enters into open commimion with all the elements, 
at once assimilating them to itself and to each other. At the same 
moment it strikes its roots and unfolds its leaves, absorbs and 
respires, steams forth its cooling vapour and finer fragrance, and 
breathes a repaiiang spirit, at once the food and tone of the atmo- 
sphere, into the atmosphere that feeds it. Lo ! — at the touch of 
light how it returns an air akin to Hght, and yet with the same 
pulse effectuates its own secret growth, still contracting to fix 
what expanding it had refined. Lo ! — how upholding the cease- 
less plastic motion of the parts in the profoundest rest of the 
whole it becomes the visible organismus of the whole silent or 
elementary life of nature, and therefore, in incorporating the one 
extreme becomes the symbol of the other ; the natural symbol of 
that higher life of reason, in which the whole series (known to us 
in our present state of being) is perfected, in which, therefore, all 
the subordinate gradations recur, and are re-ordained “ in more 
abundant honour.” We had seen each in its own cast, and we 
now recognise them all as co-existing in the unity of a higher 
foim, the crown and completion of the earthly, and the mediator 
of a new and heavenly series. Thus finally, the vegetable 
creation, in the simplicity and uniformity of its internal structure 
symbolizing the unity of nature, while it represents the omni- 
formity of her delegated functions in its external variety and 
manifoldness, becomes the record and chronicle of her ministerial 
acts, and inchases the vast unfolded volume of the earth with the 
hieroglyphics of her history. 

O ! if as the plant to the orient beam, we would but open out 
our minds to that holier light, which “ being compared with light 
is found before it, more beautiful than the sun, and above all the 
order of stars ” (Wisdom of Solomon, vii. 29), ungenial, alien, and 
adverse to our very nature would appear the boastful wisdom 
which, beginning in Prance, gradually tampered with the taste 
and literature of all the most • civilized nations of Christendom, 
seducing the imderstanding from its natural allegiance, and 
therewith from all its own lawful claims, titles, and privileges. It 
was placed as a ward of honour in the courts of faith and reason ; 
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but it chose to dwell alone, and became a harlot by the wayside. 
Tte commercial spirit, and the ascendancy of the experimental 
philosophy which took place at the close of the seventeenth century, 
though both good and beneficial in then own kinds, combined to 
foster its corruption. Flattered and dazzled by the real or sup- 
posed discoveries which it had made, the more the understanding 
was enriched, the more did it become debased ; till science itself 
put on a selfish and sensual character, and immediate utility, in 
exclusive reference to the gratification of the wants and appetites 
of the animal, the vanities and caprices of the social, and the 
ambition of the political, man was imposed as the test of all intel- 
lectual powers and pui’suits. Worth was degraded into a lazy 
synonym of value ; and value was exclusively attached to the inte- 
rest of the senses. But though the growing alienation and «elf- 
sufiiciency of the understanding was perceptible at an earlier 
period, yet it seems to have been about the middle of the last 
century, under the influence of Voltaire, D’Afembert, Diderot, say 
generally of the so-called encyclopajdists, and alas ! of their 
crowned proselytes and disciples, Frederick, Joseph, and Catha- 
rine, that the human understanding, and this too in its narrowest 
fonn, was tempted to throw off aU show of reverence to the spiiit- 
ual and even to the moral powers and impulses of the soul ; and, 
usurping the name of reason, openly joined the banners of Anti- 
christ, at once the pander and the prostitute of sensuality ; and 
whether in the cabinet, laboratory, the dissecting-room, or the 
brothel, alike busy in the schemes of vice and in-eligion. Well 
and truly might it, thus personified in our fancy, have been ad- 
dressed in the words of the evangelical prophet, which I have once 
before quoted : “ Thou hast said, none is my overseer ! — thy wisdom 
and thy knowledge, it hath perverted thee ! — and thou hast said in 
thy heart, I am, and there is none beside me !” tisaiah xlvii. 
10.) 

Prurient, bustling, and revolutionary, this Fi’ench wisdom has 
never more than grazed the surfaces of knowledge. As political 
economy, in its zeal for the increase of food, it habitually over- 
looked the qualities and even the sensations of those that were to 
feed on it. As ethical philosophy, it recognised no duties which 
it could not reduce into debtor and creditor accounts on the 
ledgers of self-love, where no coin was sterling which could not be 
rendered into agreeable sensations. And even in its height of 
self-complacency as chemical art, greatly am I deceived if it has 
not from the very beginning mistaken the products of destruction, 
eadavera rerum, for the elements of composition: and most as> 
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Buredly it has dearly purchased a few brilliant inventions at tho 
loss of all communion with life and the spirit of nature. As the 
process, such the result ! — a heartless frivolity alternating with a 
sentimentality as heartless — an ignorant contempt of antiquity — a 
neglect of moral self-discipline — a deadening of the religious 
sense, even in the less reflecting forms of natural piety — a scorn- 
ful reprobation of all consolations and secret refreshings from 
above — and as the caput mortuum of human nature evaporated, a 
French nature of rapacity, levity, ferocity, and presumption. 

Man of understanding, canst thou command the stone to He, 
canst thou hid the flower bloom, where thou hast placed it in thy 
classification ? Canst thou persuade the living or the inanimate 
to stand separate even as thou hast separated them ? And do not 
far rather all things spread out before thee in glad confusion and 
heedless intermixture, even as a lightsome chaos on which the 
Spirit of God is moving P Do not all press and swell under one 
attraction, and live together in promiscuous harmony, each joyous 
in its own kind, and in the immediate neighbourhood of myriad 
others that in the system of thy imderstanding are distant as the 
poles? If to mint and to remember names delight thee, still 
arrange and classify and pore and pull to pieces, and peep into 
death to look for life, as monkeys put their hands behind a look- 
ing-glass ! Yet consider, in the first sabbath which thou imposest 
on the busy discursion of thought, that all this is at best little 
more than a technical memory : that like can only be known by 
like : that as truth is the correlative of being, so is the act of 
being the great organ of truth : that in natural no less than in 
moral science, quantum svmus, scimus. 

That which we find in ourselves is {gradu mutato) the substance 
and the life of all our knowledge. Without this latent presence of 
the “ I am,” all modes of existence in the external world would flit 
before us as coloured shadows, with no greater depth, root, or fix- 
ture, than the image of a rock hath in a gliding stream, or the 
rainbow on a fast-sailing rain-storm. The human mind is the 
compass, in which the laws and actuations of all outward essences 
are revealed as the dips and declinations. (The application of 
geometry to the forces and movements of the material woild is 
both proof and instance.) The fact, therefore, that the mind of 
man, in its own primary and constituent forms, represents the 
laws of nature, is a mystery which of itself should suffice to make 
ns religious : for it is a problem of which God is the only solution 
—God, the One before all, and of all, and through all ! “ True 
ziatural philosophy is comprised in the study of the science and 
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langua.ge of symbols. The power delegated to nature is idl in 
every part : and by a symbol I mean, not a metaphor or allegory 
or any other figure of speech or form of fancy, but an actual and 
essential part of that, the whole of which it represents. Thus our 
Lord speaks symbolically when He says that “ the eye is the light 
of the body.” The genuine naturalist is a dramatic poet in his 
own line : and such as our myriad-minded Shakespeare is, com- 
pared with the Racines and Metastasios, such and by a similai 
process of self -transformation would the man be, compared with 
the doctors of- the mechanic school, who should construct his 
physiology on the heaven-descended. Know thyself. 

Even “ the visions of the night ” speak to us of powers within 
us that are not dreamt of in their day-dream of philosophy. The 
dreams which we most often remember are produced by the 
nascent sensations and inward motiunculoB (the fluxions) of the 
waking state. Hence, too, they are more capable of being remem- 
bered, because, passing more gpudually into our waking thoughts, 
they are more likely to associate with our first perceptions after 
sleep. Accordingly, when the nervous system is approaching to 
the waking state, a sort of under-consciousness blends with our 
dreams, that in all we imagine as seen or heard, our own self is 
the ventriloquist, and moves the slides in the magic-lanthom. 
We dream about things ! 

But there are few persons of tender feelings and reflecting 
habits who have not, more or less often in the course of their 
lives, experienced dreams of a very different kind, and during the 
profoundest sleep that is compatible with after-recollection — 
states of which it would be scai’cely too bold to say that we dream 
the things themselves; so exact, minute, and vivid beyond all 
power of ordinary memory is the portraiture, so marvellously 
perfect is our brief metempsychosis into the very being, as it 
were, of the person who seems to address us. If I may be allowed 
to quote from myself (The Friend), “ the dullest wight is at times 
a Shakespeare in his dreams.” Not only may we expect that men 
of strong religious feelings, but little religious knowledge, will 
occasionally be tempted to regard such occurrences as super- 
natural visitations ; but it ought not to surprise us if such dreams 
should sometimes be confirmed by the event, as though they had 
actually possessed a character of divination. For who shall decide 
how far a perfect reminiscence of past experiences (of many 
perhaps that had escaped our reflex consciousness at the time)— 
who shall determine to what extent this reproductive imagination; 
unsophisticated by the wiU, and undistracted by intrusions from 
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the senees, may or may not be concentred and sublimed into fore- 
sight and presentiment ? There would be nothing herein either to 
foster superetition, on the one hand, or to justify contemptuous dis- 
belief, on the other. Incredulity is but credulity seen from behind, 
bowing and nodding assent to the habitual and the fashionable. 

To the touch (or feeling) belongs the proximate ; to the eye, the 
distant. Now, little as I might be disposed to believe, I should be 
still less inclined to ridicule, the conjecture that in the recesses of 
our nature, and undeveloped, there might exist an inner sense 
(and therefore appertaining wholly to time) — a sense hitherto 
“ without a name,” which as a higher third combined and poten- 
tially included both the fonner. Thus gravitation combines and 
includes the powers of attraction and repulsion, which are the 
constituents of matter, as distinguished from body. And thus, 
not as a compound, but as a higher third, it realizes matter (of 
itself en« fiuxionale et prcejluwni) and constitutes it body. Now, 
suppose that this nameless inner sense stood to the relations of 
time as the power of gi-avitation to those of space ? A priori, a 
presence to the future is not more mysterious or transcendent 
than a presence to the distant : than a power equally immediate 
to the most remote objects, as it is to the central mass of its own 
body, toward which it seems, as it were, enchanting them : for in- 
stance, the gravity in the sun and moon to the spifng tides of our 
ocean. The true reply to such an hypothesis would be, that as 
there is nothing to be said against its possibility, there is likewise 
nothing to be urged for its reality; and that the facts may be 
rationally explained without it. 

It has been asked why, knowing myself to be the object of 
personal slander (slander as unprovoked as it is groundless, unless 
acts of kindness are provocation), I furnish this material for it, by 
pleading in paUiation of so chimerical a fancy. With that half- 
playful sadness, which at once sighs and smiles, I answered : Why 
not for that very reason P — viz., in order that my calumniator 
might have, if not a material, yet some basis for the poison-gas of 
his invention to combine with P But no ; pure falsehood is often 
for the time the most effective ; for how can a man confute what 
he can only contradict P Our opinions and principles cannot 
prove an alibi. Think only what your feelings would be if you 
heard a wretch deliberately peijure himself in support of an 
infamous accusation, so remote from all fact, so smooth and 
homogeneous in its untruth, such a round robin of mere lies, that 
you knew not which to begin with P What could you do but look 
round with horror and astonishment, pleading silently to human 
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nature itself, and perhaps (as hath really been the case with me) 
forget both the slanderer and the slander in the angmsh inflicted 
by the passiveness of your many professed friends, whose charac* 
ters you had ever been as eager to clear from the least stain of 
reproach as if a coal of fire had been on your own skin ? But 
enough of this, which would not have occurred to me at all at this 
time, had it not been thus suggested. 

The feeling that, in point of fact, chiefly influenced me in the 
preceding half apology for the supposition of a divining power in 
the human mind, arose out of the conviction that an age or nation 
may become free from certain prejudices, beliefs, and superstitious 
practices, in two ways. It may have really risen above them ; or 
it may have fallen below them, and become too bad for their con- 
tinuance, “ The rustic woidd have little reason to thank the 
philosopher who should give him true conceptions of ghosts, 
omens, dreams, and presentiments, at the price of abandoning his 
faith in Providence, and in the continued existence of his fellow- 
creatures after their death. The teeth of the old serpent sowed 
by the Cadmuses of French literature under Louis XV. produced 
a plenteous crop of such philosophers and truth-trumpeters in 
the reign of his ill-fated successor. They taught many facts, 
historical, political, physiological, and ecclesiastical, Effusing 
their notions so widely that the very ladies and hair-dressers of 
Paris became fluent encyclopaedists; and the sole price which 
their scholars paid for these treasures of new light, was to believe 
Christianity an imposture, the Scriptures a forgery, the worship 
of God superstition, liell a fable, heaven a dream, our life without 
Providence, and our death without hope. What can be conceived 
more natural than the result: that self-acknowledged beaste 
should first act, and next suffer themselves to be treated, as 
beasts P” {The Friend.) 

Thank heaven ! — notwithstanding the attempts of Thomas 
Payne and his compeers, it is not so bad with us. Open infidelity 
has ceased to be a means even of gratifying vanity: for the 
leaders of the gang themselves turned apostates to Satan, as soon 
as the number of their proselytes became so large, that atheism 
ceased to give distinction. Nay, it became a mai’k of original 
thinking to defend the Belief and the Ten Commandments : so 
the strong min ds veered roimd, and religion came again into 
fashion. But still I exceedingly doubt, whether the superannu- 
ation of sundry superstitious fancies be the result of any real dif- 
fusion of sound thuiking in the nation at large. For instance, 
there is now no call for a Picus Mirandula to write seven books 
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against aatrologj. It might seem, indeed, that a single fact like 
that of the loss of Kempenfeldt and his crew, or the explosion of 
the L’Orient, would prove to the common sense of the most igno- 
rant, that even if astrology could be true, the astrologers must be 
false : for if such a science were possible it could be a science 
only for gods. Yet Erasmus, the pidnce of sound common sense, 
is known to have disappi’oved of his friend’s hardihood, and did 
not himself ventui'e beyond scepticism : and the immortal Newton, 
to whom more than to any other human being, Europe owes the 
purification of its general notions concerning the heavenly bodies, 
studied astrology with much earnestness, and did not reject it tUl 
he had demonstrated the falsehood of all its pretended gi'ounds 
and principles. The exit of two or three superstitions is no mors 
a proof of the entry of good sense, than the strangling of a despot 
at Algiers or Constantinople is a symptom of freedom. If there- 
fore not the mere disbehef, but the grounds of such disbelief, 
must decide the question of our superior illumination, I confess 
that I could not from my own observations on the books and con- 
versation of the age vote for the aflirmative without much hesita- 
tion. As many errors are despised by men from ignorance as 
from knowledge. Whether that be not the case with regard to 
divination, is a query that rises in ray mind (notwithstanding my 
fullest conviction of the non-existence of such a powei’) as often 
as I read the names of the gi’eat statesmen and philosophers, 
which Cicero enumerates in the introductoiy paragraphs of his 
work De Divinatione. — Socrates, omnesque Socratici, plurimisqtie 
locis gravis Auctor Democritiis, Cratlppusq'ue, familiaris noster, quem 
ego parem smnmis Peripateticis jndico, &c. &c. — pressensionem rerum 
futurarvm comprobdrwni. Of all the theistic philosophers, Xeno- 
phanes was the only one who wholly lejected it. “A Stoicis 
degenerat PanosHus, nec tamen ausus est negare, vim esse divinandn, 
sed dubitare se dixit” Nor was this a mere outward assent to the 
opinions of the state. Many of them subjected the question to 
the most exquisite arguments, and supported the aflfii-mative not 
merely by experience, but (especially the Stoics, who of all sects 
most cultivated psychology) by a minute analysis of human 
nature and its faculties : while on the mind of Cicero himself (as 
on that of Plato with regard to a state of retribution after death) 
the universality of the faith in all times and countries appears to 
have made the deepest impression. ‘ Gentem quidem nuUam video, 
neque tarn humanam atque doctam, neque tarn immanem tamqm 
barharam, quee non signijicari futura, et a quibusdam intelligi 
prcedicique posse censeat.’ 



Digitized by Google 




852 A Lay Sermon. 

I fear that the decrease in our feelings of reverence towards 
mankind at large, and our increasing aversion to every opinion 
not grounded in some appeal to the senses, have a lai*ger share in 
this our emancipation from the prejudices of Socrates and Cicero, 
than reflection, insight, or a fair collation of the facts and argu> 
ments. For myself, I would far rather see the English people at 
large believe somewhat too much than merely just enough, if the 
latter is to be produced, or must be accompanied, by a contempt 
or neglect of the faith and intellect of theii* forefathers. For not 
to say what yet is most certain, that a people cannot believe just 
enough, and that there are errors which no wise man will treat 
with rudeness, while there is a probability that they may be the 
refraction of some great truth as yet below the horizon ; it rer 
mains most worthy of our serious consideration, whether a fancied 
superiority to their ancestors’ intellects must not be speedily 
followed in the popular mind by disrespect for their ancestors’ 
institutions. Assuredly it is not easy to place any confidence in 
a form of church or state, of whose founders we have been taught 
to believe, that their philosophy was jargon, and their feelings 
and notions rank superstition. Yet are we never to grow wiser ? 
Axe we to be credulous by birthright, and take ghosts, omens, 
visions, and witchcraft, as an heii’loom ? God forbid ! A dis- 
tinction must be made, and such a one as shall be equally availing 
and profitable to men of all ranks. Is this practicable ? Yes 1 
it exists. It is found in the study of the Old and New Testa- 
ment, if only it be combined with a spiritual pai*taking of the 
Redeemer’s Blood, of which, mysterious as the symbol may be, 
the sacramental wine is no mere or arbitrary memento. This is 
the only certain, and this is the universal preventive of all de- 
basing superstitions ; this is the true Haemony (at/wi, blood : oivcj, 
wine) which our Milton has beautifully allegorized in a passage 
strangely overlooked by all his commentators. Bear in mind, 
reader, the character of a militant Christian, and the results (in 
this life and in the next) of the Redemption by the Blood oi* 
Christ, and so peruse the passage ! 

Amongst the rest a small unsightly root, 

But of divine effect, be cuiled me out : 

The leaf was darkish, and had prickles on it, 

Bnt in another country, as he said. 

Bore a bright golden flower, bnt not in this soil 
Unknown and like esteem'd and the dull swain 
Treads on it dally with his clouted sboon ; 

And yet more med’clnal is it than that Holy 
That Hermes once to wise Ulysses gave. 

He called it Haanony and gave it me, 
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And bode me keep it as of sovr’an nae 
’Gainst all enchantments, mildew, blast, or damp, 

Or ghastly furies’ apparition.” Miltos’s Cumut. 

These lines might be employed as an amulet against delusions : 
for the man, who is indeed a Christian, will as little think of in- 
forming himself concerning the future by dreams or presenti- 
ments, as of looking for a distant object at broad noon-day with a 
lighted taper in his band. 

But whatever of good and intellectual nature worketh in us, it 
is our appointed task to render gradually our own work. For all 
things that surround us, and all things that happen unto us, have 
(each doubtless its own providential pui'pose, but) all one common 
final cause ; namely, the increeise of consciousness, in such wise, 
that whatever part of the terra incognita of our nature the in- 
creased consciousness discovers, our will may conquer and bring 
into subjection to itself under the sovereignty of reason. 

The leading differences between mechanic and vital philosophy 
may all be drawn from one point ; namely, that the fonner de- 
manding for every mode and act of existence real or possible 
visibility, knows only of distance and nearness, composition (or 
rather juxta- position) and decomposition, in short, the relations of 
unproductive particles to each other ; so that in every instance the 
result is the exact sum of the component quantities, as in arith- 
metical addition. This is the philosophy of death, and only of 
a dead natui’e can it hold good. In life, much more in spirit, and 
in a living and spiritual philosophy, the two component counter- 
powers actually interpenetrate each other, and generate a higher 
third, including both the former, ita tamen ut sit alia et major. 

To apply this to the subject of this present essay. The elements 
(the factors, as it were) of religion are reason and understanding. 
If the composition stopped in itself, an understanding thus 
rationalized would lead to the admission of the general doctrines 
of natural religion, the belief of a God, and of immortality ; and 
probably to an acquiescence in the history and ethics of the 
Gospel. But still it would be a speculative faith, and in the 
nature of a theory ; as if the main object of religion were to solve 
difficulties for the satisfaction of the intellect. Now this state 
of mind, which alas ! is the state of too many among our self- 
entitled rational religionists, is a mere balance or compromise of 
the two powei‘8, not that living and generative interpenetration 
of both which would give being to essential religion — to the re- 
ligion, at the birth of which “ we receive the spirit of adoption, 
whereby we ci-y, Abba, Father; the spirit itself bearing witness 
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with our spirit, that we are the children of Gk>d” (Rom. viii. 15, 16), 
In religion there is no abstraction. To the unity and infinity ol 
the Divine Nature, of which it is the partaker, it adds the fulness, 
and to the fulness the grace and the creative overflowing. That 
which intuitively it at once beholds and adores, praying always, 
and rejoicing always — that doth it tend to become. In all things 
and in each thing — for the Almighty goodness does not create 
generalities or abide in abstractions — in each, the meanest, object 
it bears witness to a mystery of infinite solution. Thus “ behold- 
ing as in a glass the glory of the Lord, it is changed into the 
same image from glory to glory ” (2 Cor. iii. 18). For as it is 
bom and not made, so must it grow. As it is the image or 
s 3 unbol of its great object, by the organ of this similitude, as by 
an eye, it seeth that same image throughout the creation ; and 
from the same cause sympathiseth with all creation in its groans 
to be redeemed. “ For we know that the whole creation groaneth 
and travaileth in earnest expectation” (Rom. viii. 20 — 23) of a 
renewal of its forfeited power, the power, namely, of retiring into 
that image, which is its substantial form and trae life, from the 
vanity of self, which then only is when for itself it has ceased tc 
be. Even so doth religion finitely express the unity of the In- 
finite Spirit by being a total act of the soul. And even so doth it 
represent His fulness by its depth, by its substantiality, and by 
an all-pervading vital warmth which — relaxing the rigid, consoli- 
dating the dissolute, and giving cohesion to that which is about 
to sink down and fall abroad, as into the dust and crumble of 
the grave — is a life within life, evermore organizing the soul 
anew. 

Nor doth it express the fulness only of the Spirit. It likewise 
represents His overflowing by its communicativeness, budding 
and blossoming forth in all earnestness of persuasion, and in all 
words of sound doctrine : while, like the citron in a genial sou 
and climate, it bears a golden fruitage of good works at the same 
time, the example waxing in contact with the exhortation, as the 
ripe orange beside the opening orange flower. Yea, even His 
creativeness doth it shadow out by its own powers of impreg- 
nation and production, “ being such a one as Paul the aged, and 
also a prisoner for Jesus Christ, who begat to a lively hope his 
son Onesimus in his bonds,” regenerating in and through the 
Spirit the slaves of corraption, and fugitives from a far greater 
master than Philemon. The love of God, and therefore God 
himself, who is love, religion strives to express by love, and 
measures its growth by the increase and activity of its love. For 
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Cbristian love is the last and divinest birth, the harmony, unity, 
and god-like transfiguration of all the vital, intellectual, moral, 
and spiritual powers. Now it manifests itself as the sparkling 
and ebullient spring of well-doing in gifts and in labours ; and 
now as a silent fountain of patience and long-suffering, the ful- 
ness of which no hatred or persecution can exhaust or diminish ; 
a more than conqueror in the persuasion, “ that neither dejith, nor 
life, nor angels, nor principalities, nor powers, nor things present, 
nor things to come, nor height, nor depth, nor any other creature, 
shall be able to separate it from the love of God which is in 
Christ Jesus the Lord ” (Rom. viii. 38, 39), 

From God’s love through His Son, crucified for us from the 
beginning of the world, religion begins : and in love towards Go<J 
and the creatures of God it hath its end and completion. O how 
heaven-like it is to sit among brethren at the feet of a minister 
who speaks under the influence of love, and is heai-d under the 
same influence ! for all abiding and spiritual knowledge, infused 
into a grateful and affectionate fellow-Christian, is as the child of 
the mind that infuses it. The delight which he gives he receives ; 
and in that bright and liberal hour the gladdened preacher can 
scarce gather the ripe produce of to-day without discovering and 
looking forward to the green fruits and embryons, the heritage 
and reversionai'y wealth of the days to come ; till he bursts forth 
in prayer and thanksgiving — “ The harvest truly is plenteous, but 
the labourers few. O gracious Lord of the Harvest, send forth 
labourers into Thy harvest ! There is no difference between the 
Jew and the Greek. Thou, Lord over all, art rich to all that call 
upon Thee. But how shall they call on Him in whom they have 
not believed ? and how shall they believe in Him of whom they 
have not heard ? and how shall they hear without a preacher ? 
and how shall they preach except they be sent P And O ! how 
beautiful upon the mountains are the feet of him that bringeth 
good tidings, and publisheth peace, that bringeth glad tidings of 
good things, that publisheth salvation, that saith unto the capti v«i 
soul. Thy God reigneth ! God manifested in the flesh hath re- 
deemed thee ! O Lord of the Harvest, send forth labourers into 
Thy harvest !” 

Join with me, reader, in the fervent pi*ayer, that we may seek 
within us, what we can never find elsewhere ; that we may find 
within us what no words can put there ; that one only true religion, 
which elevateth knowing into being, which is at once the tscience 
of being, and the being and the life of all genuine science. 
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(D.) 

In all ages of the Christian church, and in the later period of the 
Jewish (that is, as soon as from their acquaintance fiurst with the 
Oriental and afterwards with the Greek philosophy, the precursory 
and preparative influences of the gospel began to work), there have 
existed individuals — Laodiceans in spirit, M inim a in faith, and 
Nominalists in philosophy — who mistake outlines for substance, 
and distinct images for clear conceptions ; with whom therefore 
not to be a thing, is the same as not to be at aU. The contempt 
in which such persons hold the works and doctrines of all theo- 
logians before Grotius, and of all philosophers before Locke and 
Hartley (at least before Bacon and Hobbes), is not accidental, nor 
yet altogether owing to that epidemic of a proud ignorance 
occasioned by a diffused sciolism, which gave a sickly and hectic 
showinees to the latter half of the last century. It is a real 
instinct of self-defence acting offensively by anticipation. For 
the authority of all the greatest names of antiquity is full and 
decisive against them ; and man, by the very nature of his birth 
and growth, is so much the creature of authority, that there 
was no way of effectually resisting it but by undermining the 
reverence for the past in toto. Thus the Jewish prophets have, 
forsooth, a certain degree of antiquarian value, as being the only 
specimens extant of the oracles of a barbarous tribe ; the Evan- 
gelists are to be interpreted with a due allowance for their super- 
stitious prejudices concerning evil spirits, and St. Paul never 
suffers them to forget that he had been brought up at the feet of 
a Jewish Rabbi ! ' The Greeks indeed were a fine people in works 
of taste ; but as to their philosophers ! the writings of Plato are 
smoke and flash from the witch’s cauldron of a disturbed imagin- 
ation ! Aristotle’s works a quickset hedge of fruitless and thorny 
distinctions ! and all the philosophers before Plato and Aristotle 
fablers and allegorisers ! 

But these men have had their day : and there are signs of the 
times clearly announcing that that day is verging to its close. 
Even now there are not a few, on whose convictions it will not be 
uninfluencive to know, that the power by which men are led to the 
truth of things, instead of the ap 3 >earances, was deemed and 
entitled the living and substantial Word of God by the soundest 
of the Hebrew doctors ; that the eldest and most profound of the 
Greek philosophers demanded assent to their doctrine, mainly as 
(To<f>la &fo7rapa8oTOf, i. c., a traditionary wisdom that had its origin 
in inspiration; that these men referred the same power t<t the 
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Kvp afifoiov xmo du)iKovvros AOrOY ; and that they ■frere scarcely 
less express than theii* scholar Philo Judaeus in their affirmations 
of the Logos, as no mere attribute or quality, no mode of abstrac- 
tion, uo personification, but literally and mysteriously Deua alter 
et idem. 

When education has disciplined the minds of our gentry for 
austerer study ; when educated men will be ashamed to look 
abroad for truths that can be only found within ; within thcni- 
Belves they will discover, intuitively will they discover, the dis- 
tinctions between “ the light that lighteth every man that cometh 
into the world,” and the understanding, which forms the peculium 
of each man, as different in extent and value from another man’s 
understanding as his estate may be from his neighbour’s estate. 
The words of St. John, from the 7th to the 12th verse of his first 
chapter, are in their whole extent interpretable of the under- 
standing, which derives its rank and mode of being in the human 
race (that is, as far as it may be contrasted with the instinct of 
the dog or elephant, in all which constitutes it human under- 
standing) from the universal light. This light, therefore, comes 
as to its own. Being rejected, it leaves the imderstanding to a 
world of dreams and darkness : for in it alone is life, and the Kfe 
is the light of men. What then but apparitions can remain to a 
philosophy which strikes death through all things visible and 
invisible ; satisfies itself then only when it can explain those ab- 
stractions of the outward senses, which by an imconscious irony 
it names indifferently facts and phenomena, mechanically that is, 
by the laws of death ; and brands with the name of mysticism 
every solution grounded in life, or the powers and intmtions of 
life? 

On the other hand, if the light be received by faith, to such 
understandings it delegates the privilege (^i^ovalav) to become sons 
of Gk)d, expanding while it elevates, even as the beams of the 
sun incorporate with the mist, and make its natural darkness and 
earthly nature the bearer and interpreter of their own glory. 
’E^i» pf) TTiaTtvcrriTf, ov pf) trvv^Tt. 

The very same truth is found in a fragment of the Ephesian 
Hei’aclitus, preserved by Stobaeus, and in somewhat different words 
by Diogenes Laertius. Euv v6<p \iyovrat xpi] ra ^vva 

navT(ou' rpif^ovrai yap ndvra ol dvdpmmvoi vooi vtto €v6s tov ^flov 
(Aoyov’) KpaTfi yap rocrovrov nKOaov fdtXti, Kai f^apKfi ndai Kai wepi- 
yivtrai. Translation: — To discourse rationally (=if we would 
render the discursive understanding “ discourse of reason”), it be- 
hoves us to derive strength from that which is common to all 
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men (=ihe light that lighteth every man). For all human 
understandings are nourished by the one Divine Word, vs-hose 
power is commensurate A\dth His will, and is sufiBcient for all and 
overfloweth (=shineth in darkness, and is not contained therein. 



or comprehended by the darkness). 

This was Heraclitus, whose book is nearly six hundred years 
older than the gospel of St. John, and who was proverbially 
entitled the dark (6 o-icot€ivos). But it was a darkness whicn 
Socrates would not condemn, and which would probably appear 
to enlightened Christians the darkness of prophecy, had the work 
which he hid in the temple been preserved to us. But obscurity 
is a word of many meanings. It may be in the subject ; it may be 
in the author ; or it may be in the reader ; and this again may 
originate in the state of the reader’s heart ; or in that of his 
capacity; or in his temper; or in his accidental associations. 
Two kinds are especially pointed out by the divine Plato in his 
Sophistes. The beauty of the original is beyond my reach. On 
my anxiety to give the fulness of the thought, I must ground my 
excuse for construing rather than translating. The fidelity of 
the version may weU atone for its harshness in a passage that 
deserves a meditation beyond the ministry of words, even the 
words of Plato himself, though in them, or nowhere, are to be 
heard the sweet sovmds that issued from the head of Memnon at 



the touch of light. “ One thing is the hai-dness-to-be-underatood 
of the sophist, another that of the philosopher. The former 
retreating into the obscurity of that which hath not true being 
(toC ovrof), and by long intercourse accustomed to the same, is 
hard to be known on account of the duskiness of the place. Bu’ 
the philosopher by contemplation of pui*e reason evermore ap. 
proximating to the idea of true being (rov oktos), is by no meant 
easy to be seen on account of the splendour of that region. For the 
intellectual eyes of the many flit, and are incapable of looking 
fixedly towards the god-like.” 

There are, I am aware, persons who ■willingly admit that not in 
articles of faith alone, but in the heights of geometry, and even in 
the necessary first principles of natmral philosophy, there exist 
truths of apodictic force in reason, which the mere understanding 
strives in vain to comprehend. Take, as an instance, the ascend* 
ing series of infinites in every finite, a position which involves a 
conti-adiction for the understanding, yet follows demonstrably 
from the very definition of body as that which fills a space. For 
wherever there is a space filled, there must be an extension to be 
divided. When therefore maxims generalised from appearances 
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(phenomena) are applied to substances ; when rules, abstracted or 
deduced from the forms in time and space, are used as measures 
of spiritual being, yea, even of the Divine Nature, which cannot be 
compared or classed (“for My thoughts are not your thoughts, 
nor ai-e My ways your ways, saith the Lord ” — Isaiah Iv. 8) — such 
professors cannot but protest against the whole process, as 
gi’ounded on a gross metathesis els aXXo ytuos. Yet still they are 
disposed to tolerate it as a sort of sanative counter- excitement, 
that holds in check the more dangerous disease of methodism. 
But I more than doubt of both the positions. I do not think 
methodism, Calvinistic or Wesleyan, the more dangerous disease ; 
and even if it were, I should deny that it is at all likely to be 
counteracted by the rational Christianity of our modern Alogi 
(Xdyof jTiOTttof aXo-yos!), who, mistaking unity for sameness, have 
been pleased by a misnomer not less contradictory to their own 
tenets than intolerant to those of Christians in general, to entitle 
themselves Unitarians. The two contagions attack each a whoUy 
different class of minds and tempers, and each tends to produce 
and justify the other, according as the predisposition of the 
patient may chance to be. If fanaticism be as a fire in the 
flooring of the church, the idolism of the unspiritualised under- 
standing is the dry rot in its beams and timbers. ’Y^piv xpij 
o'^fvvvtiv paWov rj TrvpKoiTjv, says Heraclitus. It is not the sect 
of Unitarian dissenters, but the spirit of unitarianism in the 
members of the Established Church, that alarms me. To what open 
revilings, and to what whispered slanders, I subject my name by 
this public avowal, I well know : dmarovs yap nvds tlvai fmarvijxov 
‘HpaKXfirds, <pr)<riv, aKov<rai ovk tmarapfvovs ov&’ flneiv' itXXa koi, Kvvfs 
&s, ^av^ovtriv tv tv /xi) ytvtuTKatai. 



(E.) 

The term idea, is an instance in point; and I hazard this 
assertion, together with the preceding sentences, in the full con- 
sciousness that they must be unintelligible to those who have yet 
to learn that an idea is equidistant in its signification from 
sensation, image, fact, and notion: that it is the antithesis not 
the synonyme of tibakov. The magnificent son of Cosmo was 
wont to discourse with Ficino, Politian, and the princely Mirandula 
on the ideas of will, God, and immortality. The accomplished 
author of the Arcadia, the star of serenest brilliance in the 
glorious constellation of Elizabeth’s court, our England’s Sir 
Philip Sidney ! Ho, the paramount gentleman of Europe, the 
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p<x>t, waiTior, and statesman, held high converse with Spenser on 
the idea of supersensual beauty ; on all “ earthly fair and amiable,” 
as the symbol of that idea ; and on music and poesy as its living 
•ducts. With the same genial reverence did the younger Algernon 
cominune with Harrington and Milton on the idea of a perfect 
state ; and in what sense it is true, that the men (i. e., the aggre- 
gate of the inhabitants of a country at any one time) are made 
for the state, not the state for the men. But these lights shine no 
longer, or for a few. Exeunt ; and enter in their stead Holofemes 
and Costard, masked as Metaphysics and Commonsense. And 
these, too, have their ideas ! The former has an idea, that Hume, 
Hartley, and Condillac have exploded all ideas but those of sensa- 
tion ; he has an idea that he was particularly pleased with the fine 
idea of the last-named philosopher, that there is no absurdity in 
asking what colour virtue is of ? inasmuch as the proper philoso- 
phic answer would be black, blue, or bottle-green, according as the 
coat, waistcoat, and small-clothes might chance to be of the per- 
son the series of whose motions had excited the sensations which 
formed our idea of virtue. The latter has no idea of a better- 
flavovu’ed haunch of venison than he dined off at the Albion : he 
admits that the French have an excellent idea of cooking in gene- 
ral, but holds that their best cooks have no more idea of dressing 
a turtle than the gourmands themselves, at Paris, have of the true 
taste and colour of the fat ! 

It is not impossible that a portion of the high value attached of 
late years to the dates and margins of our old folios and quartos, 
may be transferred to their contents. Even now there exists a 
shrewd suspicion in the minds of reading men, that not only Plato 
and Aristotle, but even Scotus Erigena, and the schoolmen from 
Peter Lombard to Duns Scotus, are not such mere blockheads as 
they pass for with those who have never perused a line of their 
writings. What the results may be should this ripen into con- 
viction, I can but guess. But all history seems to favour the 
persuasion I entertain, that in every age the specirlative philo- 
sophy in general acceptance, the metaphysical opinions that 
happen to be predominant, will influence the theology of that age. 
Whatever is proposed for the belief, as true, must have been pre- 
viously admitted by reason as possible, as involving no contradic- 
tion to the universal forms (or laws) of thought, no incompatibility 
in the terms of the proposition ; and the determination on this 
head belongs exclusively to the science of metaphysics. In each 
article of faith embraced on conviction, the mind determines, 
first, intuitively on its logical possibility; secondly, discursively 
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on its analogy to doctrines already believed, as well as on its 
correspondence to the wants and faculties of our nature; and 
thirdly, historically, on the direct and indirect evidences. But 
the probability of an event is a part of its historic evidence, and 
constitutes its presumptive proof , or the evidence d priori. Now, 
as the evidence d posteriori requisite in order to a satisfactory 
proof of the actual occurrence of any fact stands in an inverse 
ratio to the strength or weakness of the evidence d priori (that is, 
a fact probable in itself may be believed on slight testimony), it is 
manifest that of the three factors, by which the mind is deter- 
mined to the admission or rejection of the point in question, the 
last must be greatly influenced by the second, and that both 
depend on the first, not indeed as their cause or preconstituent, but 
as their indispensable condition ; so that the very inquiry concern- 
ing them is preposterous {=a6<^ia-pa roO ‘Yaripov Uportpov) as long 
as the first remains undetermined. Again : the history of human 
opinions (ecclesiastical and philosophical history) confirms, by 
manifold instances, what attentive consideration of the position 
itself might have authorized us to presume ; namely, that on all 
such subjects as are out of the sphere of the senses, and therefore 
incapable of a direct proof from outward experience, the question 
whether any given position is logically impossible (incompatible 
with reason) or only incomprehensible {i. e. not reducible to the 
forms of sense ; namely, time and space, or those of the under- 
standing; namely, quantity, quality, and relation) — in other 
words, the question, whether an assertion be in itself incon- 
ceivable, or only by us unimaginable, will be decided by each 
individual according to the positions assumed as first principles 
in the metaphysical system which he had previously adopted. 
Thus the existence of a Supreme Reason, the Creator of the 
material universe, involved a contradiction for a disciple of Epi- 
curus, who had convinced himself that causative thought was 
tantamount to something out of nothing, or substance out of 
jhadow, and incompatible with the axiom Nihil ex nihilo : while, 
on the contrary, to a Platonist the position is necessarily pre- 
supposed in every other truth, as that without which every fact 
of experience would involve a contradiction in reason. Now it is 
not denied that the framers of our Church Liturgy, Homilies and 
Articles, entertained metaphysical opinions irreconcileable in 
their first principles with the system of speculative philosophy 
which has been taught in this countiy, and only not universally 
received, since the asserted and generally believed defeat of the 
Bishop of Worcester (the excellent Stillingfleet) in his famous 
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controversy with Mr. Locke. Assuredly therefore it is well worth 
the consideration of our Established Clergy whether it is at all 
probable in itself) or congruous with experience, that the disputed 
Articles of our Church de revelatia et credendia should be adopted 
with singleness of heart, and in the light of knowledge, when the 
grounds and first philosophy, on which the framers themselves 
rested the antecedent credibility (may we not add even the reveal- 
ability?) of the Articles in question, have been exchanged for 
principles the most dissimilar, if not contrary ? It may be said, 
and truly, that the Scriptures, and not metaphysical systems, are 
our best and ultimate authority. And, doubtless, on Revelation 
must we rely for the truth of the doctrines. Yet what is held in- 
capable of being conceived as possible will be deemed incapable 
of having been revealed as real ; and that philosophy has hitherto 
had a negative voice, as to the interpretation of the Scriptures in 
high and doctrinal points, is proved by the course of argument 
adopted in the controversial volumes of all the orthodox divines 
from Origen to Bishop Bull, as well as by the very different sense 
attached to the same texts by the disciples of the modem meta- 
physique, wherever they have been at liberty to form their own 
creeds according to their own expositions. 

I repeat the question then : Is it likely that the faith of our 
ancestors will be retained when their philosophy is rejected P re- 
jected d priori, as baseless notions not worth inquiring into, as 
obsolete errors which it would be slaying the slain to confute ? 
Should the answer be in the negative, it would be no strained in- 
ference that the Clergy at least, as the conservators of the national 
faith, and the accredited representatives of learning in general 
amongst us, might with great advantage to their own peace of 
mind qualify themselves to judge for themselves concerning the 
comparative worth and solidity of the two schemes. Let them 
make the experiment, whether a patient re-hearing of their pre- 
decessors’ cause, with enough of predilection for the men to 
counterpoise the prejudices against their system, might not induce 
them to move for a new trial — a result of no mean impoi-tance in 
niy opinion, were it on this account alone, that it would recall 
cei*tain ex-dignitaries in the book-republic from theii’ long exile 
on the shelves of our public libraries to their old familiar station 
on the reading desks of our theological students. However strong 
the presumption were in favour of principles authorized by names 
that must needs be so dear and venerable to a minister of the 
Church of England, as those of Hooker, Whitaker, Field, Donne, 
Sclden, Stillingfleet (masculine intellects, formed undei' the robust 
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discipline of an age menioi’able for keenness of research and iron 
industry), yet no undue preponderance from any previous weight 
m this scale will be apprehended by minds capable oi estimating 
the coimter-weights, which it must firsl bring to a balance in the 
scale opposite ! The obstinacy of opinions that have always been 
taken for granted ! opinions imassailable even by the remembrance 
of a doubt ! the silent accrescence of belief from the unwatched 
depositions of a general, never-contradicted, hearsay, the concur- 
ring suflfi'age of modern books, all pre-supposing or re-asserting 
the same principles with the same confidence, and with the same 
contempt for all prior systems! — and among these, works of 
highest authority, appealed to in our legislature and lectui’ed on 
at our Universities; the veiy books, perhaps, that called forth 
our own first efiforts in thinking I the solutions and confutations 
in which must therefore have appeared tenfold more satisfactory 
from their having given us our first information of the difficulties 
to be solved, of the opinions to be confuted! — Verily, a clergy- 
man’s partiality towards the tenets of his forefathers must be 
intense beyond all precedent, if it can more than sustain itsdf 
against antagonists so strong in themselves, and with such mighty 
adjuncts ! 

Nor in this enumeration dare I (though fully aware of the 
obloquy to which I am exposing myself) omit the noticeable fact, 
that we have attached a portion even of our national gloiy (not 
only to the system itself, that system of disguised and decorous 
Epicureanism, which has been the only orthodox philosophy of the 
last hundred years ; but also, and more emphatically) to the name 
of the assumed father of the system, who raised it to its present 
“pride of place,” and almost universal acceptance throughout 
Europe. And how was this effected? Extrinsically, by all the 
causes, consequences, and accompaniments of the Revolution in 
1688 : by all the opinions, interests, and passions which counter- 
acted by the sturdy prejudices of the malcontents with the Revo- 
lution ; qualified by the compromising character of its chief con- 
ductors; not more propelled by the spirit of entei^prise and hazard 
in our commercial towns, than held in check by the chai’acteristic 
ms inerticB of the peasantry and landholders ; both parties cooled 
and lessoned by the equal failure of the destruction, and of the 
restoration, of monarchy; it was effected extrinsically, I say, by 
the same influences, which (not in and of themselves, but with all 
these and sundry other modifications) combined under an especial 
control of Providence to perfect and secure the majestic temple 
of the British Constitution ! — But the very same which in France 
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without this providential counterpoise, overthrew the laotley 
fabric of feudal oppression to build up in its stead the madhouse 
of Jacobinism ! Intrinsicallj, and as far as the philosophic scheme 
itself is alone concerned, it was effected by the mixed policy and 
bonhomie with which the author contrived to retain in his cele- 
brated work whatever the system possesses of soothing for the 
indolence, and of flattering for the vanity, of men’s average 
vmderstandings : while he kept out of sight all its darker features, 
that outraged the instinctive faith and moral feelings of mankind, 
ingeniously threading on the dried and shrivelled, yet stfll whole- 
some and nutritious fruits, plucked from the rich grafts of ancient 
wisdom, to the barren and worse than barren fig-tree of the me- 
chanic philosophy. Thus the sensible Christians, “ the angels of 
the church of Laodicea,” with the numerous and mighty sect of 
their admirers, delighted with the discovery that they could pur- 
chase the decencies and the creditableness of religion at so small 
an expenditure of faith, extoUed the work for its pious conclu- 
sions : while the infidels, wiser in their generation than the chil- 
dren (at least than these nominal children) of light, eulogized it 
with no less zeal for the sake of its principles and assumptions, 
and with the foresight of those obvious and only legitimate con- 
clusions that might and would be deduced from them. Great at 
all times and almost incalculable are the influences of party spirit 
in exaggerating contempoi-ary reputation; but never perhaps 
“from the first syllable of recorded time” were they exerted 
under such a concurrence and conjunction of fortunate accidents, 
of helping and furthering events and circumstances, as in the 
instance of Mr. Locke. 

I am most fully persuaded, that the principles both of taste, 
morals, and religion, taught in our most popular compendia of 
moral and political philosophy, natural theology, evidences of 
Christianity, &c., are false, injuirious, and debasing. But I am 
likewise not less deeply convinced, that all the weU-meant attacks 
on the writings of modem infidels and heretics, in support either 
of the miracles or of the mysteries of the Christian religion, can 
be of no permanent utility, while the authors themselves join in 
the vulgar appeal to common sense as the one infallible judge in 
matters which become subjects of philosophy only, because they 
involve a contradiction between this common sense and our moral 
instincts, and require therefore an arbiter, which containing both 
{eminenter) must be higher than either. W e but mow down the 
rank of misgrowth instead of cleansing the soil, as long as wo 
ourselves protect and manure, as the pride of our garden, a tree 
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of false knowledge, which looks fair and showy and variegated 
with fruits not its own, that hang from the branches which have 
at various times been ingrafted on its stem ; but from the roots 
of which underground the runners are sent off, that shoot up at 
a distance and bring forth the true and natural crop. I will 
speak plainly, though in so doing I must bid defiance to all 
the flatterers of the folly and foolish self-opinion of the half* 
instructed many. The articles of our Church, and the true prin- 
ciples of government and social order, will never be effectually 
and consistently maintained against their antagonists till the 
champions have themselves ceased to worship the same Baal with 
their enemies, till they have cast out the common idol from the 
recesses of their own convictions, and with it the whole service and 
ceremonial of idoHsm. While all parties agree in their abjura- 
tion of Plato and Aristotle, and in their contemptuous neglect 
of the Schoolmen and the scholastic logic, without which the 
excellent Selden (that genuine English mind whose erudition, 
broad, deep, and manifold as it was, is yet less remarkable than 
his robust healthful common sense) affirms it (see his Table-Talk) 
impossible for a Divine thoroughly to comprehend or reputably 
to defend the whole undiminished and unadulterated scheme of 
Catholic faith : while all alike pre-assume, with Mr. Locke, that 
the mind contains only the relics of the senses, and therefore 
proceed with him to explain the substance from the shadow, the 
voice from the echo : they can but detect each the other’s incon- 
sistencies. The champion of orthodoxy will victoriously expose 
the bald and staring incongruity of the Socinian scheme with the 
language of Scripture and with the final causes of all revealed 
religion: — the Socinian will retort on the orthodox the incon- 
gruity of a belief in mysteries, with his own admissions concerning 
the origin and nature of all tenable ideas, and as triumphantly 
expose the pretences of believing in a form of words, to which the 
b^ever himself admits that he can attach no consistent meaning. 
Lastly, the godless materialist, as the only consistent because the 
only consequent reasoner, will secretly laugh at both. If these 
sentiments should be just, the consequences are so important 
that every well-educated man who has given proofs that he has 
at least partially studied the subject, deserves a patient hearing. 
Had I not the authority of the greatest and noblest intellects for 
at least two thousand years on my side, yet from the vital inteiest 
of the opinions themselves, and their natural, unconstrained, and 
(as it were) spontaneous coalescence with the faith of the Catholio 
Church (they being, moreover, the opinions of its most eminent 
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Fathers), I might appeal to all orthodox Christiana, whether they 
adhere to the faith only, or both to the faith and forms of 
the Established Church, in the words of my motto: Ad isthcBO 
quoBso V 08 , q^Hacunque primo videantur aspectu, attendite ut qui 
vobis forsan insanire videar, aaUem quUnis insaniam rationibua 
cognoscatis. 

There are still a few, however, yoimg men of loftiest mindi 
and the very stuff out of which the sword and shield of truth and 
honour are to be made, who will not withdraw all confidence from 
the writer, although 

“ Tls true, that, pasaionate for ancient truths 
And honouring with religious iovc the great 
Of elder times, be bated to excess. 

With an unquiet and intolerant scorn. 

The hollow puppets of a hollow age, 

Kver idolatrous, and changing ever 
Its worthless idols !" 

a few there are, who will still less be indisposed to follow him in 
his milder mood, whenever their Friend, 

“ Piercing the long-neglected holy Cave, 

The haunt obscure of Old Philosopliy, 

Shall bid with lifted torch its starry walls 
Sparkle, as erst they sparkled to the flame 
Of odorous lamps tended by saint and sage !’’ 

I have hinted above at the necessity of a glossary, and I will 
conclude these supplementary remarks with a nomenclature of 
the principal terms that occm’ in the elements of speculative 
philosophy, in their old and rightful sense, according to my 
belief ; at all events, the sense in which I have myself employed 
them. The most general term {genus summum) belonging to the 
speculative intellect, as distinguished from acts of the wiU, is 
representation, or (stUl better) presentation. 

A conscious pi-esentation, if it refers exclusively to the subject 
as a modification of his own state of being is == sensation. 

The same if it refers to an object is = perception. 

A perception, immediate and individual, is = an intuition. 

The same, mediate, and by means of a chai’acter or mark 
common to several things, is = a conception. 

A conception, extrinsic and sensuous, is = a fact, or a cognition. 

The same, purely mental and abstracted from the forms of the 
understanding itself, = a notion. 

A notion may be realised, and becomes cognition; but that 
which is neither a sensation or a perception, that which is neither 
individual U. e. a sensible intuition) nor general {i .e. a conception). 
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which neither refers to outward facts, nor yet is abstracted from 
the forms of perception contained in the understanding, but 
which is an educt of the imagination actuated by the pime reason, 
to which there neither is nor can be an adequate correspondent in 
the world of the senses — ^this and this alone is = an idea. Whether 
ideas are regulative only, according to Aristotle and Kant; or 
likewise constitutive, and one with the power and life of Nature, 
according to Plato and Plotinus {iv \6ya (<ot] ^v, Koi f] rd (pas 

rav dv^parrav), is the highest problem of philosophy, and not part of 
its nomcnclaturo. 
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God and the world we worship still together. 

Draw not onr laws to Him , but His to ours ; 
Untme to both, so prosperous in neither, 

The imperfect will brings forth but barren Uowerel 
Unwise as all distracted interests be, 

Strangers to Grod, fools in humanity : 

Too good for great things and too great for good. 
While still “I dam not” waits upon "Ivmddf* 
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F ELLOW-COUNTRYMEN ! You, I mean, who fill the higher 
and middle stations of society! The comforts, perchance the 
splendours, that surround you designate your I'ank, but cannot 
constitute your moral and personal fitness for it. Be it enough for 
others to know, that you aae its legal — but by what mark shall you 
stand accredited to yoim own consciences as its worthy — possessors ? 
Not by common sense or common honesty ; for these are equally 
demanded of all classes, and therefore mere negative qualifications 
in your rank of life, or characteristic only by the aggravated igno- 
miny consequent on theii* absence. Not by genius or splendid 
talent : for these, as being gifts of nature, are objects of moral 
interest for those alone to whom they have been allotted. Nor 
yet by eminence in learning ; for this supposes such a devotion of 
time and thought, as woiild in many cases be incompatible with 
the claims of active life. Erudition is, doubtless, an ornament 
that especially beseems a high station: but it is professional 
rank only that renders its attainment a duty. 

The mark in question must be so far common, that we may be 
entitled to look for it in you fi*om the mere circumstance of 
your situation, and so far distinctive that it must be such as 
cannot be expected generally from the inferior classes. Now, 
either there is no such criterion in existence, or the desideratum 
is to be found in an habitual consciousness of the ultimate prin- 
ciples to which your opinions are traceable. The least that can 
be demanded of the least favoured among you, is an earnest endea- 
vour to walk in the light of your own knowledge ; and not, as 
the mass of mankind, by laying hold on the skirts of custom. 
Blind followers of a blind and capricious guide, forced likewise 
(though oftener, I fear, by their own improvidence,* than by the 



* A truth, that ehonid not however be said 
save In the spirit ot charity, and with tho 
palliat'ng reflection, that ibis very impro- 
vidence has hitherto been, though not the 
inevitable, yet the natural resuit of poverty 



and the Poor Laws. With what gratitude 1 
venerate my country and its laws, niy hum- 
ble publications from the “ Fears in Solitude " 
printed in 1798, to the present discourse bear 
witness. Yet the poor laws and the revanoe I 
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lowness of ihoir estate) to consume life in the means of livinj^, 
the multitude may make the sad confession, 

“ Tanpora mulantur : no* ti mtUatnur in 

unabashed. But to English Protestants in the enjoyment of a 
present competency, much more to such as are defended against 
the anxious future, it must needs be a grievous dishonour (and 
not the less grievous, though perhaps less striking, from its 
frequency) to change with the times, and thus to debase their 
motives and maxims, the sacred household of conscience, into 
slaves and creatiires of fashion. Thou, therefore, art inexcusable, 
O man ! (Bom. ii. 1) if thou dost not give to thyself a reason for the 
faith that is in thee : if thou dost not thereby learn the safety 
and the blessedness of that other apostolic precept. Whatsoever 
ye do, do it in faith. Tour habits of reflection should at least 
be equal to your opportxmities of leisure, and to that which is 
itself a species of leisure — your immunity from bodily labour, 
from the voice and lash of the imperious ever-recurring this day ! 
Tour attention to the objects, that stretch away below you in 
the living landscape of good and evil, and your researches into 
their existing or practicable bearings on each other, should be 
proportional to the elevation that extends and diversifies your 
prospect. If you possess more than is necessary for your own 
wante, more than your own wants ought to be felt by you as your 
own interests. You ai’e pacing on a smooth terrace, which you 



— if I pennttted mjself to dwell on these ex- 
clusively, 1 should be tempted to fancy that 
the domestic seals were put in commission 
and entrusted to Argus, Briareus, and Cacus, 
as lords of the commonalty. Alas I it is easy 
to see the evil ; but to imagine a remedy is 
diCQcult in exact proportion to the experience 
and good sense of the seeker. That excellent 
man, Sir. Perceval, whom 1 regard as the best 
and wisest statesman this country has pos- 
sessed since the revolution (I Judge only from 
his measures and the reports of his speeches 
in parliament : for I never saw him, that 1 
know of), went into the ministry, with the 
design as well as the wish of abolishing lot- 
teries. 1 was present at a table, when this 
intention was announced by a venerable 
I'elaiive of the departed statesman, who loved 
and honoured the man, but widely dissented 
from him as a politician. Except myself, all 
present were partisans of the opposition ; but 
all avowed their determination on tlii- score 
alone, as a great moral precedent, to support 
the new minister. What was the result? 
Two lotteries in the first year instead of one ! 
The door of the cabinet has a quality the 



most opposite to the ivory gate of VlrgiL It 
sulTers no dreams to pass through it. Alas I 
as far os any wide scheme of benevolence ia 
conccmetl, the inscription over it might seem 
to be the Dantcan : 

Losciatc ogni speranza, voi ch’entrato ! 

We Judge harshly because we expect irra- 
tlonally. But, on the other hand, this dispro- 
portion of the power to the wish will, sooner 
or later, end in that tome acqulceoence in 
tilings os they are,which is the sad ^mptoma 
of a moral necr'isit commencing. And com- 
mence it will, if its causes are not counter- 
acted by the philosophy of history, that is, by 
history read in the spirit of prophMy I if they 
arc not overcome by the faith which, still re- 
klnilliug hope, still re-enlivens charity. With 
out the knowledge of man, the knowledge of 
men is a hazardous acquisition. What insight 
might nut our statesmen aciiuire from the 
study of the Bible merely as history, if only 
they bad been previously accustomed to 
study Qistory In the same spirit os that fa.- 
w bich good men read the Bible I 
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owe to the happy institutions of your country — a terrace on the 
mountain’s breast. To what purpose, by what moral right, if 
you continue to gaze only on the sod beneath your feet P Or if, 
converting means into ends, and with all your thoughts and eflfoi-ts 
absorbed in selfish schemes of climhing cloudward, you turn your 
back on the wide landscape and stoop the lower the higher you 
ascend P 

The remedial and prospective advantages that may be rationally 
anticipated from the habit of contemplating particulars in their 
universal laws ; its tendency at once to fix and to liberalize the 
morality of private life, at once to produce and enlighten the 
spirit of pubKc zeal and, let me add, its especial utility in 
recalling the origin and primary purport of the term generosity ♦ 
to the heart and thoughts of a populace tampered with by 
sophists and incendiaiies of the revolutionary school; these 
advantages I have felt it my duty and have made it my main 
object to press on your serious attention dui-ing the whole period 
of my literai'y labours from earliest manhood to the present 
hour.f Whatever may have been the specific theme of my com- 
munications, and whether they related to criticism, politics, or 
religion, still principles, their subordination, their connection, 
and their application in all the divisions of our tastes, duties, 
rules of conduct and schemes of belief, have constituted my 
chapter of contents. 

It is an unsafe partition, that diArides opinions without prin- 
ciple from unprincipled opinions. If the latter are not followed 
by correspondent actions, we are indebted for the escape, not to 
the agent himself, but to his habits of education, to the sympa- 
thies of supeiior rank, to the necessity of character, often, 
perhaps, to the absence of temptation from providential circum- 
stances or the accident of a gracious nature. These, indeed, are 



• A gentre ; the qualities either supposed 
naturfd and instinctive to men of noble race, 
or such as their rank is calculated to inspire, 
aa disinterestedness, devotion to the service 
of their friends and clients, frankness, kc. 

f In testimony of the fact, and no less of 
the small change, my own public and politi- 
cal principles have undergone, I might appeal 
to the Condones ad Populum, delivered at 
Bristol in the year 1794 ; but that, though a 
few copies were printed, they can scarcely be 
said to have been publlsh d. The first of 
these “Lay Sermons" (which was likewise 
the firstling of my authorship) 1 intend to 
Include in the republicallon or rather the 
rifacuianunto of The Friend. I prefer the 
latter word, because every [uirt will be 



omitted which could not be brought to con- 
clu.sion and completion within the extent 
allotted to the work (three volumes of the 
size of the Briti&a h^yisis) ; their place 
supplied by new articles; and the whole 
arranged anew. The Friend likewise has 
never been published in tlie ordinary sense 
of the term. The numbers printed weekly on 
stamped paper were sent by the post to a 
scanty number of subscribers and (a sad but 
important distinction!) to a still scantier 
number of subscripUomsts. — ijmyai'Ta <rvvt- 
TOifftv <v TO floe cpjaTjvrwv 

[The edition of The Friend here referred to 
has recently been reprinted in one volume in 
Bohn 's Standard Library.] 
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traths of all times and places; but I seemed to see especial 
reason for insisting on them in our own times. A long and 
attentive observation had convinced me, that formerly men were 
worse than their principles, but that at present the principles are 
worse than the men. 

Few are sufficiently aware how much reason most of us have, 
even as common moral livers, to thank Gk>d for being Englishmen. 
It would furnish grounds both for humility towards Providence 
and for increased attachment to our country, if each individual 
could but see and feel how large a part of his innocence he owes 
to his birth, breeding, and residence in Great Britain. The 
administration of the laws; the almost continual preaching of 
moral prudence ; the number and respectability of our sects ; the 
pressure of our ranks on each other, with the consequent reserve 
and watchfulness of demeanour in the superior ranks, and the 
emulation in the subordinate; the vast depth, expansion, and 
systematic movements of our trade; and the consequent inter- 
dependence, the arterial or nerve-like net- work of property, which 
make every deviation from outward integrity a calculable loss to 
the offending individual himself from its mere effects, as obstruc- 
tion and irregularity; and lastly, the naturalness of doing as 
others do : — ^these and the like influences, peculiar, some in the 
kind and all in the degree, to this privileged island, are the but- 
tresses on which our foundationless well-doing is upheld, even 
as a house of cards, the architecture of our infancy, in which each 
is supported by all. 

Well then may we pray, Give us peace in our time, O Lord! 
Well for us if no revolution or other general visitation betray the 
true state of our national morality ! But, above all, well will it 
be for us if even now we dare disclose the secret to our own souls ! 
WeU will it be for as many of us as have duly reflected on the 
Prophet’s assurance, that we must take root downwards if we 
woiild bear fruit upwards ; if we would bear fruit, and conMnue to 
bear fruit, when the foodful plants that stand straight, only 
because they grow in company, or whose slender surface-roote 
owe their whole stedfastness to their inter-tanglement, have been 
beaten down by the continued rains, or whirled aloft by the 
sudden hurricane ! Nor have we far to seek for whatever it is 
most important that we should And. The wisdom from above 
has not ceased for us : “ The principles of the oracles of God ” 
(Heb. V. 12) are still uttered from before the altar! Oracles, 
which we may consult without cost ! Before an altar, where no 
■acriflce is required, but of the vices which unman us I no victimf 
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demanded, bnt tbe miclean and animal passions, wLich we may 
hare suffered to house within us, forgetful of our baptismal 
dedication — no victim, but the spiritual sloth, or goat, or fox, or 
hog, which lay waste the vineyard that the Lord had fenced and 
planted for Himself. 

I have endeavoured in my previous discourse to persuade the 
more highly gifted and educated part of my friends and fellow- 
Ghristians, that as the Hew Testament sets forth the means and 
conditions of spiritual convalescence, with all the laws of con- 
science relative to our future state and permanent being, so 
does the Bible present to us the elements of public prudence, 
instructing us in the true causes, the surest preventives, and the 
only cures of public evils. The authorities of Raleigh, Clarendon, 
and Milton must at least exempt me from the blame of singu- 
larity if, undeterred by the contradictory charges of paradoxy 
from one party and of adherence to vulgar and old-fashioned 
prgudices from the other, I persist in avowing my conviction, 
that the inspired poets, historians, and sententiaries of the Jews 
are the clearest teachers of political economy: in short, that their 
writings* are the Statesman’s best manual, not only as containing 
the first principles and ultimate grounds of state-policy, whether 
in prosperous times or in those of danger and distress, but as 



* To which I should be tempted with the 
late Edmund Burke to annex that treasure 
of prudential wisdom, the Ecclesiasticus. 1 
not oniy yield, however, to the authority of 
our Churdi, but reverence the Judgment of 
Its founders in separating this work from the 
list of the Oanonicai Books, and In refusing to 
apply it to the establishment of any docti^, 
while they caused it to be “ read for example 
of life and instruction of manners.” Excel- 
l^t, nay, invaluable, as this book is in the 
place assigned to it by our Church, that place 
is Justified on the clearest grounds. For not 
to say that the compiler himself candidly 
cantionB ns against the imperfi-ctions of his 
translation, and its no small dllference from 
the original Hebrew, as it was written by his 
grandfather, he so expresses himself in his 
prologue as to exclude all claims to inspira- 
tion or divine authority in any other or 
higher sense than every writer is entitled to 
make who, having qualified himself by the 
careful study of the books of other men, had 
been drawn on to write something himself. 
But of still greater weight, practically, are the 
ot|)ections derived from certain passages of 
the book, which savour too plainly of the 
fkncies and prejudices of a Jew of Jerusalem: 
e.g. the 35tb and 26th verses of Chapter I. ; 
and of greater still the objections drawn from 
other passages, as from Chapter XIX, which 
by Implication and n^wious inference are 



nearly tantamount to a denial of a future 
sta^ and bear too great a resemblance to the 
ethics of the Greek poets and orators In the 
substitution of posthumous fame for a true 
resurrection, and a consequent personal en- 
durance ; the substitution, in short, of a no- 
minal for a real immortality ; and lastly, from 
the prudential spirit of the maxims in ge- 
neral, in which prudence is taught too much 
on its own grounds instead of being recom- 
mended as organ or vehicle of a spiritual 
principle In its existing worldly relations. 
In short, prudence ceases to be wisdom when 
it is not to the filial fear of God, and to the 
sense of the excellence of the divhie laws, 
what the body is to the soul ! Now, in thi< 
work of the eon of Sirach, prudence is bulb 
body and soul. 

It were perhiM to be wished that this 
work, and the Wisdom of Solomon, bad alone 
received the honour of being accompaniments 
to the inspired writings, and that thes>: 
should, with a short precautionary preface 
and a few notes, have b^n printed in all our 
Bibles. The remaining books might without 
any loss have been left for the learned or 
for as many as were prompted by curiosity to 
purchase them, in a separate volume. Even 
of the Maccab^ not above a third part can 
be said to possess any historic value, as au- 
thentic accounts. 
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uuppljing likewise the details of their application, and as being 
a full and spacious repository of precedents and facts in proof. 

Well therefore (again and again I repeat to you) — well it be 

for us if we have provided ourselves from this armoury while 
“ yet the day of trouble and of treading down and of perplexity ” 
appears at far distance only “ in the valley of Vision,” if we 
have humbled ourselves and have confessed our thin and unsound 
state, even while “from the uttermost parts of the earth we 
were hearing songs of praise and glory to the upright nation.” 
(Isaiah xxii. 5 ; xxiv. 16.) 

But if, indeed, the day of treading down is present, it is still in 
our power to convert it into a time of substantial discipline for 
ourselves, and of enduring benefit to the present generation and 
to posterity. The splendour of our exploits during the late war 
is less honourable to us than the magnanimity of our views, 
and our generous confidence in the victory of the better cause. 
Accordingly, we have obtained a good name, so that the nations 
around us have displayed a disposition to follow our example and 
imitate our institutions — too often, I fear, even in parts where, 
from the difference of our relative circumstances, the imitation 
had little chance of proving more than mimicry. But it will 
be far more glorious, and to our neighbours incomparably more 
instructive, if, in distresses to which all countries are liable, we 
bestir ourselves in remedial and preventive arrangements which 
all nations may more or less adopt; inasmuch as they are 
grounded on principles intelligible to aU rational and obligatory 
on all moral beings ; inasmuch as, having been taught by God’s 
word, exampled by God’s providence, commanded by God’s law, 
and recommended by promises of God’s grace, they alone can 
form the foundations of a Christian community. Do we love our 
country P These are the principles by which the true friend of 
the people is contra-distinguished from the factious demagogue. 
They are at once the rock and the quarry. On these alone and 
with these alone is the solid welfare of a people to be built. Do 
we love oui’ own souls ? These are the principles, the neglect of 
which writes hypocrite and suicide on the brow of the professing 
Christian. For these are the keystone of that arch on which 
alone we can cross the torrent of life and death with safety on 
the passage ; with peace in the retrospect ; and with hope shining 
upon us from through the cloud toward which we are travelling. 
Not, my Christian friends, by all the lamps of worldly wisdom 
clustered in one blaze, can we guide our paths so secui’ely as by 
fixing our eyes on this inevitable cloud, through which all murt 
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pass, which at every step becomes darker and more threatening 
+o the children of this world, but to the children of faith and 
obedience still thins away as we approach, to melt at length and 
dissolve into that glorious light, from which as so many gleauis 
and reflections of the same falling on us during our mortal pilgrim- 
age, we derive aU principles of true and lively knowledge, alike 
in science and in morals, alike in communities and in individuals. 

It has been my purpose throughout the following discourse to 
guard myself and my reader’s from extremes of all kinds : I will 
therefore conclude this Introduction by inforcing the maxim in 
its relation to our religious opinions, out of which, with or with- 
out our consciousness, all our other opinions flow, as from their 
spring-head and perpetual feeder. And that I might neglect no 
iimocent mode of attracting or relieving the reader’s attention, I 
have moulded my reflections into the following 

ALLEGORIC VISION. 

A feeling of sadness, a peculiar melancholy, is wont to take 
possession of me alike in spring and in autumn. But in spring 
it is the melancholy of hope : in autvunn it is the melancholy of 
resignation. As I was journeying on foot through the Apennines, 
I fell in with a pilgrim in whom the spring and the autumn 
and the melancholy of both seemed to have combined. In his 
discourse there were the freshness and the coloms of April : 

" Qua! ramicel a ramo, 

Tal da ptnsier pensiero 
In lui gcrmogliaTa.” 

But as I gazed on his whole form and flgure, I bethought me of 
the not unlovely decays, both of age and of the late season, in 
the stately elm, after the clusters have been plucked from its 
entwining vines, and the vines are as bands of dried withies 
around its trunk and branches. Even so there was a memory on 
his smooth and ample forehead, which blended with the de^ca- 
tion of his steady eyes, that still looked — I know not, whether 
upward, or far onward, or rather to the line of meeting where the 
sky rests upon the distance. But how may I express — the 
breathed tarnish, shall I name it ? — on the lustre of the pilgrim’s 
eyes ? Tet had it not a sort of strange accordance with their 
slow and reluctant movement, whenever he turned them to any 
object on the right hand or on the left ? It seemed, methought, 
as if there lay upon the brightness a shadowy presence of dis- 
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appointments now nnfelt, bnt never forgotten. It was at onoo 
the melancholy of hope and of resignation. 

We had not long been fellow-travellers, ere a sndden tempest 
of wind and rain forced ns to seek protection in the vaulted door- 
way of a lone chapelry : and we sat face to face, each on the stone 
bench alongside the low, weather-stained wall, and as close as 
possible to the massy door. 

After a pause of silence: “Even thus,” said he, “like two 
strangers that have fled to the same shelter from the same storm, 
not seldom do despair and hope meet for the first time in the porch 
of death !” “ All extremes meet,” I answered ; “ but yours was a 
strange and visionary thought.” “ The better then doth it beseem 
both the place and me,” he replied. “ Prom a visionary wilt thou 
hear a vision P Mark that vivid flash through this torrent of rain ! 
Fire and water. Even here thy adage holds true, and its truth is 
the moral of my vision.” I entreated him to proceed. Sloping 
his face toward the arch and yet averting his eye from it, he 
seemed to seek and prepare his words : till listening to the wind 
that echoed within the hollow edifice, and to the rain without, 

" Which stole on his thoughts with its two-fold soond. 

The cissh herd by and the munnnrsll round,” 

he gradually sank away, alike from me and from his own puipose, 
and ami d the gloom of the storm and in the duskiness of that 
place he sat like an emblem on a rich man’s sepulchre, or hike 
an aged mourner on the sodded grave of an only one, who is 
watching the waned moon and sorroweth not. Starting at length 
from hie brief trance of abstraction, with courtesy and an atoning 
smile he renewed his discourse, and commenced his parable : 

“ During one of those short furloughs from the service of the 
body, which the soul may sometimes obtain even in this, its 
militant state, I found myself in a vast plain, which I immediately 
knew to be the Valley of Life. It possessed an astonishing 
diversity of soils : and here was a sunny spot, and there a dark 
one, forming just such a mixture of sunshine and shade as we 
may have observed on the mountain’s side in an April day, when 
the thin broken clouds are scattered over heaven. Alm ost in the 
very entrance of the valley stood a large and gloomy pile, into 
which I seemed constrained to enter. Every part of the building 
was crowded with tawdry ornaments and fantastic defonnity. 
On every window was portrayed, in glaring and inelegant colours, 
some horrible tale or preternatural incident, so that not a ray 
of light could enter, imtinged by the medium through which it 
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passed. The body of the building was full of people, some of 
them dancing in and out, in unintelligible figures, with strange 
ceremonies and antic merriment, while others seemed convulsed 
with horror, or pining in mad melancholy. Intei'mingled with 
these, I observed a number of men, clothed in ceremonial robes, 
who appeared now to marshal the various groups and to direct 
their movements ; and now, with menacing countenances, to drag 
some reluctant victim to a vast idol, framed of iron bars inter- 
crossed, which formed at the same time an immense cage, and the 
form of a human Colossus. 

“ I stood for a while lost in wonder what these things might 
mean ; when lo ! one of the directors came up to me, and with a 
stem and reproachful look bade me uncover my head ; for that 
the place, into which I had entered, was the temple of the only 
true religion, in the holier recesses of which the great goddess 
personally resided. Himself too he bade me reverence, as the 
consecrated minister of her rites. Awe-struck by the name of 
religion, I bowed before the priest, and humbly and earnestly in- 
treated him to conduct me into her presence. He assented. 
Offerings he took from me, with mystic sprinklings of water and 
with salt he purified, and -with strange sufflations he exorcised 
me ; and then led me through many a dark and winding alley, the 
dew-damps of which chilled my flesh, and the hollow echoes 
under my feet, mingled, methought, with meanings, affiighted 
me. At length we entered a lai'ge hall where not even a single 
lamp glimmered. It was made half visible by the wan phos- 
phoric rays which proceeded from inscriptions on the walls, 
in letters of the same pale and sepulchral light. I could read 
them, methought; but though each one of the words taken 
separately I seemed to understand, yet when I took them in 
sentences, they were riddles and incomprehensible. As I stood 
meditating on these hard sayings, my guide thus addressed me : 
‘ The fallible becomes infallible, and the infallible remains fallible. 
Bead and believe: these are mysteries!’ In the middle of the 
vast hall the goddess was placed. Her featxires, blended with 
darkness, rose out to my view, terrible, yet vacant, No definite 
thought, no distinct image was afforded me : all was uneasy and 
obscure feeling, I prostrated myself before her, and then retired 
with my guide, soul-withered, and wondering, and dissatisfied. 

“ As I re-entered the body of the temple, I heard a deep buzz as 
of discontent. A few whose eyes were bright, and either piercing 
or steady, and whose ample foreheads, with the weighty bar, 
ridge-like, above the eyebrows, bespoke observation followed by 
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meditative thought, and a much lai-ger number who were en- 
raged by the severity, and insolence of the priests in exacting 
their oflFerings, had collected in one tumultuous group, and with 
a confused outcry of ‘ This is the Temple of Supei-stition !’ after 
much contumely, and turmoil, and cruel mal-treatment on all 
sides, rushed out of the pile : and I, methought, joined them. 

“ We speeded from the temple with hasty steps, and had now 
nearly gone round half the valley, when we were addressed by t 
woman, tall beyond the stature of mortals, and with a something 
more than human in her countenance and mien, which yet cotdd 
by mortals be only felt, not conveyed by words or intelligibly dis- 
tinguished. Deep reflection, animated by ardent feelings, was 
displayed in them; and hope, without its uncertainty, and a 
something more than all these, which I tmderstood not; but 
which yet seemed to blend all these into a divine unity of expres- 
sion. Her garments were white and matronly, and of the simplest 
texture. We inquired her name. My name, she replied, is 
Religion. 

“ The more numerous part of our company, affrighted by the 
very sound, and sore from recent impostures or sorceries, huin-ied 
onwards and examined no farther. A few of us, struck by the 
manifest opposition of her form and manner to those of the 
living Idol, whom we had so recently abjured, agreed to follow 
her, though with cautious circumspection. She led us to an emi- 
nence in the midst of the valley, from the top of which we could 
command the whole plain, and observe the relation of the dif- 
ferent parts, of each to the other, and of each to the whole, and of 
all to each. She then gave us an optic glass which assisted with- 
out contradicting our natural vision, and enabled us to see far 
beyond the limits of the Valley of Life ; though our eye even thus 
assisted permitted us only to behold a light and a glory, but what 
we could not descry, save only that it was, and that it was most 
glorious. 

“ And now, with the rapid transition of a dream, I had overtaken 
and rejoined the more numerous party, who had abruptly left us, 
indignant at the very name of religion. They journeyed on, 
goading each other with remembrances of past oppressions, and 
never looking back, till in the eagerness to recede from the 
Temple of Superstition they had rounded the whole circle of the 
valley. And lo ! there fac^ us the mouth of a vast cavern, at 
the base of a lofty and almost perpendicular rock, the interior 
side of which, unknown to them, and unsuspected, formed tho 
extreme and backward wall of the temple. An impatient crowd. 
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we entered the vaat and dusky cave, which was the only perfora- 
tion of the precipice. At the mouth of the cave sat two figures ; 
the first, by her dress and gestures, I knew to be Sensuality ; the 
second form, from the fierceness of his demeanour, and the brutal 
scomfulness of his looks, declared himself to be the monster 
Blasphemy. He uttered big words, and yet ever and anon I 
observed that he turned pale at his own courage. We entered. 
Some remained in the opening of the cave, with the one or the 
other of its guardians. The rest, and I among them, pressed on, 
till we reached an ample chamber, that seemed the centre of the 
rock. The climate of the place was lumaturally cold. 

“ In the furthest distance of the chamber sat an old dim-eyed 
man, ponng with a microscope over the torso of a statue, which 
had neither base, nor feet, nor head; but on its breast was 
caiwed, Nature ! To this he continually applied his glass, and 
seemed enraptured with the various inequalities which it ren- 
dered visible on the seemingly polished surface of the marble. 
Yet evermore was this delight and triumph followed by expres- 
sions of hatred, and vehement railing against a Being who yet, 
he assured us, had no existence. This mystery suddenly recalled 
to me what I had read in the holiest recess of the Temple of 
Swperatition. The old man spoke in divers tongues, and con- 
tinued to utter other and most strange mysteries. Among the 
rest he talked much and vehemently concerning an infinite series 
of causes and effects, which he explained to be — a string of blind 
men, the last of whom caught hold of the skirt of the one before 
him, he of the next, and so on till they were all out of sight ; and 
that they all walked infallibly straight, without making one false 
step, though all were alike bUnd. Methought I borrowed comage 
from surprise, and asked him — ^Who then is at the head to guide 
them ? He looked at me with ineffable contempt, not unmixed 
with an angry suspicion, and then replied, ‘ No one ; — the string 
of bUnd men went on for ever without any beginning : for 
although one blind man could not move without stumbling, yet 
infinite blindness suppUed the want of sight.’ I burst into laugh- 
ter, which instantly turned to terror — for as he started forward 
in rage, I caught a glance of him from behind ; and lo ; I beheld 
a monster biform and Janus-headed, in the hinder face and shape 
of which I instantly recognised the dread countenance of Super- 
stition — and in the terror I awoke.” 
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ItSAIAH zxxii. 20. 

“ Blfased are ye that sow beside all waters.” 

O N all occasions the beginning should look toward the endj and 
most of all when we offer counsel concerning circumstances 
of great distress, and of still greater alarm. But such is my busi- 
ness at present, and tho common duty of all whose competence 
justifies the attempt. And therefore, my Christian friends and 
fellow-Englishmen, have I in a day of irouble and of treading 
down and of perplexity, taken my beginning from this animating 
assurance of an inspired messenger to the devisers of liberal 
things (Isa. xxxii. 8), who, confident in hope, are fearless in charity. 
For to enforce the precept involved in this gladsome annunciation 
of the evangelical herald, to awaken the lively feeling which it 
breathes, and to justify the line of conduct which it encourages, 
are the end to which my present efforts are directed — ^the ultimate 
object of the present address, to which all the other points therein 
discussed are but introductory and preparative. 

“ Blessed are ye that sow beside all waters !” It is the assurance 
-of a Prophet, and therefore surety itself to all who profess to re- 
ceive him as such. It is a command in the form of a promise, 
which at once instructs us in our duty and forecloses every pos- 
sible objection to its performance. It is at once our guide and otir 
pioneer ! — a breeze from heaven, which at one and the same time 
determines our path, impels us along it, and removes beforehand 
each overhanging cloud that might have conspired vrith our own 
dimness to bewilder or to dishearten us. Whatever our own de- 
spondence may whisper, or the reputed masters of political eco- 
nomy may have seemed to demonstrate, neither by the fears and 
scruples of the one, nor by the confident affirmations of the other 
dare we be deterred. They must both be false if the Prophet is 
true. We will still, in the power of that faith which can hope even 
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against hope, continne to sow beside all waters : for there is a 
blessing attached to it by God himself, to whose Eye all conse* 
quences are present, on whose Will all consequences depend. 

But I had also an additional motive for the selection of this 
verse. Easy to be remembered from its briefness, likely to be 
remembered from its beauty, and with not a single word in it 
which the malignant ingenuity of faction could pervert to the 
excitement of any dark or turbulent feeling, 1 chose it both as the 
text and title of this discourse, that it might be brought under the 
eye of many thousands who will know no more of the discourse 
itself than what they read in the advertisements of it in our public 
papers. 

In point of fact it was another passage of Scripture, the words 
of another Prophet, that originally occasioned this address, by one 
of those accidental circumstances that so often determine the 
current of our thoughts. From a company among whom the 
distresses of the times and the disappointments of the public ex- 
pectations had been agitated with more warmth than wisdom, I had 
retired to solitude and silent meditation. A Bible chanced to lie 
open on the table, my eyes were cast idly on the page for a few 
seconds, till gradually as a mist clears away the following words 
became visible, and at once fixed my attention. “We looked for 
peace, but no good came ; for a time of health, and behold, trouble.” 
I turned to the beginning of the chapter : it was the 8th of the 
Prophet Jeremiah : and having read it to the end, I repeated aloud 
the verses which had become connected in my memory by their 
pertinency to the conversation, to which I had been so lately 
attending ; namely, the 11th, 15th, 20th, and 22nd. 

“ They have healed the hurt of the daughter of my people slightly, 
saying. Peace, i>eace, when there is no peace. We looked for 
peace, but no good came : for a time of health, and behold, trouble! 
The harvest is past, the summer is ended ; and we are not saved. 
Is there no balm in Gilead ? Is there no physician? Why then 
is not the health of the daughter of my people recovered P” 

These impassioned remonstrances, these heart-probing interro- 
gatories of the lamenting Prophet, do indeed anticipate a full, 
and alas ! a too faithful statement of the case, to the public consi- 
deration of which we have all of late been so often and so urgently 
invited, and the inward thought of which our very countenances 
betray, as by a commimion of alarm. In the bold painting of 
Scripture language, all faces gather blackness, the many at the 
supposed magnitude of the national embaiTassment, the wise at 
the more certain and far more alarming evil of its moral accom* 
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paniments. And they not only contain the state ,of the case, bat 
suggest the most natural scheme and order of treating it. I avail 
myseK, therefore, of the passage as a part of my text, with the less 
scruple because it will be found to supply of itself the requisite 
link of connection. The case itself, the plain fact admitted by 
men of all parties among us, is, as I have just observed, and as you 
will yourselves have felt at the first perusal of the words, described 
by anticipation in the intermediate verses j yet with such historic 
precision, so plain and so specifically as to render all comment 
needless, all application superfluous. Peace has come without the 
advantages expected from peace, and, on the contrary, with many 
of the severest inconveniences usually attributable to war. “We 
looked for peace, but no good came : for a time of health, and be- 
hold trouble. The harvest is past, the summer is ended, and we 
are not saved.” The inference therefore contained in the preced- 
ing verse is tmavoidable. Where war has produced no repentance, 
and the cessation of war has brought neither concord or tranquil- 
lity, we may safely cry aloud with the Prophet: “They have 
healed the hurt of the daughter of my people slightly, saying, 
peace, peace, when there is no peace.” The whole remaining sub- 
ject therefore may be comprised in the three questions implied in 
the last of the verses recited to you ; in three questions, and in the 
answers to the same. First, who are they who have hitherto pre- 
scribed for the case, and are still tampering with it ? What are 
their qualifications? What has been their conduct? Second, 
what is the true seat and source of the complaint — the ultimate 
causes as well as the immediate occasions ? And lastly, what 
are the appropriate medicines? Who and where are the true 
physicians ? 

And first, then, of those who have been ever loud and fore- 
most in their pretensions to a knowledge both of the disease and 
the remedy. In a preceding part of the same chapter from which 
I extracted the line prefixed, the Prophet Isaiah enumerates the 
conditions of a nation’s recovery from a state of depression and 
peril, and among these, one condition which he describes in words 
that may be without any forced or over-refined interpretation un- 
folded into an answer to the present question. The vile person, 
he tells us, must no more be called liberal, nor the churl be said 
to be bountiful. For the vile person will speak villany, and his 
heart will work iniquity to practise hypocrisy, and to utter error 
against the Lord ; to make empty the soul of the needy : and he 
win cause the drink of the thirsty to fail. The instruments also 
of the churl are evil: he deviseth wicked devices to destroy the 
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their private dealings between man and man ; men who clench 
with one hand what they have grasped with the other ; — these are 
extolled as public benefactors, the friends, guardians, and advo- 
cates of the poor ! Here and there, indeed, we may notice an 
individual of birth and fortune 

> (For great b'.tates enlarge rtot narrow mituis) 

who has been duped into the ranks of incendiaries and mob- 
sycophants by an insane restlessness, and the wretched ambition 
of figuring as the triton of the minnows. Or we may find perhaps 
a professional man of showy accomplishments, but of a vulgar taste 
and shallow acquirements, who in part from vanity and in part as 
a means of introduction to practice, will seek notoriety by an 
eloquence well calculated to set the multitude agape, and excite 
gratis to overt acts of sedition or treason which he may after- 
wards be fee’d to defend ! These, however, are but exceptions to 
the general rule. Such as the Prophet has described, such is 
the sort of men ; and in point of historic fact it has been from 
men of this sort that profaneness is gone forth into all the land. 
( Jeremiah xxiii. 15.) 

In harmony with the general character of these false prophets 
are the particular qualities assigned to them. First, a passion for 
vague and violent invective, an habitual and inveterate predilec- 
tion for the language of hate and rage and contumely, an un- 
govemed appetite for abuse and defamation ! The vile will talk 
villany. 

But the fetid flower will ripen into the poisonous berry, and 
the fruits of the hand follow the blossoms of the slanderous lips. 
His heart will work iniquity. That is, he will plan evil, and do 
his utmost to carry his plans into execution. The guilt exists 
already ; and there wants nothing but power and opportunity to 
condense it into crime and overt act. He that hateth his brother 
is a murderer! saith St. John: and of many and various sorts 
are the brother-haters, in whom this truth may be exemplified. 
Most appropri.ately for our purpose, Isaiah has selected the fra- 
tricide of sedition, and with the eagle eye and practised touch 
of an intuitive demonstrator he unfolds the composition of the 
character, part by part, in the secret history of the agent’s wishes, 
designs and attempts, of his ways, his means, and his ends. The 
agent himself, the incendiary and his kindling combustibles, had 
been already sketched by Solomon, with the rapid yet faithful 
outline of a master in the art : “ The >eginning of the words of 
his mouth is foolishnois and the end of 1 is talk mischievous 
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madness.” (Ecclesiastes x. 13.) If in the spirit of Prophecy* the 
wise ruler had been present to our own times, and their pro- 
cedures; if while he sojourned in the valley of vision he had 
actually heard the very harangues of our reigning demagogues to 
the convened populace; could he have more faithfully charac- 
terized either the speakers or the speeches ? Whether in spoken 
or in printed addresses, whether in periodical journals or in yet 
cheaper implements of irritation, the ends are the same, the 
process is the same, and the same is their general line of conduct. 
On all occasions, but most of all and with a more bustling malignity 
whenever any public distress inclines the lower classes to turbu- 
lence, and renders them more apt to be alienated from the govern- 
ment of their country — in all places and at every opportunity 
pleading to the poor and ignorant — nowhere and at no time are 
they foimd actually pleading for them. Nor is this the worst. 
They even plead against them. Yes; sycophants to the crowd. 



* Solomon has himself informed us, that 
beyond weaiih and conquest, and as of fur 
greater importance to him, in his arduous 
office of King and Magistrate, he had sought 
through knowlolge of wisdom to lay liold on 
lolly : that is, by the study of man, to arrive 
at a grounded knowledge of men, and 
through a previous insight into the nature 
and conditions of good to acquire by infer- 
ence a thorough comprehension of the evil 
that arises from its deficiency or perversion. 
And truly in all points of prudem e, public 
and private, we may accommodate to the 
Koyal I’reacher his own words (Kcclesiastes 
ii. 12) : IV'Aat can tke man $ay Oiat cometK 

after the King/ Keen that uhich hath been 
sai t all ead;i. 

in a preceding page we have interpicted 
tlie fifth trumiiet in the Apocalypse, of tlie 
Zelohe during the siege of Jerusalem : to the 
Homans therefore, and their Oriental allies, 
we must refer the sounding of ihe sl.xth 
Angel In this sublime and magnificent drama 
acted In Heaven, before the whole Host of 
Heaven, the personal friend of the Incarnate 
God attending as the representative of human 
nature, and in her behalf looking and listening 
with fearful awe to the propheilc symbols of 
her destiny 1 But bad 1 dared imitate the 
major part of the Commentators, and fol- 
lowed the fatuous fires of Fancy, that 
"shrewd sprite" ever busiest when in tire 
service of pre-conceived partialities and anti- 
pathies, I might have suffered my Judgment 
to be seducetl by the wonderful (apparent) 
Aptness of the symbols (many of them at 
least), and extended the application of the 
first eleven verses to the wliole chapter, the 
former as treating of the demagogues exclu- 
sively, the latter as including their infatuated 
followers fikewlse. For what other images. 



conoorporated according to the rules of 
hieroglyphic syntax, could form more appro- 
priate and significant exponents of a. seditious 
and riotous multitude, witli the mob-rirators, 
their beads or leaders, than the thousands of 
pack-horses (jumenta farcinaria) with beads 
resembling those of a roaring wild beast, with 
smoke, fire and brimstone (that is, empty, 
unintelligible, incendiary, calumnious, atid 
offensively foul language) issuing from their 
mouth ? "For their power is in their mouths 
and in their tails ; and they have heads, and 
by me;ins of them they do hurt." 

'I'he authenticity of this canonical book 
rests on the firmest grounds, both of outward 
testimony and internal evidence. But it htu 
been most strangely abused and perverted, 
from tlie Millenuarians of the primitive 
Olmrch to tlie religious politicians of our 
own times. My own conception of the book 
is, that It narrates in the broad and Inclusive 
form of the ancient Prophets (i.e. In the 
prophetic power of faith and moral insight 
irradiaiisl by inspiration) the successive strug- 
gles and final triumph of Christianity over 
the Paganism and Judaism of tlie then 
Koman Kmpire, typified in the fall of Rome, 
the destruction of the Old and the (.symboli- 
cal) descent of the New Jerusalem. Nor do 
1 think its Interpretation even In detail at- 
tended with any insuperable difficulties. 

It was once my intention to have trans- 
lated the Apocalypse Into verse, as a poem, 
holding a mid place between the epic luir- 
rative and the choral drama; and to have 
annexed a Commentary in Prose — an inten- 
tion long and fondly cherished, but during 
many years deferred from an unfeigned sense 
of ni.v deficiency; and now there rcmainc 
only the hiqie and the wish, or rather a feel 
iiig between both ! 
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enemies of the individuals, and well-wishers only to the con- 
tinuance of their miseries, they plead against the poor and 
afllicted, under the weak and wicked pretence that we are to do 
nothing of what we can, because we cannot do all that we would 
wish. Or if this sophistry of sloth {sophisma pigri) should fail to 
check the bounty of the rich, there is still the sophistry of 
slander in reserve to chill the gratitude of the poor. If they 
cannot dissuade the liberal from devising liberal things, they will 
at least blacken the motives of his beneficence. If they cannot 
close the hand of the giver, they will at least embitter the gift in 
the mouth of the receivers. Is it not as if they had said within 
their hearts, the sacrifice of charity has been offered indeed in 
despite of us ; “ but with bitter herbs shall it be eaten.” (Bxod. 
xii. 8.) Imagined wrongs shall make it distasteful. We will 
infuse vindictive and discontented fancies into minds already 
irritable and suspicious from distress : till the fever of the heart 
shall coat the tongue with gall and spread wormwood on the 
palate. 

However angrily our demagogues may disclaim all intentions 
of this kind, such has been their procedure, and it is susceptible 
of no other interpretation. We all know that the shares must 
be scanty where the dividend bears no proportion to the number 
of the claimants. Yet He who satisfied the multitude in the 
wilderness with a few loaves and fishes, is still present to His 
Church. Small as the portions are, if they are both given and 
taken in the spirit of His commands, a blessing will go with each ; 
and the handful of meal shall not fail, until the day when the 
Lord bringeth back plenty on the land. But no blessing can 
enter where envy and hatred are already in possession ; and small 
good will the poor man have of the food prepared for him by his 
more favoured brother, if he have been previously taught to 
regard it as a mess of pottage given to defraud him of his birth- 
right. 

If then to promise medicine and to administer poison; if to 
flatter in order to deprave ; if to affect love to all and show pity 
to none; if to exaggerate and misderive the distress of the 
labouring classes in order to make them turbulent, and to dis- 
courage every plan for their relief in order to keep them so ; if to 
skulk from private infamy in the mask of public spirit, and make 
the flaming patriot privilege the gamester, swindler, or adulterer ; 
if to seek amnesty for a continued violation of the laws of God by 
an equal pertinacity in outrag^g the laws of the land ; — if these 
char^terise the hypocrite, we need not look far back or far 



Digitized by Google 




390 



A Lay Sermon 

round for faces wherein to recognise the third striking feature 
of this prophetic portrait ! When, therefore, the verifying facta 
press upon us in real life ; when we hear persons, the tyranny of 
whose will is the only law in their families, denouncing all law as 
tyranny in public — persons, whose hatred of power in others is in 
exact proportion to their love of it for themselves; when we 
behold men of s\mk and irretrievable characters, to whom no man 
would entrust his wife, his sister, or his purse, having the eflEronteiy 
to propose that we should entrust to them our religion and oui' 
country ; when we meet with patriots, who aim at an enlargement 
of the rights and liberties of the people by inflaming the populace 
to acts of madness that necessitate fetters — pretended heralds of 
freedom and actual pioneers of military despotism ; — we will call 
to mind the words of the Prophet Isaiah, and say to ourselves, 
this is no new thing under the sun ! We have heard it with our 
own ears, and it was declared to our fathers, and in the old time 
before them, that one of the main characteristics of demagogues 
in all ages is, to practise hypocrisy. 

Such, I assert, has been the general line of conduct pursued by 
the political empirics of the day : and your own recent experience 
will attest the truth of the assertion. It was affirmed likewise at 
the same time, that as the conduct, such was the process : and I 
will seek no other support of this charge, I need no better teat 
both of the men and their works, than the plain question: Is there 
one good feeling, to which they do — is there a single bad passion, to 
which they do not — appeal P If they are the enemies of liberty 
in general, inasmuch as they tend to make it appear incompatible 
with public quiet and personal safety, still more emphatically are 
they the enemies of the liberty of the press in particular; and 
therein of all the truths, human and divine, which a free press is 
the most efficient and only commensurate means of protecting, 
extending, and perpetuating. The strongest, indeed the only 
plausible, arguments against the education of the lower classes, 
are derived from the writings of these incendiaries; and if for 
our neglect of the light that hath been vouchsafed to us beyond 
measure, the land should be visited with a spiritual dearth, it will 
have been in no small degree occasioned by the erroneous and 
wicked principles which it is the trade of these men to propagate. 
Well, therefore, has the Prophet made it the fourth mark of these 
misleaders of the multitude, not alone to utter error, but to nttei 
error against the Lord, to make empty the soul of the hungry ! 
Alas ! it is a hard and a mournful thing, that the press should be 
constrained to call out for the harsh curb of the law against tiio 
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pi'ess ! for how shall the law predistinguish the ominous screech 
owl fi-om the sacred notes of augury, from the auspicious and 
friendly birds of warning ? And yet will we avoid this seeming 
injustice, we throw down all fence and bulwark of public decency 
and public opinion. Already has political calumny joined hands 
with private slander, and every principle, every feeling, that 
binds the citizen to his country, the spirit to its Creator, is in 
danger of being undermined; not by reasoning, for from that 
there is no danger, but by the mere habit of hearing them 
reviled and scoffed at with impunity. Were we to contemplate 
the evils of a rank and imweeded press only in its effects on 
the manners of a people, and on the general tone of thought and 
conversation, the greater love we bore to literature, and to all the 
means and instruments of human improvement, the more anxi- 
ously should we wish for some Ithuriel spear that might remove 
from the ear of the ignorant and half-learned, and expose in 
their own fiendish shape those reptiles which, inspiring venom 
and forging illusions as they list, 

*..... thence raise, 

At least distemper'd discontented thoughts, 

Vain hopes, vain aims, inordinate desires.” Pabapise Ijosr. 

I feel, my friends, that even the strong and painful interest 
which the peculiar state of the times, and almost the occurrences 
of the hour, create, can scarcely counterbalance the wearisome 
aversion inspired by the deformity and palpableness of the sub- 
ject itseK. As the plan originates in the malignant restlessness 
of desperate ambition or desperate circumstances, so are its 
means and engines a drag-net of fraud and delusion. The in- 
struments also of the chm'i are evil ; he deviseth -wicked devices 
with lying words. He employs a compound poison, of which the 
following are the main ingredients, the proportions varying as 
the case requires or the wit of the poisoner suggests. It will be 
enough rapidly to name and number the components, as in a 
catalogue. 1. Bold, warm, and earnest assertions, it matters not 
whether supported by facts or no, nay, though they should in- 
volve absurdities, and demonstrable impossibilities : ex. gr. that 
the amount of the sinecure places given by the executive power 
would suffice to remove all distress from the land. He is a 
bungler in the trade, and has been an indocile scholar of his dark 
master, the father of lies, who cannot make an assertion pass for 
a fact with an ignorant multitude. The nattiral generosity of 
the human heart, which makes it an effbi't to doubt; the con* 
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fidence which apparent courage inspires ; and the contagion of 
animal enthusiasm, will ensure the belief. Even in large assem- 
blies of men highly educated, it is too often sufficient to place 
impressive images in juxta-position ; and the constitutive forms 
of the mind itself aided by the power of habit will supply the 
rest. For we all think by causal connections. 2. Startling par- 
ticular facts, which, dissevered from their context, enable a man 
to convey falsehood while he says truth. 3. Arguments built on 
passing events, and deriving an undue importance from the feel- 
ings of the moment. The mere appeal, however, to the auditors 
whether the arguments are not such that none but an idiot or an 
hireling could resist, is an effective substitute for any argument 
at all. For mobs have no memories. They are in nearly the 
same state as that of an individual when he makes (what is 
termed) a bull. The passions, like a fused metal, fill up the wide 
interstices of thought, and supply the defective link s : and thus 
incompatible assertions are harmonized by the sensation, without 
the sense, of coimection. 4. The display of defects without the 
accompanying advantages, or vice versa. 5. Concealment of the 
general and ultimate result behind the scenery of local and par- 
ticular consequences. 6. Statement of positions that are true 
only under particular conditions, to men whose ignorance or fury 
make them forget that these conditions are not present, or lead 
them to take for granted that they are. 7. Chains of questions, 
especially of such questions as the persons best authorized to 
propose are ever the slowest in proposing ; and objections intel- 
ligible of themselves, the answers to which require the comprehen- 
sion of a system. 8. Yague and commonplace satire, stale as the 
wine in which flies wei*e drowned last summer, seasoned by the 
sly tale and important anecdote of but yesterday, that came 
within the speaker’s own knowledge! 9. Transitions from the 
audacious charge, not seldom of as signal impudence “ as any 
thing was ever carted for,” to the Lie piegnant and interpretative : 
the former to prove the orator’s courage, and that he is neither 
to be bought or frightened ; the latter to flatter the s.igacity of 
the audience : 

........ itrnv avToSnf 

'Ey iravovpytf tc k<u 9pa<rct koX KO/SaAuecv^uurti'. 

10. Jerks of style, from the lunatic trope, ptjfiaff imro^apova, 
n-oXXdt rt aKivir}6pas ivav, to the buffooneiy and “red-lattice 
phrases ” of the canaglia, avaKtitov ^op^opov re woXw sat kokms 
Kal trvKtxftavrias ; the one in ostentation of superior rank imd 
acquirements (for where envy does not interfere, man loves tc 
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look up) ; the other in pledge of heartiness and good fellowship. 
1 1. Lastly, and throughout all, to leave a general impression of 
something striking, something that is to come of it, and to rely 
on the indolence of men’s undei*standings and the activity of 
theii' passions for their resting in this state, as the brood- 
warmth fittest to hatch whatever serpent’s egg opportunity may 
enable the deceiver to place under it. Let but mysterioxis ex- 
pressions * be aided by significant looks and tones, and you may 
cajole a hot and ignorant audience to believe any thing by 
saying nothing, and finally to act on the lie which they them- 
selves have been drawn in to make. This is the Pharma- 
copoeia of political empirics, here and everywhere, now and at all 
times ! These are the drugs administered, and the tricks played 
off by the mountebanks and zanies of patriotism ; drugs that will 
continue to poison as long as irreligion secures a pre-disposition 
to their influence ; and artifices that, like stratagems in war, are 
nevertheless successful for having succeeded a hundred times 
before. “ They bend their tongues as a bow ! they shoot out 
deceits as arrows : they are prophets of the deceit of their own 
hearts : they cause the people to err by their dreams and their 
lightness : they make the people vain, they feed them with worm- 
wood, they give them the water of gall for drink : and the people 
love to have it so. And what is the end thereof ?” (Jerem. passim.) 

The Pi’ophet answers for me in the concluding words of the 
description — To destroy the poor, even when the needy speaketh 
aright — that is, to impel them to acta that must end in their ruin 
by inflammatory falsehoods and by working on their passions till 
they lead them to reject the prior convictions of their own sobei’ 
and unsophisticated understandings. As in all the preceding 
features so in this, with which the prophetic portrait is completed, 
our own experience supplies both proof and example. The 
ultimate causes of the present distress and stagnation are, in the 
writer’s opinion, complex and deeply seated ; but the immediate 
occasion is too obvious to be overlooked but by eyes at once red 
and dim through the intoxication of factions prejudice, that 
maddening spirit which pre-eminently deserves the title of vinum 
dcemomtm applied by an ancient father of the Church to a far 
more innocent phrenzy. It is demonstrable that taxes, the pro- 

• Vide Kor'k’s F.xamen, p. 20; and The 1. Thence he is iUustrioua, aa a man of all 
KnigkUof Arutophanet. A version of this waters, a hold fellow, and one who knows 
comedy, abridged and modernised, would be a how to tickle the populace, 
most seasonable present to the public. The 2. Phrases on horseback, enrvetting aisl 
wortls quoted above from this play and The careering words. 

frngt, may be rendered freely in the order In 3. Scattering filth and dirt, malice and 
»1 icb they occur: thus — sycophantic tales. 



_>y vjuu^le 




894 



A Lay Sermon 

duct of which is circulated in the country from which they are 
raised, can never injure a country directly by the mere amount: 
but either from the time or circumstances under which they are 
raised, or from the injudicious mode in which they are levied, or 
from the improper objects to which they are applied. The sun 
may draw up the moisture from the river, the morass, and the 
ocean, to be given back in genial showers to the garden, the 
pastui-e, and the cornfield ; but it may likewise force upward the 
moisture from the fields of industry to drop it on the stagnant, 
pool, the saturated swamp, or the unprofitable sand-waste. The 
coiTuptions of a system can be duly appreciated by those only 
who have contemplated the system in that ideal state of perfec- 
tion exhibited by the reason : the nearest possible approximation, 
to which under existing circumstances it is the business of the 
prudential understanding to realise. Those, on the other hand, 
who commence the examination of a system by identifying it with 
its abuses or imperfections, degrade their understanding into the 
pander of theii’ passions, and are sure to prescribe remedies more 
dangerous than the disease. Alas ! there are so many real evils, 
BO many just causes of complaint in the constitutions and admin- 
istration of all governments, our own not excepted, that it be- 
comes the imperious duty of the true patriot to prevent, as much 
as in him lies, the feelings and efforts of his fellow-coimtrymen 
from losing themselves on a wrong scent. 

If then we are to master the ideal of a beneficent and judicious 
system of finance as the preliminary to all profitable insight into 
the defects of any particular system in actual existence, we could 
not perhaps find an apter illustration than the gardens of 
southern Europe would supply. The tanka or reservoirs would 
represent the capital of a nation : while the hundred rills hourly 
rarpng their channels and directions, under the gardener’s spade, 
would give a pleasing image of the dispersion of that capital 
through the whole population by the joint effect of taxation and 
trade. For taxation itself is a part of commerce, and the govern- 
ment may be fairly considered as a great manufacturing-house, 
carrying on in different plaees, by means of its partners and 
overseers, the trades of the ship builder, the clothier, the iron- 
founder, &c. &c. As long as a balance is preserved between the 
receipts and the returns of government in their amount, quick- 
ness, and degree of dispersion, as long as the due proportion 
obtains in the sums levied to the mass in prod ’ctive circulation, 
so long does the wealth and circumstantial prosperity of the 
nation (its wealth, I say, not its real welfare; its outward pros* 



iized by Google 




To the Hi<jher and ^Tiddte Cfasses. 396 

peiity, but not necessarily its happiness) remain unaffected, or 
rather they will appear to increase in consequence of the addi- 
tional stimulus given to the circulation itseH by the reproductive 
action of all large capitals, and through the check which taxa- 
tion, in its own nature, gives to the indolence of the wealthy in its 
continual transfer of property to the industrious and enterpris- 
ing. If different periods be taken, and if the comparative weight 
of the taxes at each be calculated, as it ought to be, not by the 
sum levied on each individual, but by the sum left in his posses- 
sion, the settlement of the account will be in favour of the 
national wealth, to the amount of all the additional productive 
labour sustained or excited by the taxes during the intervals 
between their efflux and their re-absorption. 

But, on the other hand, in a direct ratio to this increase will be 
the distress produced by the disturbance of this balance, by the 
loss of this proportion ; and the operation of the distress will be 
at least equal to the total amount of the difference between the 
taxes still levied, and the quantum of aid withdrawn from indivi- 
duals by the abandonment of others, and of that which the taxes 
that still remain have ceased to give by the altered mode of their 
re-dispersion. But to this we must ^d the numbm: of persons 
raised and reared in consequence of the demand created by the 
preceding state of things, and now discharged from their occu- 
pations: whether the latter belong exclusively to the executive 
power, as that of soldiers, &c., or from those in which the 
labourers for the nation in general are already sufficiently 
numerous. Both these classes are thrown back on the public, 
and sent to a table where every seat is pre-occupied. The em- 
ployment lessens as the number of men to be employed is in- 
creased ; and not merely in the same, but from additional causes 
and from the indirect consequences of those already stated, in a 
far greater ratio. For it may easily happen, that the very same 
change, which had produced this depression at home, may from 
equivalent causes have embarrassed the coimtries in commercial 
connection with us. At one and the same time the great 
customer at home wants less, and our customers abroad are able 
to buy less. The conjoint action of these circumstances will 
furnish, for a mind capable of combining them, a sufficient solu- 
tion of the melancholy fact. They cannot but occasion much 
distress, much obstruction, and these again in their reaction are 
sure to be more than doubled by the still greater and universal 
alarm, and by tly consequent check of confidence and enterprise, 
which they nevei fail to produce. 
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Is ow it is a notorious fact, that these causet did all exist to a 
very exti’aordinary degree, and that they all worked with united 
strength, in the late sudden transition from wai’ to peace. It was 
one among the many anomalies of the late war, that it acted, aftei* 
a few years, as a universal stimulant. We almost monopolised 
the commerce of the world. The high wages of our artisans and 
the high prices of agricultural produce intercirculated. Leases 
of no unusual length not seldom enabled the provident and 
thrifty farmer to purchase the estate he had rented. Everywhere 
might be seen roads, railways, docks, canals, made, making, and 
projected; villages swelling into towns, while the metropolis 
surrounded itself, and became, as it were, set with new cities. 
Finally, in spite of all the waste and havoc of a twenty years’ war, 
the population of the empire was increased by more than two 
millions ! The efforts and war-expenditure of the nation, and the 
yearly revenue, were augmented in the same proportion : and to 
all tMs we must add a fact of the utmost importance in the pre- 
sent question, that the war did not, as was usually the case in 
former wars, die away into a long-expected peace, by gradual 
exhaustion and weariness on both sides, but plunged to its con- 
clusion by a concentration, we might almost say by a spasm of 
energy, and consequently by an anticipation of our resources. 
We conquered by compelling reveraionary power into alliance 
with our existing and natural strength. The first intoxication of 
triumph having passed over, this, our “ agony of glory,” was suc- 
ceeded, of com'se, by a general stiffness and relaxation. The an- 
tagonist passions came into play ; financial solicitude was blended 
with constitutional and politick jealousies, and both, alas ! were 
exacerbated by personal imprudences, the chief injury of which 
consisted in their own tendency to disgust and alienate the public 
feeling. And with all this, the fimvneial errors and prejudices 
even of the more educated classes, in short, the genei*al want 
or imperfection of clear views and a scientific insight into the 
true effects and influences of taxation, and the mode of its ope- 
ration, became now a real misfortune, and opened an additional 
source of temporary embarrassment. Betrenchment could no 
longer proceed by cautious and calculated steps; but was com- 
pelled to hurry forward, like one who crossing the sands at too 
late an hour finds himseK threatened by the inrush of the tide. 
Nevertheless, it was a truth susceptible of little less than 
mathematical demonstration, that the more, and the more sud- 
denly, the revenue was diminished by the abandonment of 
the war-taxes, the greater would be the disturbance of the 
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balance:* bo that the agriculttirist, the manufactorer, or the 
tradesman (all in short hut annuitants and fixed stipendiaries), who 
during the war haring paid as five and fifteen left behind, would 
shortly have less than ten after having paid but two and a half. 

But there is yet another circumstance, which we dare not pass 
by unnoticed. In the best of times — or what the world calls 
such — the spirit of commerce will occasion great fluctuations, 
some falling while others rise, and therefore in all times there 
will be a large sum of individual distress. Trades likewise have 
their seasons, and at all times there is a very considerable number 
of artificers who are not employed on the average more than 
seven or eight months in the year: and the distress from this 
cause is great or small in proportion to the greater or less degree 
of dissipation and improvidence prevailing among them. But 
besides this, that artificial life and vigour of trade and agriculture 
which was produced or occasioned by the direct or indirect in- 
fluences of the late war, proved by no means innoxious in its 
effects. Habit and the familiarity with outward advantages, 
which takes off their dazzle ; sense of character ; and above all, 
the counterpoise of intellectual pursuits and resources; are all 
necessary preventives and antidotes to the dangerous properties 
of wealth and power with the great majority of mankind. It is a 
painful subject : and I leave to your own experience and recollec- 
tion the assemblage of folly, presumption, and extravagance, that 
followed in the procession of our late unprecedented prosperity , 



* Tbe disturbance of this balance may be 
illustrated thus Suppose a great capitalist 
to have founded. In a large market-town, a 
factory that gradually increasing employed 
at length from Hve to six hundred workmen ; 
and tliatbe had likewise a second factory at a 
distance from the former (In the Isle of Man, 
for Instance) employing half that number, all 
of the latter having been drafted from and 
•till thonging to the first parish. After some 
years we may further suppose, that a larg: 
proportion of the housekeepers and trades- 
people might have a running account with 
the capitalist, many with him, as being 
their landlord, and still more fur their slock. 
The workmen would in like manner be for 
the greater part on the books of the trades- 
folks. As long as this state of things con- 
tinued, all would go on well — nay, the town 
would be more prosperous with every in- 
crease of the factory. The balance is pre- 
aerved. The circulations counterpoise each 
other, or rather they are neutralized by inter- 
fluence. But some sudden event leads or 
compels the capitalist to put down both 
factories at once and with little or no warn- 
ing; and to call in all the monies owing to 



him, and which by law had the preference to 
all other debts.— What would te the conse- 
quence? The workmen are no longer em- 
ployed. and cannot at once pay up their 
arrears to the tradesmen ; and though the 
capitalist should fumh-h the latter with gt>ods 
at half price, and make the same abatement 
in their rent, these deductions would afford 
little present relief : while in the meantime 
the discharged workmen from the distant 
factory would &11 bark on the parish, and 
increase the general distress. The balance 
is disturbed.— I’nt the country at large for 
the parishioners, and the government in all 
departments of expenditure for the capitalist 
and his factories: and nearly such is the 
situation in which we are placed by the 
transition fbom the late war to the present 
peace. But the difference is this. The 
town may never recover its temporary pros, 
perlty, and the capitalist may spend his 
remaining fortune in another county ; but 
a nation, of which the goveniment is an 
organic part with perfect interdependen. e «i 
interests, l an never remain in a state of de- 
pression thus produced, but by its owu fault : 
that is, from mural causes. 
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tLc blind practices and blinding passions of speculation in tbe 
commercial world, with the shoal of ostentatious fooleries and 
sensual vices which the sudden influx of wealth let in on our 
farmers and yeomanry. Now though the whole mass of calamity 
consequent on these aberrations from prudence should in all fair- 
ness be attributed to the sufferer’s own conduct ; yet when there 
supervenes some one common cause or occasion of distress which 
pressing hard on many furnishes a pretext to all, this too will 
pass muster among its actual effects, and assume the semblance 
and dignity of national calamity. Each unfortunate individual 
shares during the hard times in the immunities of a privileged 
order, as the most tottering and ruinous houses equally with 
those in best repair are included in the same brief after an exten- 
sive fire. The change of the moon will not produce a change of 
weather, except in places where the atmosphere has from local 
and particular causes been predisposed to its influence. But the 
former is one, placed aloft and conspicuous to all men ; the latter 
are many and intricate, and known to few. Of course it is the 
moon that must bear the entire blame of wet summers and scanty 
crops. All these, however, whether they are distresses common 
to all times alike, or though occasioned by the general revolution 
and stagnation, yet really caused by personal improvidence or 
misconduct, combine with its peculiar and inevitable effects in 
making the cup overflow. The latter class especially, as being in 
such cases always the most clamorous sufferers, increase the evil 
by swelling the alarm. 

The principal part of the preceding explication, the main causes 
of the present exigencies, are so obvious, and lie so open to the 
common sense of mankind, that the labouring classes saw the 
connection of the change in the times with the suddenness of the 
peace as clearly as their superiors, and, being less heated with 
speculation, were in the first instance less surprised at the resiUts, 
To a public event of universal concern there will often be more 
attributed than belongs to it ; but never in the natural course of 
human feelings will there be less. That the depression began 
with the peace would have been of itself a sufficient proof with 
the many, that it arose from the peace. But this opinion suited 
ill with the purposes of sedition. The truth, that could not be 
precluded, must be removed; and “when the needy speaketh 
aright ” the more urgent occasion is there for the “ wicked device ” 
and the “lying words.” Where distress is felt, tales of wrong 
and oppression are readily beKeved, to the sufferer’s own disquiet. 
Elage and revenge make the cheek pale and the rand tremble 
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worse than even want itself : ajid the cup of sorrow overflows by 
being held unsteadily. On the other hand, nothing calms th« 
mind in the hour of bitterness so efficaciously as the conviction 
that it was not within the means of those above us, or around us, 
to have prevented it. An influence, mightier than fascination, 
dwells in the stem eye of necessity, when it is flxed steadily on a 
man : for together with the power of resistance, it takes away its 
agitations likewise. This is one mercy that always accompanies 
the visitations of the Almighty when they are received as such. 
If therefore the sufferings of the lower classes are to supply air 
and fuel to their passions, and are to be perverted into instru- 
ments of mischief, they must be attributed to causes that can be 
represented as removeable; either to individuals who had been 
previously rendered unpopular, or to whole classes of men, accord- 
ing as the immediate object of their seducers may require. "What 
though nothing should be more remote from the true cause? 
Wliat though the invidious charge should be not only without 
proof, but in the face of strong proof to the contrary? What 
though the pretended remedy should have no possible end but 
that of exasperating the disease ? All will be of little or no avail 
if these truths have not been administered beforehand. When 
the wrath is gone forth, the plague is already begun (Numbers 
xvi. 46). Wrath is cruel, and where is there a deafness like that 
of an outrageous multitude ? For as the matter of the fire is, so 
it bumeth. Let the demagogue but succeed in maddening the 
crowd, he may bid defiance to demonstration, and direct the mad- 
ness against whom it pleaseth him. A slanderous tongue has 
disquieted many, and driven them from nation to nation ; strong 
cities hath it pulled down, and overthrown the houses of great 
men. (Ecclesiasticus xxviii. 14.) 

We see in every promiscuous public meeting the effect produced 
by the bold assertion that the present hardships of all classes are 
owing to the number and amount of pensions and sinecures. Yet 
from the imprecedented zeal and activity in the education * of the 



• With all due humility we contended that 
the war in question had likewiac its golden 
aide. The anomalous occasions and stupen- 
dous events of the contest had roused us, 
like the blast of a trumpet from the clouds ; 
and as many as were capable of thinking 
were roused to thought It had forced on 
the higher and ntiddle classes— say rather on 
the people at large, os dlstingui.slied from the 
mere populace — the home truth, that im- 
tional honesty and individual safety, pri- 
vate morals and public security, mutttull,y 
grounded each other, that they were twined 



at the very root and could not grow or thrive 
but in intertwine : and we of Great Britain 
hud acquired this Instruction without the 
Btupifying influences of terror or actual cala- 
mity. Yet that It had operated practically, 
and in a scale proportional to the magniiuw 
of the occasion, the late and present condition 
of manners and intellect among the young 
men at O.xford and Cambridge, the manly 
sobriety of demeanour, the submiasion to Uie 
routine of study in almost all, and the zeal in 
the pursuit of knowledge and academic dis- 
Unction in a large and increasing nembet, 
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poor, of the tliousands that are inflamed by, and therefore give 
credit to, these statements, there are few without a child at home 
who could prove their impossibility by the first and simplest rules 
of arithmetic ; there is not one perhaps who, taken by himself 
and in a cooler mood, would stand out against the simple question, 
whether it was not folly to suppose that the lowness of his wages 
or his want of employment could be occasioned by the circum- 
stance that a sum (the whole of which, as far as it is raised by 
taxation, cannot take a yearly penny from him) was dispersed and 
returned into the general circulation by annuitants of the treasury 
instead of annuitants of the bank, by John instead of Peter, how- 
ever blameable the regulation might be in other respects ? What 
then ? the hypothesis allows of a continual reference to persons, 
and to all the \measy and malignant passions which personalities 
ai’e of all means the beet fitted to awaken. The grief itself, 
however grinding it may be, is of no avail to this end ; it must 
first be converted into a grievance. Were the audience composed 
chiefly of the lower farmers and the peasantry, the same circum- 
stance would, for the same reason, have been attributed wholly to 
the clergy and the system of tithes ; as if the com would be more 
plentiful if the farmers paid their whole rent to one man, instead 
of paying nine parts to the landlords and the tenth to the tithe- 
owners ! But let the meeting be composed of the manufacturing 
poor, and then it is the machinery of their employers that is 
devoted to destruction : though it would not exceed the tmth if I 
aflirmed that to the use and perfection of this very machinery the 
majority of the poor deluded destroyers owe their very existence, 
owe to it that they ever beheld the light of heaven ! 



afford a cheering testimonj to sncb as were 
familiar with the state of the two Cniver- 
sities forty, or even thirty, years ago, with 
the moral contrast which they presented at 
the close of the last, and during the former 
half of the present reign ; while a procf of 
still greater power, and open to the ohserva- 
tion of all men, is supplied by the predomi- 
nant anxiety concerning the education and 
principles of their children in all the lespect- 
able classes of the community, and the un- 
exampled sale, in consequence, of the very 
numerous large and small volumes composed 
or compiled for the use of parents, Nnr 
here did the salutary influence stop. ^Ve 
had been compelled to know and feel that 
file times in which we had to act or sutfer 
were the saturnalia of revolution, and fearful 
evidence had been given us at the cost of our 
unfortunate neightiours, that a vicious and 
Ignorant population was a magazine of coni . 
bustibles left roofless, while madmen and 



incendiaries were letting off their new in- 
vented blue lights and fire-rockets in every 
direction. The wish sprang up and spread 
throughout Kngland that every Englishman 
should be able to read his Bible, and have a 
Bible of bis own to read. The general wish 
organized itself into act and plan ; a dis- 
covery, the living educt of one great man's 
genius and benevolence, rendered the execu- 
tion practicable and even easy ; and the god- 
like idea began and is proct^ing to realise 
itself with a rapidity yet stedfastnesa which 
nothing could make possible or credible bnt 
such a conviction effet^ed by an experience so 
strange and awful, and acting on that volun- 
teer spirit, that instinct of fervid yet orderly 
co-operation, which most of our bonourabls 
characteristics distinguishes, secures, enriches, 
strengthens, and elevates the people of 
Great Britain. [/Vom an Euay by the An 
thor, publMed in the Courier, July, iai6.| 
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Even so it is with the capitalists and storekeepers, who, by 
spreading the dearness of provisions over a larger space and time, 
prevent scarcity from becoming real famine, the frightful lot at 
certain and not distant intervals of our less commercial fore- 
fathers. These men, by the mere instinct of self-interest, are not 
alone birds of warning that prevent waste, but, as the raven of 
Elijah, they bring supplies from afar. But let the incendiary 
spirit have rendered them birds of ill omen, and it is well if the 
deluded malcontents can be restrained from levelling at them 
missiles more alarming than the curse of the unwise that alighteth 
not. “ There be three things (says the wise eon of Sirach) that 
mine heart feareth, the slander of a city, the gathering together 
of an unruly multitude, and a false accusation : all these are worse 
than death.” But all these are the arena, and the chosen weapons 
of demagogues. Wretches! they would without remorse detract 
the hope that is the subUming and expanding warmth of public 
credit, destroy the public credit that is the vital air of national 
industry, convert obstruction into stagnation, and make grass 
grow in the exchange and the market-place; if so they might 
but goad ignorance into riot, and fanaticism into rebellion ! They 
would snatch the last morsel from the poor man’s lips to make 
him curse the government in his heart — alas ! to fall at length 
either ignominiously beneath the strength of the outraged law, or 
(if Grod in His anger, and for the punishment of general depravity, 
should require a severer and more extensive retribution) to perish 
still more lamentably among the victims of its weakness. 

Thus, then, I have answered at large to the first of the three 
questions proposed as the heads and divisions of this address. I 
aan well aware that our demagogues are not the only empirics 
who have tampered with the case. But I felt imwiUing to put 
the mistakes of sciolism, or even those of vanity and self-interest, 
in the same section with crime and guilt. Wl^t is omitted here 
will find its place elsewhere, the more readily that, having been 
tempted by the foulness of the ways to turn for a short space out 
of my direct path, I have encroached already on the second ques- 
tion ; that, namely, which respects the ultimate causes and imme- 
diate occasions of the complaint. 

The latter part of this problem I appear to myself to have 
solved fuUy and satisfactorily. To those who deem any further 
or deeper research superfluous, I must content myself with ob- 
serving that I have never heard it denied that there is more than 
a sufficiency of food in existence. I have, at least, met with no 
proof that thei*e is or has been any scarcity either in the materials 

2 D 



Diyiiized by Google 




To the Higher and Middle Classes. 40r 

eome incompatible with far more important blessings. It would, 
therefore, be sickly affectation to suspend the thankfulness due 
for our immvmity from the one, in an idle regret for the loss of 
the other. But however true this may be, and whether the good 
or the evil preponderated, still it acted as a counterpoise to the 
grosser superstition for wealth. Of the eflBciency of this counter- 
influence we can offer negative proof only : and for this we need 
only look back on the deplorable state of Holland in respect of 
patriotism and public spirit at and before the commencement oi 
the French Revolution. 

The limits and proportions of this address allow little more 
than a bare reference to this point. The same restraint I must 
impose on myseK in the following. For under this head I include 
the general neglect of all the austerer studies; the long and 
ominous eclipse of philosophy ; the usurpation of that venerable 
name by physical and psychological empiricism; and the non- 
existence of a learned and philosophic public, which is perhaps 
the only innoxious form of on imperium in imperio, but at the 
same time the only form which is not directly or indirectly en- 
couraged. So great a risk do I incur of malignant interpretation, 
and the assertion itself is so likely to appear paradoxical even to 
men of candid minds, that I should have passed over this point, 
most important as I know it to be, but that it will be found 
stated more at large, with all its proofs, in a work on the point of 
publication. The fact is simply this. We have — lovers shall I 
entitle them ? — or must I not rather hazard the introduction of 
their own phrases, and say, amateurs or dilettanti, as musicians, 
botanists, florists, miner^ogists, and antiquarians ? Kor is it 
denied that these are ingenuous pursuits, and such as become 
men of rank and fortune. Neither in these nor in any other points 
do I complain of any excess in the pursuits themselves ; but of 
that which arises from the deficiency of the counterpoise. The 
effect is the same. Every work which can be made use of either 
to immediate profit or immediate pleasure; every work which 
falls in with the desire of acquiring wealth suddenly, or which 
can gratify the senses, or pamper the still more degrading appe- 
tite for scandal and personal defamation, is sure of an appro- 
priate circulation. But neither philosophy nor theology, in the 
strictest sense of the words, can be said to have even a public 
existence among us. I feel assured that if Plato himself were to 
return and renew his sublime lucubrations in the metropolis of 
Great Britain, a handicraftsman from a laboratory, who had just 
succeeded in disoxydating an earth, would be thought fai the 
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more respectable, nay, the more illustrious, person of the two. 
Nor will it be the least drawback from his honours that he had 
never even asked himself what law of universal being nature 
uttered in this phenomenon : while the character of a visionaiy 
would Ije the sole remuneration of the man who, from the insight 
into that law, had previously demonstrated the necessity of the 
fact. As to that which passes with us under the name of meta* 
physics, philosophic elements, and the like, I refer every man of 
reflection to the conti-ast between the present times and those 
shortly after the restoration of ancient literature. In the latter 
we find the greatest men of the age, statesmen, warriors, mo* 
narchs, architects, in closest intercourse with philosophy. I need 
only mention the names of Lorenzo the Magnificent, Picus, Count 
Mirandola, Ficinus, and Politian ; the abstruse subjects of their 
discussion, and the importance attached to them, as the requisite 
qualifications of men placed by Providence as guides and gover- 
nors of their feUow-creatures. If this be undeniable, equally 
notorious is it that at present the more effective a man’s talents 
are, and the more likely he is to be useful and distinguished in 
the highest situations of public life, the earlier does he show his 
aversion to the metaphysics and the books of metaphysical specu- 
lation which are placed before him : though they come with the 
recommendation of being so many triumphs of modem good 
sense over the schools of ancient philosophy. Dante, Petrarch, 
Spenser, Sir Philip Sidney, Algernon Sidney, Milton, and Barrow, 
were Platonists. But all the men of genius with whom it has 
been my fortime b) converse, either profess to know nothing of 
the present systems or to despise them. It would be equally 
unjust and iiTational to seek the solution of this difference in the 
men ; and if not, it can be found only in the philosophic systems 
themselves. And so in truth it is. The living of former ages 
communed gladly with a life-breathing philosophy. The living of 
the present age wisely leave the dead to take care of the dead. 

But whatever the causes may be, the result is before our eyes. 
An excess in our attachment to temporal and personal objects can 
be counteracted only by a pre-occupation of the intellect and the 
affections with permanent, universal, and eternal tniths. Let no 
man enter, said Plato, who has not previously disciplined his 
mind by geometry. He considered this science as the first purifi- 
cation of the soul, by abstracting the attention from the accidents 
of the senses. We too teach geometry ; but that there may be no 
danger of the pupil’s becoming too abstract in his conceptions, it 
has been not only proposed, but the proposal has been adopted. 
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that it should be taught by wooden diagrams ! It pains me to 
remember with what applause a work, that placed the inductions 
of modem chemistry in the same rank with the demonstrations 
of mathematical science, was received even in a mathematical 
university. I must not permit myself to say more on this subject, 
desirous as I am of showing the importance of a philosophic 
class, and of evincing that it is of vital utility, and even an essen- 
tial element in the composition of a civilized community. It must 
sufBce that it has been explained in what respect the pursuit of 
truth for its own sake, and the reverence yielded to its professors, 
has a tendency to calm or counteract the pursuit of wealth ; and 
that therefore a counter-force is wanting wherever philosophy is 
degraded in the estimation of society. What are you (a philo- 
sopher was once asked) in consequence of youi’ admiration of 
these abstruse speculations ? He answered : What I am, it does 
not become me to say ; but what thousands are who despise them, 
and even pride themselves on their ignorance, I see — and tremble ! 

There is a third influence, alternately our spur and our cui-b, 
without which all the pursuits and desires of man must either 
exceed or fall short of their just measure. Need I add that I 
mean the influence of religion P I speak of that sincere, that 
entire interest in the undivided faith of Christ which demands 
the first-fruits of the whole man, his affections no less than his 
outward acts, his understanding equally with his feelings. For 
be assured, never yet did there exist a full faith in the divine 
Word (by whom not immortality alone, but light and immortality, 
were brought into the world) which did not expand the intellect 
while it purified the heart ; which did not multiply the aims and 
objects of the mind, while it fixed and simplified those of the 
desires and passions. If acquiescence without insight ; if warmth 
without light ; if an immunity from doubt given and guaranteed 
by a resolute ignorance ; if the habit of taking for granted the 
words of a catechism, remembered or forgotten ; if a sensation of 
positiveness substituted, I will not say for certainty, but for that 
calm assurance the very means and conditions of which it super- 
sedes ; if a belief that seeks the darkness, and yet strikes no root, 
immovable as the limpet from its rock, and like the limpet fixed 
there by mere force of adhesion ; — if these suffice to make us 
Christians, in what intelligible sense could our Lord have an- 
nounced it as the height and consummation of the signs and 
miracles which attested His divinity that the Gospel was preached 
to the poor ? In what sense could the Apostle affirm that believers 
have received, not indeed the wisdom of this world that comes to 
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nought, but the wisdom of God, that we might know and oompfe- 
hend the things that are freely given to us of God P or that every 
Christian, in proportion as he is indeed a Christian, has received 
the Spirit that searcheth all things, yea the deep things of God 
himself ? — on what grounds could the Apostle denounce even the 
sincerest fervour of spirit as defective, where it does not bring 
forth fruits in the imderstanding ?* Or again, if to believe wei'e 
enough, why are we commanded by another Apostle that, “ besides 
this, giving all diligence we should add to our faith manly energy, 
and to manly energy knowledge ” ? Is it not especially significant 
that, in the divine economy as revealed to us in the New Testa- 
ment, the peculiar office of Redemption is attributed to the Word, 
that is, to the intelligential wisdom which from all eternity is with 
God, and is God ? that in Him is life, and the life is the light 
of men ? 

In the present day we hear much, and from men of various 
creeds, of the plainness and simplicity of the Christian religion : 
and a strange abuse has been made of these words, often indeed 
with no ill intention, but stiU oftener by men who would fain trans- 
form the necessity of believing in Christ into a recommendation 
to believe Him. The advocates of the latter scheme grew out of a 
sect that were called Socinians, but having succeeded in disbeliev- 
ing far beyond the last footmarks of the Socini, have chosen to 
designate themselves by the name of Unitarians. But this is a 
word which, in its proper sense, can belong only to their antago- 
nists : for unity or unition, and indistinguishable unicity or one- 
ness, are incompatible terms: while, in the exclusive sense in 
which they mean the name to be understood, it is a presumptuous 
boast, and an uncharitable calumny. Their true designation, 
which simply expresses a fact admitted on all sides, would be that 
of Psilanthropists,t or assertors of the mere humanity of Christ. 
It is the interest of those men to speak of the Christian religion 
as comprised in a few plain doctrines, and containing nothing 
not intelligible, at the first hearing, to men of the narrowest capa- 
cities. Well, then (it might be replied), we are disposed to place 
a fuU reliance on the veracity of the g^reat Pounder of the Chris- 
tian religion, and likewise — which is more than you yourselves 



• Brethren, be not children hi understand- 
ing ; bowbeit, in malice be ye cbiidren, but in 
understanding ije men. 

+ New things justify new terms. JVorii »n 
rtbut licet nova nobit verba c(mJingere. — \Ve 
never speak of the unity of attraction, or of 
the unity of repulsion ; but of the unity of 
attraction and repulsion in each one corpu-s- 
ele. Tbe essential diversity of the ideas, 



nniiy and sameness, was among the elemen- 
tary principles of the old logicians ; and tlie 
sopliisms grounded on tbe confusion of th>'se 
terms have been ably exposed by Leibnit.\ 
in his critique on Wissuwatius, the acutesi, 
perhaps, of all tbe learned Soclnian divines, 
when Socinlan divines were undeniabiy nwu 
of loaming. 
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are on aU occasions willing to admit — on tlie accuracy and com* 
petence of the writers who first recorded His acta and sayings. 
We have learned from you whom — and we now wish to hear 
from you what — we are to believe. The answer is: the actual 
occurrence of an extraordinaiy event, as recorded by the biogra- 
phers of Jesus, in confirmation of doctrines, without the previous 
beUef of which no man would, or rather, according to St. Paul’s 
declaration, could become a convert to Christianity; doctrines 
which it is certain that Christ’s immediate disciples believed, not 
less confidently before they had acknowledged His mission than 
they did afterwards. Religion and politics, they teU us, require but 
the application of a common sense, which every man possesses, to 
a subject in which every man is concerned. “ To be a musician, 
an orator, a painter, or even a good mechanician, presupposes 
genius ; to be an excellent artisan or mechanic requires more than 
an average degree of talent ; but to he a legislator or a theologian, 
or both at once, demands nothing but common sense.” * How we 
willingly admit that nothing can be necessary to the salvation of 
a Christian which is not in his power. For such, therefore, as 
have neither the opportunity nor the capacity of learning more, 
sufficient, doubtless, will be the belief of those plain truths, and 
the fulfilment of those commands, which to be incapable of under* 
standing is to be a man in appearance only. But ever to this 
scanty creed the disposition of faith must be added : and let it not 
be forgotten that, though nothing can be easier than to tmder- 
stand a code of belief, four-fifths of which consists in avowals of 
disbelief, and the remainder in truths concerning which (in this 
coimtry alt least) a man must have taken pains to learn to have 
any doubt ; yet it is by no means easy to reconcile this code of 
negatives with the declarations of the Christian Scriptures. On 
the contrary, it requires all the resources of verbal criticism, and 
all the perverse subtlety of special pleading, to work out a plau- 
sible semblance of correspondency between them. It must, how- 
ever, be conceded, that a man may consistently spare himself 
the trouble of the attempt, and leave the New Testament unread, 
after he has once thoroughly persuaded himself that it can teach 
him nothing of any real importance that he does not already 
know. St. Paul indeed thought otherwise. For though he too 
teaches us, that in the religion of Christ there is milk for babes ; 

• The Friend, toI. I. As the original the British Kssayists: If indeed a work, a 
work, of which but a small number of copies great part of which is new in substance, and 
were printed on stamped sheets, and sent to the whole in form and arrangement, can be 
the subscribers by the post, is not to be pro- described as an edition of the former. (This 
cured, the reference is made to the edition reference will be found at p. 133 In Bobn'a 
DOW printing, in three volumes, of the sue of Standard Library edition of The Friend.) 
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yet he informs us at the same time that there is meat for strong 
men ! and to the like purpose one of the Fathera has observed, 
that in the New Testament there are shallows where the lamb 
may ford, and depths where the elephant must swim. The 
Apostle exhorts the followers of Christ to the continual study of 
the new religion, on the grotmd that in the mystery of Chidst, 
which in other ages was not made known to the sons of men, and 
in the riches of Christ, which no research could exhaust, there 
were contained all the treasures of knowledge and wisdom. 
Accordingly, in that eaniestness of spirit which his own personal 
experience of the truth inspired, he prays with a solemn and a 
ceremonious fervour that, being “ strengthened with might in the 
inner man, they may be able to comprehend with all saints what 
is the breadth and length and depth and height ” of that living 
principle, at once the giver and the gift ! of that anointing faith, 
which in endless evolution “ teaches us of all things, and is 
truth !” For aU things are but parts and forms of its progressive 
manifestation, and every new knowledge but a new organ of 
sense and insight into this one all-inclusive verity, which, still 
filling the vessel of the understanding, stiU dilates it to a capacity 
of yet other and yet greater truths, and thus makes the soul fe^ 
its poverty by the very amplitude of its present, and the immen- 
sity of its reversionary, wealth. All truth indeed is simple, and 
needs no extrinsic ornament. And the more profound the truth 
is, the more simple: for the whole laboirr and building-up of 
knowledge is but one continued process of simplification. But I 
cannot comprehend in what ordinary sense of the words the 
properties of plainness and simplicity can be appHed to the 
Prophets, or to the writings of St. John, or to the epistles of St. 
Paul ; or what can have so marvellously improved the capacity of 
our laity beyond the same class of peraons among the primitive 
Christians ; who, as we are told by a fellow apostle, found in the 
writings last-mentioned many passages hard to be understood, 
which the unlearned, as well as the unstable, were in danger of 
wresting and misinterpreting. I can well understand, however, 
what is and has been the practical consequence of this notion. 
It is this very consequence, indeed, that occasioned the preced- 
ing remarks, makes them pertinent to my present subject, and 
gives them a place in the train of argument requisite for its 
illustration. For what need of any after-recurrence to the 
sources of information concerning a religion, the whole contents 
of which can be thoroughly acquired at once and in a few hours ? 
An occasional remembrancing may, perhaps, be expedient j but 
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wliat object of study can a man propose to himself in a matier of 
which he knows aU that can be known, all at least that it is of 
use to know ? Like the first rules of arithmetic, its few plain 
and obvious truths may hourly serve the man’s purposes, yet 
never once occupy his thoughts. But it is impossible that the 
affections should be kept constant to an object which gives no 
employment to the understanding. The energies of the intellect, 
increase of insight, and enlarging views, ai-e necessaiy to keep 
alive the substantial faith in the heart. They are the appointed 
fuel to the sacred fire. In the state of perfection all other facul- 
ties may, perhaps, be swallowed iip in love ; but it is on the wings 
of the Cherubim, which the ancient Hebrew doctors interpreted as 
meaning the powers and efforts of the intellect, that we must first 
be borne up to the “pure empyrean”: and it must be seraphs 
and not the hearts of poor mortals that can bum unfuelled and 
self -fed. “ Give me understanding (exclaimed the royal Psalmist) 
and I shall observe Thy law with my whole heart. Teach me 
knowledge and good judgment. Thy commandment is exceeding 
broad : O how I love Thy law ! it is my meditation all the day. 
The entrance of Thy words giveth light, it giveth understanding 
to the simple. I prevented the dawning of the morning : mine 
eyes prevent the night-watches, that I might meditate upon Thy 
word.” Now where the very contrary of this is the opinion of 
many, and the practice of most, what results can be expected but 
those which are actually presented to us in our daily experience ? 

There is one class of men* who read the Scriptures, when they 



• Whether it be on the increase, as a sect, 
is doubtful. But It is admitted by all — nay, 
strange as it may seem, made a matter of 
boast — that the number of its secret adhe- 
rents, outwardly of other denominations, is 
tenfold greater than that of its avowed and 
Incorporated followers. And truly, in our 
dties and great manufacturing and commer- 
cial towns, among lawyers and such of the 
tradesfolk as are the ruling members in 
book-clobs, I am Inclined to fear that this 
has not been asserted without good ground. 
For Socinianism in its present form, consist- 
ing almost wholly in attack and imagined de- 
tection, has a particular charm for what are 
called shrewd, knowing men. Besides, the 
Tain and half-educated, wliose Christian and 
surnames in the title pages of our Magazines, 
Lady's Diaries, Ac. are the successors of the 
shame-faced Critoe, Pbileleutberoses, and 
Philaletheses in the time of our grand- 
fathers, wUl be something: and now that. 
Deism has gone out of fashion, Socinianism 
has swept up its refuse. As the main success 
of this sect is owing to the small proportion 
which the affirmative articles of their faith 



(rari tianUs tn gvrgiU rxuto) bear to the 
negative (that Is, their belief to their dis- 
beUef), it will be an act of kindness to the 
unwary to bring together the former under 
one point of view, 'fhis is done in the fol- 
lowing catalogue, the neater part if not the 
whole of which may ne authenticated from 
the writings of Mr. Belaham. 

1. They believe In one God, professing to 
differ from other Christians only in holding 
the Deity to be unipersonal, the Father alone 
being God, the Son a mere, though an in- 
spire and highly gifted, man, and the Holy 
Spirit either a synonym of God, or of the 
divine agency, or of its effects. 

2. They believe men’s actions necessitated, 
and consistently with this affirm that the 
Christian religion (i.«. their view of it) pre- 
cludes all remorse for our sins, they being a 
present calamity, but not guilt. 

3. They believe the Gospels, tbongh not 
written by inspiration, to be authentic 
histories on the whole; though with some 
additions and Interpolations. And on the 
authority of these writings, confirmed by 
other evidence, they believe in the Ilesumv' 
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do read them, in ordei* to pick and choose their faith ; or, to speak 
more accurately, for the purpose of plucking away live-at/mider, 
as it were, from the divine organism of the Bible, textuary mor* 



tioD of the Man, Jesus Christ, from the 
dead. 

4. On the historic credibility of this event 
they believe In the resurrection of the body, 
which in their opinion Is the whole man, at 
the last day : and dlRer from other churches 
in this only, that while other Christians be- 
lieve that all men will arise in the body, 
they bold, that all the bodies that bad been 
men will arise. 

6. A certain indeflnite number of mankind 
thus renewed to life and consciousness. It la 
the common belief of them all, will be placed 
in a state of happiness and immortality. But 
with respect to those who have died in the 
calamitous condition of unreformed sinful- 
ness (to what extent It is for the Supreme 
Judge to decide), they are divided among 
themselves. The one party teach, that such 
unhappy persons will be raised only to be re- 
annihilat^: the other party cootend that 
there will be a final restoration of all men, 
with a purgatory or state of remedial disci- 
pline, the severity and duration of which will 
be proportioned to the kind, degree, and 
obstinacy of the disease, and of which there- 
fore every man is left to bis own coitJectural 
hopes and fears: with this comfort towever 
to the very worst (t,e. most unfortunate and 
erroneous of mankind), that it will be all well 
with them at last. In this article they differ 
from the Papists, in having no hell, and 
in placing their pnrgaiory after, instetul of 
before, the Day of Judgment. 

6. Lastly, as tbey hold only an intellec- 
tual and physical, and not a moral difference 
in the actions and characters of men, tbey not 
being free agents, and therefore nut more 
responsible beings than the brute beasts, 
although their greater powers of memory and 
comparison render them more susceptible 
of bdng acted on by prospective motives 
(and in this sense they retain the term re- 
sponsibility, after having purified it by the 
ex-inanition of its old, and tlie transfusion of 
a new, meaning) — and as they, with strict 
consequence, merge all the attributes of Deity 
in power, intelligence, and benevolence 
(mercy and justice being modes, or rather 
perspective views, of the two latter; the 
holiness of God meaning the same or nothing 
at all ; and His anger, offence, and hatred of 
moral evil, being mere metaphors and figures 
of speech addres^ to a rude and barbarous 
people), they profess to hold a Redemption — 
not however by the Cross of Christ, except as 
His death was an evidence of His sincerity, 
and the neceesary preliminary to His Resur- 
rection ; but — by the effects which this fact 
of His Resurrection, together with His ex- 
ample, and His re-publication of the moral 
precepts (taught indeed long before, but, as 



they think, not so clearly, by Moses and the 
Prophets) were calculated to produce on the 
human mind. So that if it bad so happened 
that a man had been influenced to an inno- 
cent and useful life by the example, precepts, 
and martyrdom of S^rates, Sotrotes and not 
Christ would have been his redeemer. 

These are all the positives of the modem 
Socinian creed, and even these it was not 
possible to extricate wholly from the points 
of disbelief But if it should be asked, why 
this resurrection or re-creation is confined to 
the human animal, the answer must be— that 
more than this has not been revealed. And 
so far all Christians will Join assent. But 
some have added, and In my opinion much to 
their credit, that tbey hope it may be the 
case with the brutes lUcewi^ as they see no 
sufficient reason to the contrary. And truly 
upon their scheme I agree wiA them. For 
if man be no other or nobler creature essen- 
tially than he is represented In their system, 
the meanest reptile, that maps out its path on 
the earth by lines of slime, most be of equal 
worth and respectability, not only In I be 
sight of the Holy One, but by a strange con- 
tradiction even before man’s own reason. 
For remove all the sources of esteem and the 
love founded on esteem, and whatever else 
presupposes a will and therein a possible 
transcendence to the material world, man- 
kind as lar as my experience has extended 
and 1 am less than the least of many whom 
could cite as having formed the very same 
judgment) are on the whole distinguished 
from the other beasts incomparably more to 
their disadvantage, by lying, treachery, in- 
gratitude, massacre, thirst of blood, a^ by 
seirsualities which Iwth in sort and degree it 
would be libelling their brother-beasts to call 
bratlal, than to their advantage by a greater 
extent of intellect. And w^t indeed, ab- 
stracted from the free-will, could this Intellect 
be but a more showy Instinct? of more 
various application indeed, but far less se- 
cure, useful, or adrgited to its purposes, than 
the instinct of birds, insects, and the like. In 
short, as 1 have elsewhere observed, compared 
with the wiles and factories of the spld^, or 
with the cuiming of the fox, it would be but 
a more efflorescent, and for that very cause a 
less efficient, salt to preserve the bog from 
putrifying before its dratined hour. 

Well may the words of Isaiah be applied 
and addressol to tbe teacbers and followers of 
this sect, or rather, I would say, to thetr 
tenets as personified—" The word of the Lord 
was unto them, precept upon precept, Una 
upon line, here a little and there a Uttle, that 
they might go and fall backward, and be 
broken and snared. Wherefore, hear the 
word of the Lord, ye scornful men that ru.*f 
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sels, and fragments for the support of doctrines which they had 
learned beforehand from the higher oracle of their own natural 
common sense. Sanctaa Scripturas frustant rU frustrent. Through 
the gracious dispensations of Providence a complexity of circum- 
stances may co-operate as antidotes to a noxious principle, and 
realise the paradox of a very good man under a very evil faith. 
It is not denied, that a Socinian may be as honest, useful, and 
benevolent a character as any of his neighbours ; and if he thinks 
more, and derives a larger portion of his pleasures from intel- 
lectual sources, he is likely to be more so. But in such instances, 
and I am most willing to bear witness from my own experience 
that they are not infrequent, the fruit is from the grafts, not 
from the tree. The native produce is, or would be, an intriguing, 
overbearing, scornful, and worldly disposition : and in point of 
fact it is the only scheme of religion that inspires in its adherents 
a contempt for the understandings of all who differ from them. 
But be this as it may, and whatever be its effects, it is not pro- 
bable that Christianity will have any direct influence on men who 
pay it no other compliment than that of calling by its name the 
previous dictates and decisions of their own mother-wit. 

But the more numerous class is of those who do not trouble 
themselves at all with religious matters, which they resign to the 
clergyman of the parish. But while not a few among these men 
consent to pray and hear by proxy, and while others, more at- 
tentive to the prudential advantages of a decorous chai-acter, yield 
the customary evidence of their church-membership, but, this 
performed, are at peace with themselves, and 

“ think their Sanday’s task 

As much as Qod or man can fairly ask ;** 

there exists amongst the most respectable laity of our citi^ and 
great towns an active, powerful, and enlarging minority, whose 
industry, while it enriches their families, is at the same time a 
support to the revenue, and not seldom enlivens their whole 
neighbourhood : men whose lives are free from all disreputable 
infirmities, and of whose activity in the origination, patronage, 
and management both of charitable and of religious associations, 
— who must not have read or heard ? and who that has, will dare 
deny to be most exemplary ? After the custom of our forefathers, 
and their pure household religion,* these, in so many respects 

this people ! Because ye have said. We have shorter than that a man can gtreteh himself 
made a covenant with death, and with hell upon it, and the covering narrower than that 
are we at agreement! Your covenant with he con wrap himself in it." —Isaiah xxviii. 
death shall be annulled, and your agreement * And pure religion breathing household 
with hell shal not stand. For your bed is laws. — W ormwobt*. 
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estimable persons, are for the greater paii in the habit of having 
family prayer and a portion of Scripture read every morning and 
evening. In this class, with such changes or substitutions as the 
peculiar tenets of the sect require, we must include the sensible, 
orderly, and beneficent Society of the Friends, more commonly 
called Quakers. Here then, if anywhere (that is, in any class of 
men, for the present argument is not concenied with individuals), 
we may expect to find Christianity tempering commercial avidity 
and spi*inkling its holy damps on the passion of accumulation. 
This, I say, we might expect to find, if an undoubting belief in 
the threats and promises of Revelation, and a consequent regu- 
larity of personal, domestic, and social demeanour, sufficed to 
constitute that Christianity the power and privilege of which is 
BO to renew and irradiate the whole inteUigential and moral life 
of man, as to overcome the spirit of the world. (St. John, 
Epistle I.) If this, the appointed test, were found wanting, 
should we not be forced to apprehend, nay, are we not compelled 
to infer, that the spirit of prudential motive, however ennobled by 
the magnitude and awfulness of its objects,* and though, as the 
termination of a lower, it may be the commencement (and not 
seldom the occasion) of an higher state, is not, even in respect of 
morality itself, that abiding and continuous principle of action, 
which is either one with the faith spoken of by St. Paul, or its 
immediate offspring. It cannot be that spirit of obedience to the 
commands of Christ, by which the soul dwelleth in Him, and He 
in it (1 John iii. 4), and which our Saviour himself announces 

• And in this alone the late Dr. Palcy, by a toment and our expectation of pleasure from 
nse of terms altogether arbitrary, pla^ the an infinitely powerful Being, we are under 
distinction between prudence and virtue, the a prudential obligation of acting towards our 
former being self-love in its application to the neighbours as if we loved them equally with 
sum of pain and pleasure that is likely to ourselves ; but ultimately and in very truth 
result to us, as the consequence of our actions, to love ourselves only. And this is the work, 
in the present life only ; while the latter is this the system of mural and political phi- 
the same self-love that, toother with the pre- losophy cited as highest authority in our 
sent consequences of our actions, takes in senate and courts of Judicature I And (still 
likewise the more important enjoyments or worse !) this is the text-book for the moral 
sufferings which, according as we obey or lectures at one of our Universities, Justly the 
disobey His known commands, Qud has most celebrated for scientific ardour and 
promised to bestow, or threatened to inflict, manly thinking. 'Tis not without a pang of 
on us in the life to come. According to this filial sorrow that the writer makes this 
writer, it beromes the duty of a rational free acknowledgment, which nothing could have 
agent (it would be more pertinent to say, nf a extorted from him but the strongest convic- 
sentient animal capable of forecast) to r^uce tion of the mischievous and debasing tenden- 
bis will to an habitual coincidence with his cics of that wide-spread system, in which the 
reason, on no other ground, but bevau.se he works of Dr. Paley (his Sermons excepted) 
believes that God is able and determined act not tl>e less pernicious part, because the 
either to gratify or to torment him. Thus, most decorous and plausible. Thn fallacious 
the great principle of the Goai>el, that we are sophistry of the grounding principle in this 
bound to love our neighbours as ourselves and whole system hw becu detected by Dei 
Bod above all, must, if translated into a con- Cartes and Bishop Butler ; and of late yeara 
ti.stency with this theory of enlightened self- with great ability and originalily, by lit. M' 
sire, run thus: On the ground of our fear of Uailitt. 
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ns a being born again. And this indispensable act, or influence, 
or impregnation, of which, as of a divine tradition, the eldest 
philosophy is not silent ; which flashed through the darkness of 
the pagan mysteries ; and which it was therefore a reproach to a 
master in Israel, that he had not already known (St. John’s Grospel, 
c. iii.) — this is elsewhere explained as a seed which, though of 
gradual development, did yet potentially contain the essential 
form, not merely of a better, but of another life : amidst all the 
frailties and transient eclipses of mortality making, I repeat, the 
subjects of this regeneration not so properly better as other men, 
whom therefore the world could not but hate, as aliens. Its own 
native growth, however, improved by cultivation (whether through 
the agency of blind sympathies, or of an intelligent self-interest, 
the utmost heights to which the worldly life can ascend), the world 
has always been ready and willing to acknowledge and admire. 
They are of the world : therefore speak they out of the heart of the 
world (t* Tov KotTfiov) and the world heareth them. (1 John iv.) 

To abstain from acts of wrong and violence, to be moreover 
industrious, useful, and of seemly bearing, are qualities presup- 
posed in the Gospel code, as the preliminary conditions rather 
than the proper and peculiar effects of Christianity. But they 
are likewise qualities so palpably indispensable to the temper^ 
interests of mankind that, if we except the brief frenzies of revo- 
lutionary riot, there never was a time in which the world did not 
profess to reverence them : nor can we state any period in which 
a more than ordinary character for assiduity, regularity, and 
charitableness did not secure the world’s praise and favour, and 
were not calculated to advance the individual’s own worldly in- 
terests: provided only, that his manners and professed tenets 
were those of some known and allowed body of men. 

I ask, then, what is the fact ? We are — and, till its good pur- 
poses, which are many, have been all achieved, and we can becoms 
something better, long may we continue such! — a busy, enter- 
prising, and commercial nation. The habits attached to this 
character must, if there exist no adequate counterpoise, inevitably 
lead us under the specious names of utility, practical knowledge, 
and so forth, to look at all things through the medium of the 
market, and to estimate the worth of all pursuits and attainments 
by their marketable value. In this does the spirit of trade con- 
sist. Now would the general experience bear us out in the asser- 
tion that, amid the absence or declension of all other antagonist 
forces, there is found in the very circle of the trading and opulent 
themselves, in the increase, namely, of religious professors among 
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them, a epring of resistance to the excess of the commercia] im* 
pet\i8, from the impressive example of their unworldly feelings 
evidenced by their moderation in worldly pursuits ? I fear that 
we may anticipate the answer, wherever the religious zeal of such 
professors does not likewise manifest itself, by the glad devotion 
of as large a portion of their time and industry as the duty of 
providing a fair competence for themselves and their families 
leaves at their own disposal, to the comprehension of those in- 
spired writings and the evolution of those pregnant truths which 
are proposed for our earnest, sedulous research, in order that by 
occupying our understandings they may more and more assimilate 
our affections. I fear that the inquiring traveller would more 
often hear of zealous religionists who have read (and as a duty too 
and with all due acquiescence) the prophetic, “Woe to them that 
join house to house and lay field to field, that they may be alone 
in the land!” and yet find no object deform the beauty of the 
prospect from their window or even from their castle tuiTets so 
annoyingly as a meadow not their own, or a field under plough- 
ing with the beam-end of the plough in the hands of its humble 
owner ! I fear that he must too often make report of men lawful 
in their dealings, scriptural in their language, alms-givers, and 
patrons of Sunday schools, who are yet resistless and overawing 
bidders at all land auctions in their neighbourhood, who live in 
the centre of farms without leases, and tenants without attach- 
ments 1 Or if his way should lie through our great towns and 
manufacturing districts, instances would grow cheap with him of 
wealthy religious practitioners, who never travel for orders with- 
out car^ of edification in prose and verse, and small tracts of 
admonition and instruction, all “ plain and easy, and suited to the 
meanest capacities who pray daily, as the first act of the morn- 
ing and as the last of the evening. Lead us not into temptation, 
but deliver us from evil; and employ all the interval with an 
edge of appetite keen as the scythe of death in the pursuit of yet 
more and yet more of a temptation so perilous, that (as they have 
full often read, and heard read, without the least questioning, or 
whisper of doubt) no power short of Omnipotence could make 
their deliverance from it credible or conceivable. Of all denomi- 
nations of Christians, there is not one in existence or on record 
whose whole scheme of faith and worship was so expressly framed 
for the one purpose of spiritualizing the mind and of abstracting 
it from the vanities of the world, as the Society of Friends ! not 
one, in which the church members are connected, and their pro- 
fessed principles enforced, by so effective and wonderful a form 
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of diBcipline. But in the zeal of their founders and first proselytes 
for perfect spirituality they excluded from their system all minis- 
ters specially trained and educated for the ministry, with all pro- 
fessional theologians : and they omitted to provide for the raising 
up among themselves any other established class of learned 
men, as teachers and schoolmasters, for instance, in their stead. 
Even at this day, though the Quakers are in general remarkably 
shrewd and intelligent in all worldly concerns, yet learning, and 
more particularly theological learning, is more rare among them 
in proportion to their wealth and rank in life, and held in less 
value, than among any other known sect of Christians. What 
has been the result? If the occasion permitted, I could dilate 
with pleasure on their decent manners and decorous morals, as 
individuals, and their exemplary and truly illustrious philan- 
thropic eflforts as a body. From all the gayer and tinsel vanities 
of the world their discipline has preserved them, and the English 
character owes to their example some part of its manly plainness 
in externals. But my argument is confined to the question, 
whether religion in its present state and Tinder the present con- 
ceptions of its demands and pTirposes does, even among the most 
religious, exert any efficient force of control over the commercial 
spirit, the excess of which we have attributed, not to the extent 
and magnitude of the commerce itself, but to the absence or 
imperfection of its appointed checks and cormter-agents. Now as 
the system of the Friends in its first intention is of all others 
most hostile to worldly-mindedness on the one hand, and as, on 
the other, the adherents of this system both in confession and 
practice confine Christianity to feelings and motives, they may 
be selected as representatives of the strict but imstudied and un- 
inquiring religionists of every denomination. Their characteristic 
propensities will supply, therefore, no unfair test for the degi*ee 
of resistance which our present Christianity is capable of oppos- 
ing to the cupidity of a trading people — that species of Chris- 
tianity I mean, which, as far as knowledge and the faculties of 
thought are concerned — ^which, as far as the growth and grandeur 
of the intellectual man is in question — is to be learnt extempore ! 
A. Christianity poured in on the catechumen all and all at once, 
as from a shower-bath; and which, whatever it may be in the 
heart, yet for the understanding and reason is from boyhood 
onward a thing past and perfected! If the almost universal 
opinion be tolerably correct, the question is answered. But I by 
no means appropriate the remark to the wealthy Quakers, or even 
apply it to them in any particular or eminent sense, when I say tnat, 
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often as the motley reflexes of my experience move in long proces- 
sion of manifold gfronps before me, the distinguished and world- 
honoured company of Christian mammonists appear to the eye of 
my imagination as a drove of camels heavily laden, yet aU at full 
speed, and each in the confident expectation of passing through the 
eye of the needle, without stop or halt, both beast and baggage. 

Not without an uneasy reluctance have I ventured to tell the 
truth on this subject, lest I should be charged with the indulgence 
of a satirical mood and an imcharitable spleen. But my conscience 
bears me witness, and I know myself too near the grave to trifle 
with its name, that I am solely actuated by a sense of the exceed- 
ing importance of the subject at the present moment. I feel it an 
awful duty to. exercise the honest liberty of free utterance in so 
dear a concernment as that of preparing my country for a change 
in its external relations, which must come sooner or later ; which 
I believe to have already commenced ; and that it will depend on 
the presence or absence of a corresponding change in the mind of 
the nation, and above aU in the aims and ruling opinions of our 
gentry and moneyed men, whether it is to cast down our strength 
and prosperity, or to fix them on a firmer and more august basis. 
“ Surely to every good and peaceable man it must in nature needs 
be a hateful thing to be the displeaser and molester of thousands ; 
but when God commands to take the trumpet and blow a dolorous 
or a jarring blast, it lies not in man’s wiU what he shall say and 
what he shaU conceal.” 

That my complaints, both in this and in my former Lay Sermon, 
concerning the same errors, are not ground^ on any peculiar no- 
tions of mine, the foUowing remarks of a great and good man, not 
less Ulustrious for his piety and fervent zeal as a Christian than 
for his acuteness and profimdity as a philosopher, may, perhaps, 
be accepted as proof. 

“ Prevailing studies,” he observes, “ are of no Bmall consequence 
to a state, the reUgion, manners, and civil government of a 
country ever taking some bias from its phUosophy, which affects 
cot only the minds of its professois and students, but also the 
opinions of aU the better sort, and the practice of the whole 
people, remotely and consequentially indeed, though not incon- 
siderably. Have not the doctrines of necessity and materialism, 
with the consequent denial of man’s responsibility, of his corrupt 
and fallen nature, and of the whole scheme of Redemption by the 
incarnate Word, gained groimd during the general passion for 
the corpuscuJarian and experimental philosophy which hath pre- 
vailed about a century This, indeed, might usefully enough 
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have employed some share of the leisure and curiosity of m- 
qoisitive persons. But when it entered the seminaries of learning 
as a necessary accomplishment and as the most important part of 
knowledge, by engrossing men’s thoughts and fixing their minds 
so much on corporeal objects, it hath, however undesignedly, not a 
little indisposed them for spiritual, moral, and intellectual matters. 
Certainly, had the philosophy of Pythagoras and Socrates pre- 
vailed in this age, we should not have seen interest take so 
general and fast hold on the minds of men. But while the em- 
ployment of the mind on things purely intellectual is to most men 
irksome, whereas the sensitive powers, by our constant use of 
them, acquire strength, the objects of sense are too often counted 
the chief good. For these things men fight, cheat, and scramble. 
Therefore, in order to tame mankind and introduce a sense of 
virtue, the best human means is to exercise their understanding, 
to give them a glimpse of a world superior to the sensible ; and 
while they take pains to cherish and maintain the animal life, to 
teach them not to neglect the intellectual. 

“ It might very well be thought serious trifling to tell my readers 
that the greatest men had ever a high esteem for Plato ; whose 
writings are the touchstone of a hasty and shallow min d ; whose 
philosophy, the admiration of ages, supplied patriots, magistrates, 
and lawgivers, to the most flourishing states, as well fathers to the 
Church and doctors to the schools. In these days the depths of that 
old learning are rarely fathomed : and yet it were happy for these 
lands if our young nobility and gentry, instead of modem maxims, 
would imbibe the notions of the great men of antiquity. But in 
these free-thinking times, many an empty head is shook at Aristotle 
and Plato : and the writings of these celebrated ancients are by 
most men treated on a level with the dry and barbarous lucubra- 
tions of the schoolmen. It may, however, be modestly presumed 
tliat there are not many among us, even of those that are called 
the better sort, who have more sense, virtue, and love of their 
country than Cicero, who in a letter to Atticus could not forbeai* 
exclaiming, 0 Socrates et Socratici Viri ! mmquam vobia gratiam 
referam. Would to God many of our coimtrymen had the same 
obligations to those Socratic writers ! Certainly, where the people 
are well educated, the art of piloting a state is best leamt from 
the writings of Plato. But among a people void of discipline, 
and a gentry devoted to vulgar cares and views, Plato, Pytha- 
goras, and Aristotle themselves, were they living, could do but 
Uttle good.” 

Thus, then, of the three most approved antagonists to the 
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spirit of barter, and the accompanying disposition to overvalne 
riches with all the means and tokens thereof — of the three fittest 
and most likely checks to this tendency, namely, the feeling of 
ancient birth and the respect paid to it by the community at 
large; a genuine intellectual philosophy, with an accredited, 
learned, and philosophic class; and, lastly, religion; we have 
found the first declining, the second not existing, and the third 
efiicient, indeed, in many respects and to many excellent purposes, 
only not in this particular direction : the religion here spoken 
of having long since parted company with that inquisitive and 
bookish theology which tends to drfraud the student of his 
worldly wisdom, inasmuch as it diverts his mind from the accu> 
mulation of wealth by pre-occupying his thoughts in the acquisi- 
tion of knowledge. For the religion of best repute among us 
holds all the truths of Scripture and all the doctrines of Chris- 
tianity so very transcendent, or so very easy, as to make study and 
research either vain or needless. It professes, therefore, to hunger 
and thirst after righteousness alone, and the rewards of the 
righteous ; and thus habitually taking for granted all tiniths of 
spiritual import, leaves the understanding vacant and at leisure 
for a thorough insight into present and temporal interests, which, 
doubtless, is the true reason why its followers are in general such 
shrewd, knowing, wary, well-informed, thrifty, and thriving men 
of business. But this is likewise the reason why it neither does 
nor, can check or circumscribe the spirit of barter; and to the 
consequent monopoly which this commercial spirit possesses must 
its overbalance be attributed, not to the extent or magnitude of 
the commerce itself. 

Before I enter on the result assigned by me as the chief ulti- 
mate cause of the present state of the country, and as the main 
gi'ound on which the immediate occasions of the general distress 
have worked, I must entreat my readers to refiect that the spirit 
of trade has been a thing of insensible growth ; that whether it 
be enough, or more or less than enough, is a matter of relative 
rather than of positive determination; that it depends on the 
degree in which it is aided or resisted by all the other tendencies 
that co-exist with it ; and that in the best of times this spirit may 
be said to live on a narrow isthmus between a sterile desert and a 
stormy sea, still threatened and encroached on either by the too 
much or the too little. As the argument does not depend on any 
precise accui-acy in the dates, I shall assume it to have commenced, 
as an influencing part of the national character, with the institu- 
tion of the funds in the reign of William the Third; and from th« 
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peace of Aix-la-Chapelle in 1748, to have been hunying onward 
to its maximum, which it seems to have attained during the late 
war. The short interruptions may be well represented as a few 
steps backward, that it might leap forward with an additional 
momentum. The words, old and modem, then and now, are 
applied by me, the latter to the whole period since the Revolution, 
and the former to the interval between this epoch and the Refor- 
mation; the one from 1460 to 1680, the other from 1680 to ♦'ue 
present time. 

Having premised this explanation, I can now return an intel- 
ligible answer to a question that will have arisen in the reader’s 
mind during his perusal of the last three or four pages. How. it 
will be objected, does all this apply to the present times in parti- 
cular ? When was the industrious part of mankind not attached 
~x> the pursuits most likely to rewai’d their industry P Was the 
wish to make a fortune, or, if you prefer an invidious phrase, the 
.ust of lucre, less natui'al to our forefathers than to their descend- 
ants ? If you say that, though a not less frequent or less powerful 
passion with them than with us, it yet met with a more frequent 
and more powerful check, a stronger and more advanced boundary- 
line, in the religion of old times, and in the faith, fashion, habits, 
and authority of the religious : in what did this difference consist ? 
and in what way did these points of difference act P If, indeed, the 
antidote in question once possessed virtues which it no longer 
possesses, or not in the same degree, what is the ingi*edient, 
either added, omitted, or diminished since that time, which can 
have rendered it less efficacious now than then P 

Well (I might reply), grant all this : and let both the profes- 
sion and the professors of a spiritual principle, as a counterpoise 
to the worldly weights . at the other end of the balance, be sup- 
posed much the same in the one period as in the other. Assume, 
for a moment, that I can establish neither the fact of its lesser 
efficiency, nor any points of difference capable of accounting for 
it. Yet it might still be a sufficient answer to this objection that, 
aa the commerce of the country, and with it the spirit of com- 
merce, has increased fifty-fold since the commencement of the 
latter period, it is not enough that the cotmter- weight should be 
as great as it was in the former period ; to remain the same in its 
effect, it ought to have become very much greater. But though 
this be a consideration not less important than it is obvious, yet I 
uo n<it purpose to rest in it. I affirm that a difference may be 
shown, and of no trifling importance as to tliat one point, to 
which my present argument is confined. For let it be remem- 
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bered that it is not to any extraordinary influences of the reli^ona 
principle that I am referring, not to voluntary poverty, or seques- 
tration from social and active life, or schemes of mortification. 1 
speak of religion merely as I should of any worldly object, which, 
as far as it employs and interests a man, leaves less room in hia 
min d for other pursuits : except that this must be more especially 
the case in the instance of religion, because beyond all other inte- 
rests it is calculated to occupy the whole mind, and employ suc- 
cessively all the faculties of man; and because the objects which 
it presents to the imagination as well as to the intellect cannot be 
actually contemplated, much less can they be the subject of fre- 
quent meditation, without dimming the lustre and blunting the 
rays of all rival attractions. It is well known, and has been 
observed of old, that poetry tends to render its devotees * careless 
of money and outward appearances, while philosophy inspires a 
contempt of both as objects of desire or admiration. But religion 
is the poetry and philosophy of all mankind; unites in itself 
whatever is most excellent in either, and, while it at one and the 
same time calls into action and supplies with the noblest materials 
both the imaginative and the intellective faculties, superadds the 
interests of the most substantial and home-felt reality to both, to 
the poetic vision and the philosophic idea. But in order to pro- 
duce a similar effect it must act in a similar way : it must reign 
in the thoughts of a man, and in the powers akin to thought, as 
well as exercise an admitted influence over his hopes and fears, 
and through those on his deliberate and individual acts. 

Now as my first presumptive proof of a difference (I might 
almost have said, of a contrast) between the religious character of 
the period since the Revolution, and that of the period from the 
accession of Edward the Sixth to the abdication of the second 
James, I refer to the sermons and to the theological works gene- 
rally of the latter period. It is my full conviction, that in any 
half dozen sermons of Dr. Donne, or Jeremy Taylor, there are 
more thoughts, more facts and images, more excitements to in- 
quiry and intellectual effort, than are presented to the congrega* 
tions of the present day in as many churches or meetings during 
twice as many months. Yet both these were the most popular 
preachers of their times, were heard with enthusiasm by crowded 



* Bie error tamen et Um$ hcee intania 
quaniae 

Virtutet habeat, tie enUige : veUit avarut 
Bon temei-e at animut ; vertut amcU.hoe 
Mtudet unum; 

Oetrimenta. fugat lervorum, ineendia 
ridel ! 



Non fraudem tocio puerove incogitat 
vUatn 

Pupillo; vivit tiliquis et pane tecundo; 
Militia quamquam piger et malm, utUit 
tarbi. 
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•ltd promiscuous audiences, and the effect produced by their 
doquence was held in reverential and affectionate remembrance by 
many attendants on their ministry, who, like the pious Isaac 
Walton, were not themselves men of learning or education. In 
addition to this fact, think likewise on the large and numerous 
editions of massy, closely printed folios : the impressions so large 
and the editions so numerous, that aU the industry of destruction 
for the last hundred years has but of late sufficed to make them 
rare. From the long list select those works alone which we 
know to have been the most current and favourite works of their 
day : and of these again no more than may well be supposed to 
have had a place in the scantiest libraries, or perhaps, with the 
Bible and Common Prayer Book, to have formed the library of 
their owner. Yet on the single shelf so filled we should find 
almost every possible question that could interest or instruct a 
reader whose whole heart was in his religion, discussed with a 
command of intellect that seems to exhaust all the learning and 
logic, all the historical and moral relations, of each several sub- 
ject. The very length pf the discourses, with which these “ rich 
souls of wit and knowledge ” fixed the eyes, ears, and hearts of 
their crowded congregations, are a source of wonder now-a-days, 
and (we may add) of self-congratulation, to many a sober Chris- 
tian, who forgets with what delight he himself has listened to a 
two hours’ harangue on a loan or tax, or at the trial of some 
remarkable cause or culprit. The transfer of the interest makes 
and explains the whole difference. For though much may be 
fairly charged on the Revolution in the mode of preaching as well 
as in the matter, since the fresh morning and fervent noon of the 
Reformation, when there was no need to visit the conventicles of 
fanaticism in order to 

■■ See God’s ambassador in the pulpit stand. 

Where they couid take notes from his look and hand ; 

And from his speaking action bear away 
Hore sermon than onr preachers use to say 

jet this too must be referred to the same change in the habits of 
men’s minds — a change that involves both the shepherd and the 
flock : though, like many other effects, it tends to reproduce and 
strengthen its own cause. 

The last point to which I shall appeal is the wai*mth and fre* 
quency of the religious controversies during the former of the two 
period ; the deep interest excited by them among aU but the 
lowest and most ignorant classes; the importance attached to 
them by the very highest; the number, and in many instances the 
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Cranscendeut merit, of the controyersia. publications — ^in shorty 
the rank and value assigned to polemic divinity. The subjects of 
the controversies may or may not have been trifling ; the warmth 
with which they were conducted may have been disproportionate 
and indecorous ; and we may have reason to congratulate ourselves 
that the age in which we live is grown more indulgent and less 
captious. The fact is introduced not for its own sake, but as a 
symptom of the general state of men’s feelings, as an evidence of 
the dii'ection and main channel, in which the thoughts and inte- 
rests of men were then flowing. We aU know, that lovers are apt 
to take offence and wrangle with each other on occasions that 
perhaps are but trifles, and which assuredly would appear such to 
those who had never been under the influence of a similar passion. 
These quarrels may be no proofs of wisdom ; but still in the im- 
perfect state of our nature the entire absence of the some, and 
this too on far more serious provocations, would excite a strong 
suspicion of a comparative indifference in the feelings of the 
parties towards each other, who can love so coolly where they 
profess to love so weU. I shall believe our present religious 
tolerancy to proceed from the abundance of our charity and good 
sense, when 1 can see proofs that we are equally cool and forbear- 
ing, as litigators and political partisans. And 1 must again 
entreat my reader to recoEect, that the present argument is exclu- 
sively concerned with the requisite correctives of the commercial 
spirit, and with religion therefore no otherwise than as a counter- 
charm to the sorcery of wealth : and my main position is, that 
neither by reasons drawn from the nature of the human mind, 
or by facte of actual experience, are we justified in expecting this 
from a religion which does not employ and actuate the under- 
standings of men, and combine their affections with it as a system 
of truth gradually and progressively manifesting itself to the 
intellect; no less than as a system of motives and moral com- 
mands learnt as soon as heard, and containing nothing but what is 
plain and easy to the lowest capacities. Hence it is, that objects, 
the ostensible principle of which I have felt it my duty to oppose 
(vide the Statesman’s Manual, p. 328), and objects the which, 
and the measures for the attainment of which, possess my good 
wishes and have had the humble tribute of my public advocation 
and applause — I am here alluding to the British and Foreign 
Bible Society — may yet converge, as to the point now in question. 
They may, both alike, bo symptoms of the same predominant dis- 
position to that Coalition system in Christianity, for the expres- 
sion of which theologians have invented or appropriated the term 
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Syncretism :* although the former may be an ominoos, the latter 
an auspicious symptom, though the one may be worse from had, 
while the other is an instance of good educed from evil. Nay, I 
will dare confess, that I know not how to think otherwise, when 
I hear a Bishop of an established Church publicly exclaim (and 
not vievring it as a lesser inconvenience to be endured for the 
attainment of a far greater good, hut as a thing desirable and to 
be 1 referred for its own sake), “ No notes ! No comment ! Distri- 
bute the Bible and the Bible only among the poor !” — a declara- 
tion, which from any lower quarter I should have been under the 
temptation of attributing either to a fanatical notion of imme- 
diate illumination superseding the necessity of human teaching, 
or to an ignorance of difficulties which (and what more worthy P) 
have successfully employed all the learning, sagacity, and un- 
wearied labours of great and wise men and eminent servants of 
Christ during all the ages of Christianity, and wiU doubtless 
continue to yield new fruits of knowledge and insight to a long 
series of foUowers.+ 

Though an overbalance of the commercial spirit is involved in 
the deficiency of its coimter-weights, yet the facts that exemplify 



• dementia Rvangdica (writes a (Jerman 
theologian of the last centuiy) quasi matrona 
habemia est, puruiris doctrina custos, mitis 
qaidem, at salula tamen, at vigilans, at 
seductnrum impatlens. Jste vero Synaetis- 
mits, quern t.audiceni apud nns tantnpore 
coUaudaiit, nusquam a me nisi meretrix 
audiet, fidei vel pigrce vel status sui ignara 
priiles, postea autem indolis secularis gene- 
tiia, et qudcum rue sincera Jides, nec gen- 
uina carittis commm ari Jeret. 

TranslcUiim The true Gospel spirit of 

toleration we should regard as a matron, a 
IdDd and gentle guardian indeed of the pure 
doctrine, but sedulous, but vigilant, but Im- 
patient of seducers. This Syncretism, on the 
contrary, which the Laodiceuns amongst 
ns Join in extolling so highly, shall no where 
hear from me other or better name than that 
of harlot, the otfspring of a belief either 
slothful or Ignorant of its own condition, and 
then the parent of worldly-mindedness, and 
with whom therefore neither sincere faith nor 
genuine charity will endure to associate. 

1 am well aware, that by these open 
avowals, that with much to honour and 
praise in many, there is something to correct 
in all, parties, I shall provoke many enemies 
and make never a friend. If 1 dar^ abstain, 
how gladly should 1 have so done! Would 
that the candid part of my Judges would pe- 
ruse or re-peruse the affecting and most 
eloquent introductory pages of Milton's 
second book of his " Raison of Church 
Goverainent urged, dtc.;' and give me the 



credit, which (my conscience bears me wit- 
ness) 1 am entity to claim, fur all the moral 
feelings expressed in that exquisite passage. 
The following paragraph 1 extract ffom a 
volume of my own, which has been lung 
tinted, for the greater part, and which will, 
trust, now be soon publish^. 

“ All my experience from my first entrance 
into life to the present hour is in favour uf 
the warning maxim, that the man who 
opposes tn toto the political or religious 
zealots of his age, is safer from their obluquy 
than he who differs from them in any one or 
two points or perhaps only In degree. By 
that transfer of the feelings of private life 
into the discussions of public quesiiuns, which 
is the queen bee in the hive of party fanati- 
cism, the partisan has more symjiathy with 
an intemperate opposite than with a mode- 
rate Friend. We now enjoy on Intermission, 
and long may it continue! In addition to 
Sir higher and more Important merits, our 
present Bible Societies, and other numerous 
associations for national or charitable objects^ 
may serve perhaps to carry off the super- 
fluous activity and fervour of stirring minds in 
Innocent hyperboles and the bustle of manage- 
ment. But the poison-tree is not dead, 
though the sap may for a season have sub- 
sided to its roots. At least, let us not be lulled 
into such a notion of our entire security, as 
not to keep watch and ward, even on our 
best feelings. 1 have seen gross intolerance 
shown in support of toleration; seciariaa 
antipathy most obtrusively displayed in the 
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the mode and extent of its operation will afford a more direct and 
satisfactory kind of proof. And first I am to speak of this over- 
balance as displayed in the commercial world itself. But as this 
is the first, so is it for my present purpose the least important 
point of view. A portion of the facts belonging to this division 
of the subject I have already noticed, pp. 397, 398 ; and for the 
remainder let the following suffice as the substitute or representa- 
tive. The moral of the tale I leave to the reader’s own reflec- 
tions. Within the last sixty years, or perhaps a somewhat larger 
period (for I do not pretend to any nicety of dates, and the docu- 
ments are of easy access), there have occurred, at intervals of 
about twelve or thirteen years each, certain periodical revolutions 
of credit. Yet revolution is not the precise word. To state the 
thing as it is, I ought to have said, certain gradual expansions of 
credit ending in sudden contractions, or, with equal propriety, 
ascensions to a certain utmost possible height, which has be^ 
different in each successive instance ; but in every instance the 
attainment of this, its ne plus ultra, has been instantly announced 
by a rapid series of explosions (in mercantile language, a crash), 
and a consequent precipitation of the general system. For a short 
time this Icarian * credit, or rather this illegitimate offspring of 
confidence, to which it stands in the same relation as Phaethon to 
his parent god in the old fable, seems to lie stunned by the fall ; 
but soon recovering, again it strives upward, and having once 
more regained its mid-region, 

■ Thence many a league. 

As in a doady chair, ascending rides 

Andadoos t’* PaiUDtaE Lost 

tiU at the destined zenith of its vaporous exaltation, “ all unawares, 
fluttering its pennons vain, plump down it drops !” Or that I may 
descend myself to the “ cool element of prose,” alarm and suspi- 
cion gradually diminish into a judicious circumspectness ; but by 
little and little, circumspection gives way to the desire and emu- 
lous ambition of doing business ; till impatience and incaution on 
one side, tempting and encouraging hea^ong adventure, want of 



promotion of an undlstingnishing comprehen- 
sion of sects ; and acts of crudty (X bad al- 
most said of treachery), committed in ftirther- 
ance of an ottJrat vitally Important to the 
cause of humanity ; and all this by men too 
of naturally kind dispositions and exemplary 
conduct .” — Biographia Literaria, or Sketchei 
my Literary l.^e and Opinion!, p. 92. 

• “ Icarus, Son of Diedulus, wlio flying with 
his father from Crete flew too high, whereby 
(he sun melting bis waxen wings he fell into 



the sea, from him named the Icarian Sea.” — 
Aimswobth. By turning back to the word 
Usedalus, the reader will find such a striking 
and ingenious allegory of the manufacturing 
system, its connections with a forced or con- 
traband trade, and its successful evasions of 
what has been lately called the continental 
system, as may induce him to foitive th« 
triteness and school-boy character wlaicb all 
allusions of this sort have at first sight for A 
sensible mind. 
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principle, and confederacies of false credit on the other, Uie move- 
ments of trade become yearly gayer and giddier, and end at length 
in a vortex of hopes and hazards, of blinding passions and blind 
practices, which should have been left, where alone they ought ever 
to have been found, among the wicked lunacies of the gaming-table. 

I am not ignorant that the power and circumstantial prosperity 
of the nation has been increasing during the same period, with an 
accelerated force unprecedented in any country, the poptdation of 
which bore the same proportion to its productive soil : and partly, 
perhaps, even in consequence of this system. By facilitating the 
means of enterprise, it must have call^ into activity a multitude 
of enterprising individuals and a variety of talent that would 
otherwise have lain dormant : while by the same ready supply of 
excitements to labour, together with its materials and instruments, 
even an unsoimd credit has been able within a short time to * 
substantiate itself. We shall, perhaps, be told too that the very 
evils of this system, even the periodical crash itself, are to be 
regarded but as so much superfluous steam ejected by the escape 
pipes and safety valves of a self -regulating machine : and lastly, 
that in a free and trading country all things find their level. 

I have as little disposition as motive to recant the principles, 
which in many forms and through various channels I have 
laboured to propagate; but there is surely no inconsistency in 
yielding all due honour to the spirit of trade, and yet charging 
sundry evils, that weaken or reverse its blessings, on the over- 
balance of that spirit, taken as the paramount principle of action 
in the nation at large. Muc^ T still concede to the arguments for 
the present scheme of things as adduced in the preceding para- 
graph : but I likewise see, and always have seen, much that needs 
winnowing. Thus, instead of the position that all things find, it 
would be less equivocal and far more descriptive of the fact to say 
that things are always finding their level : which might be taken 
as the paraphrase or ironical definition of a storm, but would be 



* If by the display of forged bank notes a 
ipeealator should e^blish the belief of his 
being a man of laiw fortune, and ^n a tem- 
porary confidence in his own paper-money ; 
and if by large wages so paid he should sti- 
mulate a number of indolent Highlanders to 
bring a tract of waste land into profitable 
cultivation, the promissory notes of the 
owner, which derived their first value from 
a delusion, would end in representing a real 
property, and this their own product. A 
mo^ improbable case ! In its accidental 
features, 1 reply, rather than in its eeaentlals. 
How many thousand acres have tieen re- 
alaimed from utter nnprtductiveness, how 



many doubled in value, by the agency of 
notes issued beyond the bond fide capital ot 
the bank or firm that circulated them, or at 
best on capital afloat and insecure. 

In this section of the present address, I 
consider myself as having redeemed a pro- 
mise, made by me (November 1809) in the 
Essay “ On Vulgar Errors concerning Taxa- 
tion." Having demonstrated the favourabte 
influences of the system “ ( <n our Political 
Strength and Circumstantial Pro-perlty,” The 
Friend added ihe following pledge: “What 
have been its injurious effects on onr litera- 
ture. morals, and religious principles, I shall 
hereafter develope with the same hoUbiesa.’' 
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Btill more appropriate to the Mosaic chaos ere its brote tendencies 
had been enlightened by the Word (t. e. the communicative intel- 
ligence), and before the Spirit of Wisdom • moved on the levd- 
finding waters. But persons are not things — ^but man does not find 
ois level. Neither in body nor in soul does the man find his level I 
After a hard and calamitous season, during which the thousand 
wheels of some vast manufactory had remained silent as a frozen 
waterfall, be it that plenty has returned and that trade has once 
more become brisk and stirring ; go, ask the overseer, and question 
the parish doctor, whether the workman’s health and temperance 
with the staid and respectful manners best taught by the inward 
dignity of conscious self-support, have found their level again P 
Alaji 1 I have more than once seen a group of children in Dorset- 
shire, during the heat of the dog-days, each with its little shoulders 
up to its ears, and its chest pinched inward — ^the very habit and 
figures, as it were, that had been impressed on their frames by 
the former ill-fed, ill-clothed, and unfuelled winters. But as with 
the body, so or still worse with the mind. Nor is the effect con- 
fined to the labouring classes, whom by an ominous but too appro- 
priate a change in our phraseology we are now accustomed to call 
the labouring poor. I cannot persuade myself that the frequency 
of failures with all the disgraceful secrets of fraud and folly, of 
unprincipled vanity in expending and desperate speculation in 
retrieving, can be familiarised to the thoughts and experience of 
men, as matters of daily occurrence, without serious injury to the 
moral sense : more especially in times when bankmptcies spread 
like a fever, at once contagious and epidemic ; swift too as the 
travel of an earthquake, that with one and the same chain of 
shocks opens the ruinous chasm in cities that have an ocean 
between them ! — in times when the fate flies swifter than the 
^ fear, and yet the report that follows the flash has a ruin of its 
own, and anives but to multiply the blow! — when princely 
capitals are often but the telegraphs of distant calamity: and 
still worse, when no man’s treasure is safe who has adopted the 
ordinary means of safety, neither the high nor the humble ; when 
the lord’s rents and the faimer’s store, entrusted perhaps but as 
yesterday, are asked after at closed doors ! — ^but worst of all, in 
its moral influences as well as in the cruelty of suffering, when 
the old labourer’s savings, the precious robberies of self-denial 
from every day’s comfort ; when the orphan’s fimds, the widow’s 

* So^to. wisdom (that is, reason in act centuries most commonly addressed and die- 
or eacrsy), was the name by which the Chris- tingnished the Holy Ghost. 

Oacs and Christian writers of the three first 
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livelihood, the fond confiding sister’s humble fortune, ai*e found 
among the victims to the remorseless mania of dishonest specu- 
lation, or to the desperate cowardice of embarrassment, and tue 
drunken stupor of a usurious selfishness that for a few months’ 
respite dares incur a debt of guilt and infamy, for which the 
grave itself can plead no statute of limitation. Name to me any 
revolution recorded in history that was not followed by a depra- 
vation of the national morals. The Roman character during 
the Triumvii-ate, and under Tiberius, the reign of Charles the 
Second, and Paris at the present moment, are obvious instances 
What is the main cause? The sense of insecurity. On what 
ground, then, dare we hope that, with the same accompaniment, 
commercial revolutions should not produce the same effect in 
proportion to the extent of their sphere ? 

But these blessings, with all the specific terms, into which this 
most comprehensive phrase is to be resolved P Dare we unpack 
the bales and cases so marked, and look at the articles, one by 
one P Increase of human life and increase of the means of life 
are, it is true, reciprocally cause and effect : and the genius of 
commerce and manufacture has been the cause of both to a degree 
that may well excite our wonder. But do the last results justify 
our exultation likewise P Human life, alas ! is but the malleable 
metal, out of which the thievish picklock, the slave’s collar, and 
the assassin’s stiletto are formed, as well as the clearing axe, the 
feeding ploughshare, the defensive sword, and the mechanic took 
But the subject is a painful one : and fortunately the labours of 
others, with the communications of medical men concerning the 
state of the manufacturing poor, have rendered it unnecessary. I 
will rather (though'in strict method it should perhapsbei-eservedfor 
the following head) relate a speech made to me near Fort Augustus, 
as I was travelling on foot through the Highlands of Scotland. 
The speaker was an elderly and respectable widow, who expressed 
herself with that simple eloquence which strong feeling seldom 
fails to call forth in humble life, but especially in women. # She 
spoke English, as indeed most Highlanders do who speak it at all, 
with a propriety of phrase and a discrimination of tone and em- 
phasis that more than compensated for the scantiness of her 
vocabulary. After an affecting account of her own vrrongs and 
qectment (which however, she said, bore with comparative light- 
ness on her, who had had saved up for her a wherewithal to live, 
and was blessed with a son well to do in the world), she made a 
movement with her hand in a circle, directing my eye meanwhile 
to various objects as marking its outline : and then observed, with 
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a deep sigh and a suppressed and slow voice which she suddenly 
raised and quickened after the first drop or cadence — “ Within 
this space — how short a time back ! — there lived a hundred and 
seventy-three persons : and now there is only a shepherd, and an un- 
derling or two. Yes, sir! One hundred and seventy-three Christian 
souls, man, woman, boy, girl, and babe ; and in almost every home 
an old man by the fire-side, who would tell you of the troubles, 
before our roads were made ; and many a brave youth among them 
who loved the birthplace of his forefathers, yet would swing about 
his broad-sword and want but a word to march off to the battles 
over sea ; aye, sir, and many a good lass, who had a respect foi 
herself. Well, but they are gone, and with them the bristled 
bear,* and the pink haver,f and the potato plot that looked as 
gay as any flower-garden with its blossoms ! I sometimes fancy 
that the very birds are gone — all but the crows and the gleads ! 
W ell, and what then P Instead of ns aU, there is one shephei^ man, 
and it may be a pair of small lads — and a many, many sheep I 
And do you think, sir, that God allows of such proceedings P” 
Some days before this conversation, and while I was on the 
shores of the I^och Katrine.^ I had heard of a sad counterpart to 
the widow’s tale, and told with a far fiercer indignation, of a 
“ Laird who had raised a company from the country round about, 
for the love that was home to his name, and who gained high pre* 
ferment in consequence : and that it was but a s ma.11 part of those 
that he took away whom he brought back again. And what were 
the thanks which the folks had both for those that came back with 
him, some blind and more in danger of blindness, and for those 
that had perished in the hospitals, and for those that fell in battle, 
fighting before or beside him P Why, that their fathers were all 
turned out of their farms before the year was over, and sent to 
wander like so many gipsies, unless they would consent to shed 
their gray hairs, at tenpence a day, over the new canals. Had 
there been a price set upon his head, and his enemies had been 
coming upon him, he needed but have whistled, and a hundred 
brave lads would have made a wall of flame round about him with 
the flash of their broad-swords ! Now if the French should come 
among us, as (it is said) they will, let him whistle to his sheep and 
see if they will fight for him !” The frequency with which I heard 



• A species of bariey. 
f A species of <wts. 

i The lake so widely celebrated since then 
by a poet, to whose writings a larger number 
of persons have owed a larger portion of 
Innooent, refined, and heart-bettering amuse- 
ment than perhaps to any favourite of the 



Muses recorded In ISngllsh literatnre : while 
the most learned of his readers must fed 
fateful for the mass of Interesting and highly 
instructive information scattereil throughout 
his worlpi, in which respect Southey is his 
only rlv^ 
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daring mj Bolitaxj walk from the end of Loch Lomond to Inver* 
ness, confident expectations of the kind expressed in his con- 
cluding words — nay, far too often eager hopes mingled with 
vindictive resolves — I spoke of with complaint and regret to an 
elderly man, whom by his dress and way of sx>eaking I took to be 
a schoolmaster. Long shall 1 recollect his reply : “ O, sir, it kills 
a man’s love for his country, the hardships of life coming by change 
and with injustice!” 1 was some time afterwards told by a 
very sensible person who had studied the mysteries of political 
economy, and was therefore entitled to be listened to, that more 
food was produced in consequence of this revolution, that the 
mutton must be eat somewhere, and what difference where P If 
three were fed at Manchester instead of two at Glencoe or the 
Trosachs, the balance of human enjoyment was in favour of the 
former. 1 have passed through many a manufacturing town 
since then, and have watched many a group of old and young, 
male and female, going to, or ret\iming from, many a factory, but 
I could never yet persuade myself to be of his opinion. Men, I 
still think, ought to be weighed, not counted. Their worth ought 
to be the final estimate of their value. 

Among the occasions and minor causes of this change in the 
views and measures of our land-owners, and as being itself a con- 
sequent on that system of credit, the outline of which was given 
in a preceding page, the universal practice of enhancing the sale 
price of every article on the presumption of bad debts is not the 
least noticeable. Nor, if we refiect that this additional per centage 
is repeated at each intermediate stage of its elaboration and dis- 
tribution from the grower or importer to the last retailer inclu- 
sively, will it appear the least operative. Necessary, and therefore 
justifiable, as this plan of reprisal by anticipation may be in the 
case of each individual dealer, yet taken collectively and without 
reference to persons, the plan itself would, I suspect, startle an 
unfamiliarised conscience, as a sort of nondescript piracy, not 
promiscuous in its exactions only because by a curious anomaly 
it grants a free pass to the offending party. Or if the law maxim, 
volentibus non fit injuria, is applicable in this case, it may per- 
haps be described more courteously as a benefit society of all the 
careful and honest men in the kingdom to pay the debts of the 
dishonest or improvident. It is mentioned here, however, as one 
of the appendages to the twin paramount causes, the paper cur- 
rency and the national debt, and for the sake of the coijoint 
results. Would we learn what these results are? What they 
have been in the higher, and what in the most numerous, class of 
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society P Alas ! that some of the intermediate rounds in the 
social ladder have been broken and not replaced, is itself one of 
these resiilts. Retrace the progress of things from 1792 to 1813, 
when the tide was at its height, and then, as far as its rapidity 
will permit, the ebb from its ^rjt turn to the dead low- water mark 
of the last quarter. Then see whether the remainder may not be 
generalised under the following heads. Fluctuation in the wages 
of labour, alternate privation and excess (not in all at the same time, 
but successively in each), consequent improvidence, and over all 
discontent and a system of factious confederacy — these form the 
history of the mechanics and lower ranks of our cities and towns. 
In the country, a peasantry sinking into pauperism, step for step 
with the rise of the farmer’s profits and indulgences. On the 
side of the landlord and his compeers, we shall find the presence 
of the same causes attested by answerable effects. Great as “ their 
almost magical effects ” * on the increase of prices were in the 
necessaries of life, they were still greater, disproportionally 
greater, in all articles of show and luxury. With few exceptions, 
it soon became difficult, and at length impracticable, for the gentry 
of the land, for the possessors of fixed property to retain the rank 
. of their ancestors, or their own former establishments, without 
joining in the general competition under the influence of the same 
trading spirit. Their dependents were of course either selected 
from, or driven into, the same eddy; while the temptation of 
obtaining more than the legal interest for their principal became 
more and more strong with all persona who, neither trading nor 
farming, had lived on the interest of their fortunes. It was in this 
latter class that the rash, and too frequently the unprincipled, 
projector found his readiest dupes. Had we but the secret history 
of the building speculations only in the vicinity of the metropolis, 
too many of its pages would supply an afflicting but instructive 
comment. That both here, and in all other departments, this 
increased momentum in the spirit of trade has been followed by 
results of the most desirable nature, 1 have myself f exerted my 

• Daring the composition of this sheet I the aid which they derived from other qnai. 
have had. and availed myself of the oppor* ters;— nor am 1 now ashamed of not having 
tonltyof perusing the Report of the B^rd anticipated its extent. There Is however, one 
of Agriculture fur the year 1816. The nu- communication (pp. 208 to 227) from Mr. 
merous reflections, which this most extra- Mosely, from which, with the abatementonly 
ordinary volume excited in my mind, 1 can- of the passage on titlies, 1 cannot withhold 
not oven touch on, in this closing -heet of an my entire udmlratiun. It almost redoemt 
adilress that has already extended far beyond the remainder of the Report, 
my origin.'il purpose. Hut had 1 perus^ it In a variety of articles published at 
at the commenocnient, 1 should still have felt different periotU in the Morning /'ost and 
It my duty to direct the main force of my anl- Courier, but with most success in the hhsay, 
nwd versions agaln-t the dem.tgogiie cl.is- of be tore cited, on V uigar errors on Taxation, 
atatft-emplrlc.''. I was not, indeed, ignorant of which had the advantage of being transfemd 
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best powers to evince, at a period when to present the fairest and 
most animating features of the system, and to prove their vast 
and charm-like influence on the power and resources of the nation, 
appeared a duty of patriotism. Nothing, however, was advanced 
incompatible with the position, which even then I did not conceal, 
and which from the same sense of duty I am now attempting to 
display; namely, that the extension of the commercial spirit into our 
agricultural system, added to the overbalance of the same spirit, 
even within its own sphere, aggravated by the operation of our 
revenue laws, and finally reflected in the habits and tendencies 
of the labouring classes, is the gi’oundwork of our calamity, and 
the main predisposing cause, without which the late occasions 
would (some of them not Fave existed, and the remainder) not 
have produced the present distresses. 

That agric\Uture requires principles essentially difirerent from 
those of trade, — ^that a gentleman ought not to regal'd his estai^ 
as a merchant his cargo, or a shopkeeper his stock, — admits of an 
easy proof from the diffei’ent tenure of landed property,* and from 
the purposes of agriculture itself, which ultimately are the same 
as those of the State of which it is the offspring. (For we do not 
include in the name of agriculture the cultivation of a few vege- 
tables by the women of the less savage hunter tribes.) If the 
continuance and independence of the State be its object, the final 
causes of the State must be its final causes. We suppose the 
negative ends of a State already attained, viz. its own safety by 
means of its own strength, and the protection of person and pro- 
perty for all its members, there will then remain its positive ends: 

almost entire to the oolnmns of a daily paper, sented ; v e. after the settied price had been 
of the iargest circuiation, and from thence. In paid by the former for the permia»ion to im- 
largcr or gmaller extracts, to aeverai of our port, and received by the Utter under the 
Provincial Joumala It was likewise reprinted further obligation of protecting the same ; 4, 
in two of the American federalist papers: The coin of the country in the possession of 

and a translation appeared, 1 have bem told, the natural subjects; and last of all, and in 
In the Hamburgh Correipondenten. certain cases, the live stuck, the prcuUum a 

• The very idea of individual or private pecude. Hence, the minds of men were most 
property, in our present acceptation of the familiar with the idea in the case of Jews and 
term, and according to the current notion of Alien-i : till gradually the privileges attached 
the right to it, was originally confined to to the vicinity of the Bishops and mitred 
moveable things : and the more moveable. Abbots prepared an asylum for the fugitive 
the more susceptible of the nature of pro- va.ssal and the oppressed Franklin, and thus 
petty. Proceeding from tl>e more to the Uid the first foundations of a fourth class of 
less perfect right, we may bring all the freemen, that of citizens and burghers. To 
objects of on independent ownerwlp under the feudal system we owe the forms, to the 
five heads:— viz. 1, Precious stones, and Church the substance of our liberty. As 
other jeweU, of os easy transfer : 2, The pre- comment take, first, the origin of towns and 
dous metals, and foreign coin taken as weight cities ; next, the holy war waged against 
of metal ; 3 Merchandise, by virtue, of &e sUvery and villenage, and with such sucoees 
contract between the importer and the that the law bad barely to sanction an ejoa 
sovereign in whose person the unity and ir- jam oontummatum at the Restoration, 
logiity of the commonwealth were repre- 
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1. To make the means of subsistence more easy to each indi* 
viduaL 2. To secure to each of its members the hope* of better- 
ing his own condition or that of his children. 3. The development 
of those faculties which are essential to his humanity, i. e. to his 
rational and moral being. Under the last head we do not mean 
those degrees of intellectual cultivation which distinguish man 
from uin.Ti in the same civilised society, but those only that raise 
the civilised Tuau above the barbarian, the savage, and the animnl. 
We require, however, on the part of the State, in behalf of all its 
members, not only the outward means of knowing their essential 
duties and dignities as men and free men, but likewise, and more 
especially, the discouragement of all such tenures and relations as 
must in the very nature of things render this knowi''dge inert, 
and cause the good seed to perish as it falls. Such av least is the 
appointed aim of a State : and at whatever distance from the ideal 
mark the existing circumstances of a nation may unhappily place 
the actual statesman, still every movement ought to be in this 
direction. But the negative merit of not foi*warding — the ex- 
emption from the crime of necessitating — the debasement and 
virtual disfranchisement of any class of the community, may be 
demanded of every State under all circumstances : and the govern- 
ment that pleads difficulties in repulse or demur of this claim 
impeaches its own wisdom and fortitude. But as the specific ends 
of agriculture are the maintenance, strength, and security of the 
State, so (we repeat) must its ultimate ends be the same as those 
of the State : even as the ultimate end of the spring and wheels of 
a watch must be the same as that of the watch. Yet least of all 
things dare we overlook or conceal that, morally and with respect 
to the character and conscience of the individualB, the blame of 
unfaithful stewardship is aggravated in proportion as the diffi- 
culties are less and the consequences Ijring within a narrower 
field of vision are more evident and affecting. An injurious 
system, the connivance at which we scarcely dare more than 
regret in the cabinet or senate of an empire, may justify an earnest 
reprobation in the management of private estates: provided 
always, that the system only be denounced, and the pleadings con- 
fined to the court of conscience. For from this court only can the 

* The civiiiged man gives up those stimn- constitutes a natural rlf^t, as far as Its grati- 
Units of hope and fear, the mixture or alter- fleation is compatible with the equal rigntsof 
nation of which constitutes the chief charm of others. Hence our ancestors classed iboaa 
the savage life : and yet his Maker has distin- who were incapable of altering their con- 
guished him from the brute that perishes, by dition from that of their parents, as bonds- 
making hope an Instinct of his nature and an men or vlUeins, however advantageooaij 
indispensable condition of bis moral and in- they might otberwLse be situated. 
teUectual progression. But a natural instlnet 
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redress be awarded. All reform or innovation, not won from the 
free agent by the presentation of juster views and nobler interests, 
and that does not leave the merit of having effected it sacred to 
the individual proprietor, it were folly to propose, and worse than 
foUy to attempt. Madmen only would dream of digging or blow- 
ing up the foundation of a house in order to employ the materials in 
repairing the walls. Nothing more dare be asked of the State, no 
other duty is imposed on it, than to withhold or retract all ok- 
trinsic and artificial aids to an injurious system; or at the utmost 
to invalidate in extreme cases such claims as have arisen indirectly 
from the letter or unforeseen operations of particular statutes : 
claims that, instead of being contained in the rights of its pro- 
prietary, trustees are incroachments on its own rights, and a 
destructive tx*espass on a part of its own inalienable and untrans- 
ferable property — I mean the health, strength, honesty, and filial 
love of its children. 

It would border on an affront to the understandings of our 
landed interest, were I to explain in detail what the plan and con- 
duct would be of a gentleman ; * if, as the result of his own free 
conviction, the marketable produce of his estates were made a 
subordinate consideration to the living and moral growth that is 
to remain on the land. I mean a healthful, callous-handed, but 
high and warm-hearted tenantry, twice the number of the present 
landless, parish-paid labourers, and ready to march off at the first 
call of their country with a son of the house at their head, because 
under no apprehension of being (forgive the lowness of the ei- 
pi’ession) marched off at the whisper of a land-taster ! If the 
admitted rule, the paramoimt self-commandment, were comprised 
in the fixed resolve — I will improve my estate to the utmost ; and 
my rent-roll 1 will raise as much as, but no more than, is com- 
patible with the three gi'eat ends (before enumerated), which being 
those of my country must be mine inclusively ! This, I rep^t, 
it would be more than supeidl uous to particularise. It is a problem 
the solution of which may be safely entrusted to the common 
sense of every one who has thi hai’dihood to ask himself the 
question. But how encouraging even the appi*oximations to such 
a system, of what fair promise the few fragmentaiy samples are, 
may be seen in the Report of the Board of Agiicultui-e for 1816, 

• Or (to put Uie qiipstlon more justly aa It? On the distinction mentioned overle<if 
well as more candidly) of tlic land-<>u'n<‘rs lielween tilings and persons, all law, human 
eoUartivcly — for who is not aware of tlie and divine, Is grounded. It consists in this : 
ficUities tiiat accompany a conformity wiili timt the former may be used, as mere means ; 
tbe general practice, or of the nmiieroiis but tlie latter dare not be employed as die 
hindrances that retard, and the final ini|ailec- means to on end without directly or Indirectly 
lion that commonly awaits a aeviailou lr<rm sliariiig in that end. 
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p. 11, from the Earl of Winchelsea’s communication, in every 
paragraph of which wisdom seems to addreas us in behalf of 
goodness. 

But the plan of my alignment requires the reverse of this picture. 
I am to ask what the results would be, on the supposition that 
agriculture is carried on in the spirit of trade ; and if the ne- 
cessary answer coincide with the known general practice, to show 
the connection of the consequences with the present state of 
distress and uneasiness. In trade, from its most innocent form to 
the abomination of the African commerce, nominally abolished 
after a haid-fought battle of twenty years, no distinction is or 
can be acknowledged between things and persons. If the latter 
are part of the concern, they come under the denomination of the 
fonner. Two objects only can be proposed in the management of 
an estate, considered as a stock in trade — first, that the returns 
should be the largest, quickest, and securest possible; and 
secondly, with the least out-goings in the providing, overlook- 
ing, and collecting the same — whether it be expenditure of money 
paid for other men’s time and attention, or of the tradesman’s 
own, which are to him money’s worth, makes no difference in the 
argument. Am I disposing of a bale of goods ? The man whom 
I most love and esteem must yield to the stranger that outbids 
him ; or if it be sold on credit, the highest price, with equal se- 
curity, must have the preference. I may fill up the deficiency of 
my friend’s offer by a private gift or loan ; but as a tradesman, I 
am bound to regard honesty and established character themselves 
as things, as secxuities, for which the known unprincipled dealer 
may offer an unexceptionable substitute. Add to this that, the 
security being equal, I shall prefer, even at a considerable abate- 
ment of price, the man who will take a thousand chests or bales 
at once, to twenty who can pledge themselves only for fifty each. 
For T do not seek trouble for its own sake; but among other 
advantages I seek wealth for the sake of freeing myself more and 
more from the necessity of taking trouble in order to attain it. 
The personal worth of those, whom I benefit in the course of the 
process, or whether the persons are really benefited or no, is no 
concern of mine. The market and the shop are open to all. To 
introduce any other principle in trade, but that of obtaining the 
highest price with adequate security for articles fairly described, 
would be tantamount to the position that trade ought not to 
exist. If this be admitted, then, what as a tradesman I cannot do 
it cannot be my duty, as a tradesman, to attempt : and the only 
remaining question in reason or morality is — what are the proper 
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objects of trade? If my estate be sucb, my plan must be to make 
the most of it, as I would of any other mode of capital. As my 
rents will ultimately depend on the quantity and value of the 
produce raised and brought into the best mai’ket from my land, I 
win entrust the latter to those who, bidding the most, have the 
largest capital to employ on it : and this I cannot effect but by 
dividing it into the fewest tenures, as none but extensive farms 
will be an object to men of extensive capital and enterprising 
minds. I must prefer this system likewise for my own ease and 
security. The fai'mer is of course actuated by the same motives 
as the landlord : and, provided they are both faithful to their en- 
gagements, the objects of both will be : 1, the utmost produce 
that can be raised without injuring the estate ; 2, with the least 
possible consumption of the produce on the estate itself ; 3, at 
the lowest wages ; and 4, with the substitution of machinery for 
human laboui’ wherever the former will cost less and do the same 
work. What are the modest remedies proposed by the majority 
of correspondents in the last Report of the Board of Agriculture ? 
Let measm'es be taken, that rents, taxes, and wages be lowered, 
and the markets raised ! A great calamity has befallen us, from 
importation, the lessened purchases of government, and “the 
evil of a superabundant haiwest ” — of which we deem ourselves 
the more entitled to complain, because, “ we had been long making 
112 shillings per quarter of our com,"’ and of all other articles in 
proportion. As the best remedies for this calamity, we propose 
that we should pay less to our landlords, less to om* labourers, 
nothing to our clergyman, and either nothing or very little to the 
maintenance of the government and of the poor ; but that we 
should sell at our former prices to the consumer ! — In almost every 
page we find deprecations of the poor laws : and I hold it im- 
possible to exaggerate their pernicious tendency and consequences. 
But let it not be forgotten, that in agricultural districts three- 
fourths of the poor rates are paid to healthy, robust, and (O 
sorrow and shame !) industrious, hard-working paupera in lieu of 
wages (for men cannot at once work and starve) : and therefore 
if there are twenty housekeepers in the parish, who ai'e not 
holders of land, their contributions are so much bounty money to 
the latter. But the poor laws form a subject, which I should not 
undei’take without trembling, had I the space of a whole volume 
to allot to it. Suffice, that this enormous mischief is vmdeniably 
the offspring of the commercial system. In the only plausible 
work, that I have seen, in favour of our poor laws on the present 
phui, the defence is grounded, first, on the expediency of having 
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labour cheap, and estates let out in the fewest possible p ortions— • 
in other words, of large farms and low wages — each as indispen* 
sable to the other, and both conjointly as the only means of draw- 
ing capital to the land, by which alone the Wgest surplus is 
attainable for the State : that is, for the market, or in order that 
the smallest possible proportion of the largest possible produce 
may be consumed by the raisers and their families ! secondly, on 
the impossibility of supplying, as we have supplied, all the 
countries of the ciyilised world (India perhaps and China ex- 
cepted), and of underselling them even in their own markets, if our 
working manufacturers were not secured by the State against the 
worst consequences of those failures, stagnations, and transfers, to 
which the different branches of trade are exposed, in a greater or 
less degree, beyond all human prevention ; or if the master manu- 
facturers were compelled to give previous security for the main- 
tenance of those whom they had, by the known law of h uman 
increase, virtually called into existence. 

Itet me not be misunderstood. I do not myself admit this im- 
possibility. I have already denied, and I now repeat the denial, 
that these are necessary consequences of our extended commerce. 
On the contrary, I feel assured that the spirit of commerce is itself 
capable of being at once counteracted and enlightened by the spirit 
of the State, to the advaniage of both. But I do assert, that they 
ai'e necessary consequences of the commercial spirit uncounter- 
aoted and unenlightened, wherever trade has been carried to so 
vast an extent as it has been in England. I assert too, historically 
and as matter of fact, that they have been the consequence of our 
commercial system. The laws of Lycurg^s, like those of the 
inspired Hebrew Legislator, were anti-commercial : those of Solon 
and Numa were at least uncommercial. Now I ask myself, what 
the impression would have been on the Senate of the Homan or of 
the Athenian Republic, if the following proposal had been made 
to them and introduced by the following preamble. “ Conscript 
Fathers (or Senators of Athens !), it is well known to you, that 
circumstances being the same and the time allowed proportional, 
the human animal may be made to multiply as easily, and at as 
small an expense, as your sheep or swine : which is meant, perhaps, 
in the fiction of our philosophers, that souls are out of all pro- 
portion more numerous than the bodies, in which they can subsist 
and be manifested. It is likewise known to you. Fathers ! that 
though in various states various checks have been ordained to 
prevent this increase of births from becoming such as should 
frustrate or greatly endanger the ends for which freemen axe 
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bore, yet tae most efficient limit must be sought for in the moinl 
and intellectual prerogatives of men, in their foresight, in their 
habituation to the comforts and decencies of society, in the pride 
of independence ; but above all in the hope that enables men to 
withstand the tyranny of tho present impulse, and in their expec- 
tation of honour or discredit from the rank, character, and condi- | 
tion of their childi’en. Now there are proposed to us the speedy 
means of at once increasing the number of the rich, the wealth of 
those that are already such, and the revenues of the State : and 
the latter. Fathers ! to so vast an amount, that we shall be able to 
pay not only our own soldiers but those of the monarohs whom we 
may thus induce to become oui* allies. But for this it will be re- 
quisite and indispensable that all men of enterprise and sufficiency 
among us should be permitted, without restraint, to encourage, 
and virtually to occasion, the birth of many myriads of free 
citizens, who from their childhood are to be amassed in clusters 
and employed as parts of a mighty system of machineiy. While 
all things prove answerable to the schemes and wishes of these 
enterprisera, the citizens thus raised and thus employed by them 
will find an ample maintenance, except in such instances where 
the individual may have rendered himself useless by the effects of 
his own vices. It dare not, however, be disguised fi-om you, that 
the natui’e of the employments and the circumstances to which 
these citizens will be exposed, will often greatly tend to render 
them intempemte, diseased, and restless. Nor has it been yet 
made a part of the proposal, that the employers should be under 
any bond to counteract such injurious circumstances by education, 
discipline, or other efficient i*egulations. Still less may it be with- 
held from your knowledge, O Fathei's of the State, that should 
events hereafter pi*ove hostile to all or to any branch of these 
speculations, to many or to any one of the number that shall have 
devoted their wealth to the realisation of the same — and the light, 
in which alone they can thrive, is confessedly subject to paitial 
and even to total eclipses, which thei*e are no means of pi'ecisely 
foretelling ! the guardian planets, to whose conjunction their 
success is fatally linked, muU at uncertain periods, for a longer or 
shorter time, act in malignant oppositions ! — Then, Father's, the 
principals ai'e to shift for themselves, and leave the disposal of 
the calamitous, and therefore too probably turbulent, multitude, 
now unemployed and useless, to the mercy of the community, 
and the solicitude of the State : or else to famine, violence, and 
the vengeance of the laws !” 

If, on the maxims of ancient prudence, on the one hand not 
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enlightened, on the other not dazzled, by the principles of trader 
the immediate answer would have been : “ We should deem it 
danger and detriment, were we to permit so indefinite and impro- 
vident increase even of our slaves and helots : in the case of free 
citizens, our countrymen, who are to swear to the same laws, and 
worship at the same altars, it were profanation ! May the gods 
avert the omen !” If this, I say, would have been their rescript, 
it may be safely concluded, that the connivance at the same 
scheme, much more that the direct encouragement of it, must be 
attributed to that spirit which the ancients did not recognise, 
namely, the spirit of commerce. 

But we have shewn that the same system has gradually taken 
possession of our agriculture. What have been the results ? For 
him who is either unable or unwilling to deduce the whole tnith 
from the portion of it revealed in the following extract from Lord 
Winchelsea’s Report, whatever I could have added would have 
been equally in vaim His Lordship speaking of the causes which 
oppose aU attempts to better the labourer’s condition, mentions, 
as one great cause, the dislike the generality of farmers have to 
seeing the labourers rent any land. Perhaps (he continues) “ one 
of the reasons for their disliking this is, that the land, if not 
occupied by the labourers, would fall to their own share; and 
another I am afiaid is, that they rather wish to have the la- 
bourers more dependent \xpon them ; for which reasons they are 
always desirous of hiring the house and land occupied by a 
labourer, under pretence, that by that means the landlord will be 
secure of his rent, and that they will keep the house in repair. 
This the agents of estates are too apt to give into, as they find it 
much less trouble to meet six than sixty tenants at a rent-day, 
and by this means avoid the being sometimes obliged to hear the 
wants and complaints of the poor. All parties therefore join in 
persuading the landlord, who it is natural to suppose (unless he 
has time and inclination to investigate the matter very closely) 
will agree to this their plan, from the manner in which it comes 
recommended to him ; and it is in this manner that the labom'ers 
have been dispossessed of their cow-pastxxres in various parts of 
the midland counties. The moment the farmer obtains his wish, 
he takes every particle of the land to himseK, and re-lets the 
house to the labourer, who by this means is rendered miserable ; 
the poor rate increased : the value of the estate to the landowner 
diminished ; and the house suffered to go to decay ; which once 
fallen the tenant will never rebuild, but the landlord must, at 
a considerable expense. Whoever travels thi’ough the midland 
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oountiea, and will take the trouble of inquir’ng, will generally 
receive for answer, that formerly there were a great many cot- 
tagers who kept cows, hut that the land is now thrown to the 
farmers ; and if he inquires still further, he will find that in those 
parishes the poor rates have increased in an amazing degi’ee, 
more than according to the average rise throughout England.” — 
In confirmation of his Lordship’s statement I find in the Agidcul- 
tural Reports, that the county, in which I read of nothing but 
farms of 1000, 1500, 2000, and 2500 acres, is likewise that in which 
the poor rates are most numerous, the distresses of the poor most 
grievous, and the prevalence of revolutionary principles the most 
alarming. But if we consider the subject on the largest scale and 
nationally, the consequences are, that the most important rounds 
in the social ladder are broken, and the hope, Avhich above all 
other things distinguishes the free man from the slave, is extin- 
guished. The peasantry therefore are eager to have their children 
add as eaidy as possible to their wretched pittances, by letting 
them out to manufactories ; while the yoiiths take every oppor- 
tunity of escaping to towns and cities. And if I were questioned 
as to my opinion respecting the ultimate cause of our liability to 
distresses like the present, the cause of what has been called a 
vicious (t. e. excessive) population, with all the furies that follow 
in its train — in short, of a state of things so remote from the sim- 
plicity of nature, that we have almost deprived Heaven itself of 
the power of blessing us ; a state in which, without absurdity, a 
superabundant harvest can be complained of as an evil, and the 
reciirrence of the same a ruinous calamity — I should not hesitate 
to answer — the vast and disproportionate number of men who are 
to he fed from the produce of the fields on which they do not 
labour. 

What then is the remedy ? Who the physicians ? The reply 
may be anticipated. An evil, which has come on gradually, and 
in the growth of which all men have more or less conspired, 
cannot be removed otherwise than gradually, and by the joint 
efforts of all. If we are a Christian nation, we mixst learn to act 
nationally, as well as individually, as Christians. We must remove 
half-truths, the most dan gerous of errors (as those of the poor vision- 
iudes called Spenccans) by the whole truth. The government is 
employed already in retrenchments ; but he who expects imme- 
diate relief from these, or who does not even know that, if they 
do anything at all, they must for a time tend to aggi'avate the 
distress, cannot have studied the operation of public expenditure. 

1 am persuaded that more good would be done, not only ultimate 
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and permanent, but immediate good, by the abolition of tbe lot • 
tcries, accompanied with a public and parliamentary declaration 
of the moral and religioua grounds that had determined the legis* 
latnre to this act ; of their humble confidence in the blessing of 
God on the measure; and of their hopes that this sacrifice to 
principle, as being more exemplary from the present pressure on 
the revenue of the State, would be the more effective in restoring 
confidence between man and man — I am deeply convinced, that 
more sterling and visible benefits would be derived from this one 
solemn proof and pledge of moral fortitude and national faith 
than from retrenchments to a tenfold greater amount. Still more, 
if our legislators should pledge themselves at the same time that 
they would hereafter take counsel for the gradual removal or 
counteraction of all similar encouragements and temptations to 
vice and folly, that had alas ! been tolerated hitherto, as the 
easiest way of supplying the exchequer. And truly, the financial 
motives would be strong, indeed, it the revenue laws in question 
were but half as productive of money to the State as they are of 
guilt and wretchedness to the people. 

Our manufacturers must consent to regulations; our gentry 
must concern themselves in the education as well as in the in- 
struction of their natural clients and dependents — must regard 
their estates as secured indeed from all human interference by 
every prmciple of law and policy, but yet as offices of trust with 
duties to be performed, in the sight of God and their country. 
Let us become a better people, and the reform of all the public 
(real or supposed) grievances, which we use as pegs whereon to 
hang our own errors and defects, will follow of itself. In short, 
let every man measure his efforts bj his power and his sphere of 
action, and do all he can do ! Let him contribute money where 
he cannot act personally ; but let him act personally and in detail 
wherever it is practicable. Let us palliate where we cannot cure, 
comfort where we cannot relieve ; and for the rest rely upon the 
promise of the King of kings by the mouth of His Prophet— 
“ Blessed are ye that sow beside all waters.” 
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